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WAYS AND MEANS

Produced at the Pheenix Theatre, Charing Cross Road, London,
W.C.2, on January, 1936, with the following cast of characters :

STELLA CARTWRIGHT . . . . Gertrude Lawrence.
ToBY CARTWRIGHT . . . « Noel Coward.
Ouive Lroyp-RANSOME . . « Joyce Carey.
Lorp CHAPWORTH (CHAPS) . . o Anthony Pelissier.
NaNNY B B . . . o Everley Gregg.

MurDOCH . . . . . « Alan Webb.
STEVENS . . . . . « Edward Underdown.
PrINCESS ELENA KRASSILOFF . « Moya Nugent.
GASTON . . . . . . Kenneth Carten.

‘The action of the play takes place in a bedroom in the Lloyd-
Ransomes’ house, Villa Zephyre, on the Céte d’Azur.

The time is the present.
Scexs 1.—11.30 a.m. on an April morning.
Scene 11.—1.30 a.m. the following morning.
Scexz III.—Two hours later,



WAYS AND MEANS

Produced by John C. Wilson at the National Theatre in
New York City on November 30, 1936, as one of a series of
nine one-act plays by Noel Coward, under the title of “TO-
NIGHT AT EIGHT-THIRTY.” The play was directed by the
author and the cast was as follows:

STELLA CARTWRIGHT . .
ToBY CARTWRIGHT . . .
GASTON . . .

Lorp CHAPWORTH (CHAPS) .
OLIVE LLoYD-RANSOME
PRINCESS ELENA KRASBILOFF .

MURDOCH . . . . .
NANNY . . . . .
STEVENS . . . . .

Gertrude Lawrence.
Noel Coward.
Kenneth Carten.
Alan Webb.

Joan Swinstead.
Moya Nugent.
Anthony Pelissier.
Joyce Carey.
Edward Underdown.

The action of the play takes i)lace in a bedroom in the Lloyd-

Ransomes’ house, Villa

ephyre, on the Cote d’Azur.

The time is the present.

ScERE 1.—11.30 a. m. on an April morning.
SceNE II.—1.30 a. m. the following morning.

ScENE III.—Two hours later.
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SCENE 1

The ScENE 13 a bedroom in the Villa Zephyre on the Céte
d’Azur. The Villa Zephyre belongs to Mrs. LLoyp-
RANSOME, who 1s excessively rich, comparatively pleasant
and entirely tdle ; the bedroom therefore is luzurious
and tastefully appointed. On the L. there is a dressing-
table with, above it, a door leading tc the bathroom. On
the Rr. there 1s a French window lecding on to a small
verandah ; above that, in the back wall, is a door leading
to the passage and the rest of the house. There is a slight
recess in the back wall containing a very wide and com-
fortable bed.

The bed 1s occupred at the rise of the CURTAIN by STELLA
and ToBy CARTWRIGHT. They are an attractive couple
tn the thirties. Between them there is a breakfast-tray.
STELLA, R., 18 opening and reading letters; ToBy, L.,
ts scanning the Continental *“ Daily Mail.”” A certain
amount of pale sunshine 18 coming through the window,
but this fails to banish from either of their faces an ex-
pression of gloomy dissatisfaction. After a considerable
silence, STELLA spealks.

StELLA. Here’s a letter from Aunt Hester.
ToBy. Is she hale and hearty ?

STELLA. Apparently.

ToBy. To hell with her!

(There vs a further silence.)
STELLA (pensively eating a brioche). Why do other
7
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people’s breakfasts always taste much nicer than one’s
own ?
ToBy. Probably because they are.

(There is another silence.)

Sterra. I knew marrying you was a mistake at
least seven years ago, but I never realized the thorough-
ness of the mistake until now——

ToBY (reading his paper). You will be interested to
hear that Mrs. S. J. Pendleton gave a small dinner party
for Mr. and Mrs. Hubert Weir at the Hotel Normandie
in Le Touquet last night——

SteLLa. How thrilling.

ToBy. Among the guests were Lord and Lady
Haven, Mrs. George Durlap, the Countess Pantulucei,
Mr. Henry Bird, Mr. and Mrs. Harvey Lincoln, Miss
Styles

SteLra. Shut up!

ToBy. I beg your pardon ?

SteLra. I said shut up.

ToBY (continuing). —Mr. and Mrs. Sidney Alford
have returned from Vichy and are staying at the
Crillon

SteELLa. Toby—

ToBy. They are to be joined in a few days by Mrs.
Alford’s sister, Lady Croker——

StELLA. Toby, please—

ToBy. Prince and Princess Jean Marie de Larichon
have left the Hétel George Cing en route for the Riviera

(STELLA snatches the paper from him.)

STELLA (angrily). Mr. and Mrs. Toby Cartwright
have left the Villa Zephyre under a cloud——

ToBY (complacently taking some coffee). Not yet they
haven’t——

STELLA. Owing to the idiocy of Mr. Toby Cartwright
losing his shirt at the Casino——

ToBy. Oh, God! must we go back over that
again ?
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SteLLA. Yes, we must—don’t you see—we’ve got
to do something

ToBy. Darling, what’s the use—-?

STELLA. Give me the pad and peacil—they’re just
by you—

ToBY (taking a pencil and pad from the bedside table).
So what ?

SteLLA. Give it to me.

ToBy (giving 1t to her). Toby lost fifty pounds—
Toby lost fifty pounds—Toby lost fifty pounds—write
it down quickly, it would be awful if you happened to
forget it——

STELLA (near tears). Oh, Toby!

ToBy (relenting). All right, darling—I am sorry—
really I am. (He leans towards her, nearly upsetting the
breakfast-tray.)

SteLra. Look out!

Tosy. Damn

STELLA. It isn’t that I want to rub in about the
fifty pounds—really it isn’t—but we are in the most
awful jam, and we’ve got to concentrate.

ToBy. We concentrated up until four-thirty this
morning and nothing came of it

SteLra. Will you promise not to take offence at
anything I say for ten minutes ?

ToBy. That means you're going to be absolutely
bloody.

STELLA. Promise.

Tosy. All right—I promise.

SteLrA. We must face facts. Now then. Our
combined incomes amount to seven hundred and fifty
pounds a year—

Toy. Until Aunt Hester dies.

SteLrA. Aunt Hester will not die-—she’s outwitted
life for seventy years and is now determined to outwit
death.

Tosy. It'’s indecent.

SteLLA. Never mind about that now—our combined
overdrafts amount to roughly thirteen hundred pounds—
in addition to which, you owe about three thonsand——
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ToBy. What about you ?

StELLA (writing). Two thousand.

ToBy. I can’t understand why you don’t get a job
of some sort—look at Liza Herrick—she at least made
some effort—she opened a hat shop.

SteLLA. And shut it again.

Tosy. No talent—that's what’s wrong with you—no
marketable talent whatsoever.

StELLA. You seem to forget that on a certain bleak
day in nineteen-twenty-eight I gave my life into your
keeping.

Tosy. Marriage is a sacrament, a mystic rite, and
you persist in regarding it as a sort of plumber’s estimate.

STELLA. Be quiet. Where was I?

ToBy. Wandering along the paths of memory, dear,
with a singularly nasty expression.

SteLLa. You will admit, I suppose, that we live
beyond our income ?

ToBy. You have a genius for understatement.

SteLLa. Having managed to rake up seventy-two
pounds in order to stay—God knows why—in this over-
elaborate house——

ToBy. I don’t agree. I think, considering Olive's
innate vulgarity, she has done this house with remarkable
restraint.

STELLA. Olive is not vulgar—she’s one of my oldest
friends. She was at school with me, and——

ToBy. Well, let’s just say that she was at school
with you.

StELLa. Now look here, Toby——

Tosy. Go on—concentrate.

SteLLa. You're maddening.

Tosy. Go on, write—write down the truth—write
down our congenital idiocy in black and white—write
down that we were brought up to be amiable and pleasant
and socially attractive—that we have no ambition and
no talent—except for playing games.

STELLA (sharply). And not enough of that.

ToBy. Toby lost fifty pounds—Toby lost fifty
pounds——
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SteLLA. T wrote that down first—but what I didn’t
write down was that you were a silly, selfish, careless,
bloody fool to do it—

ToBy (furiously). Look here, Stells—— (He makes
a violent movement.)

SteLLA. Look out!

ToBy. Damn!

SteLLa. It’s no use quarrelling. The fifty pounds
has gone—we’ve already stayed over our time here—
the Lorings are expecting us in Verice—we have, at
the moment, one hundred and fourteen francs—and we
are down two thousand four hundred francs in the Bridge
Book.

ToBy. That’s entirely your fault—-you play Bridge
too merrily, Stella.

STELLA. My merriment is entirely a social gesture.
I loathe Bridge.

ToBy. That is no excuse for playing it as though it
were lacrosse.

SteLra. I don’t know what you mean.

ToBy. Your bids have a certain girlish devil-may-
care abandon—you whoop through every rubber like a
games mistress.

SteLLa. What do you mean, whoop ?

ToBy. What I say—whoop—W-H-0-O-P.

STELLA. Oh, do be quiet! What was I saying ?

ToBy. You were saying that we were down two
thousand four hundred francs in the Bridge Book.
What you should have said was, that owing to your——

STELLA. Never mind about that now—-within the
next week we shall be asked definitely to leave—Olive
was dropping hints all over the dinner-table last night,
like confetti.

ToBy. We can’t leave.

SterLa. We'll have to.

ToBy. Chaps owes you some morey, doesn’t he ?

StELLA. Yes. Backgammon—seven thousand francs.

ToBy. Thank God for that!

SteLLA. If we travel to Venice second-class——

ToBY. Yes—not second-class !
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SteLLa. —and send Nanny home——

ToBy. I can’t think why you had to bring her in
the first place ; I don’t have to have a valet, why should
you have a maid ?

SteLLa. Nanny’s not a maid—Nanny’s saved our
lives a million times.

ToBy. Wrongly.

STELLA. Anyhow

(There ts a knock on the door and GASTON enters up R.C.
He ©s a neatly dressed French valet.)

GastoN. Bon jour, monsieur.

ToBy. Bon jour, Gaston.

GasToN. Bon jour, madame.

StELLA. Bon jour.

GasroN. Lord Chapworth wish to speak to you.

ToBy. Is he there?

STELLA. Tell him to come in. (Ske calls.) Come in,
Chaps!

(GasToN stands aside to le¢ LorRD CHAPWORTH enter.
Lorp CHAPWORTH is an amiable-looking young man.
GASTON goes out.)

Caaprs. Good morning—how d’you feel ?

ToBy. Frightful.

Crars. So do I.

ToBy. Good!

STELLA. You look very sweet, Chaps darling, and
very dapper—why are you up so early ?

Caaps. It’s after eleven. I came to say good-bye

STELLA. Of course, you're leaving to-day—I'd for-
gotten. Are you going to May Bainbridge ?

Craps. Yes—Guy’s picking me up.

SteLra. You must find out all about the chauffeur
scandal and wire us immediately.

Craps. What chauffeur scandal ?

StELLA. Don’t be silly, darling, the whole coast is
buzzing with it.

Crars. Oh, that !—I always thought it was a valet.
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Tosy. Chauffeur-valet—a combined occupation rife,
apparently, with the most delirious opportunities

Craps. Do you think it’s true #—I mean, do you
think May really did—

SteLLA. Certainly—you only have to look at her.

ToBy. Don’t be catty, Stella.

STELLA. As May Bainbridge has been consistently
odious to me for years, I really don’t see why I shouldn’t
be as catty as I like.

ToBy. After all, Chaps is going to stay with them.

STELLA. Serve him right.

Craps. Oh, old May’s not bad-—she just has an
unfortunate manner.

StELLA. To be not bad with an unfortunate manner
i8 not enough

Crars. You seem a bit scratchy this morning.

Tosy. Compared with what took place in the night,
this is purring.

Cmaps. Well, it’s a nice sunny day, anyhow.

SteELLA. It had better be.

Craps. I had an awful evening--I got stuck with
Pearl Brandt—she insisted on playing at the big table
and I lost a packet.

ToBy. You what ?

Craprs. Just dropped about four hundred pounds—
cleaned myself out. (He crosses L.)

StELLA. Oh, Chaps!

Craps. She kept on asking me to go in with her, she
never ran a hand more than two coups except once,
then she passed it after the fourth and it ran eleven
times. (Looking at himself in the mirror.)

Toy. Did it occur to you to strike her in the face ?

CraPs (moving up to them). So I wondered if you’'d
mind waiting for that seven thousand francs I owe you,
Stella, until I get my allowance ?

ToBy. When do you get your allowance ?

Craps. First of May.

STELLA (hurriedly). Of course I don’t mind, Chaps—
it doesn’t matter a bit.

ToBy. God is love, there is no pain.
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Cuars. It’s awfully sweet of you.
SteLra. Don’t be silly.

(OLve Lroyp-RaNSOME’S woice s heard outside.)

OLIVE (outside). Can we come in ?

STELLA (calling). Of course!

ToBy. Send for a Bridge table and the Corinthian
Bagatelle—don’t let’s waste a moment.

(OLive LrLoyp-RaNsoME and PriNcEss ELENA Kras-
SILOFF enter up R.C. OLIVE ts smartly dressed and
dark. ELENA 1s fair and rather vague.)

OLive. Good morning, everybody—I'm suicidal.
StELLA. Why—what’s the matter ?

(ELENA sits in the chair R.)

Orive. Everything’s the matter. I went down
twenty mille last night, Precious Bane’s got distemper
and I had to send him off to the vet at seven o’clock
this morning, and on the top of that I’ve had a telegram
from Nicky and Vera to say they’re arriving to-morrow.

ToBy. To-morrow !

OLive. It’s the most awful bore—it means that I
shall have to turn you out, which I absolutely loathe—
it also means that I shall have to put off Dolly, because
she and Vera aren’t speaking and——

SteLLa. Why don’t you put off Nicky and Vera ?

(ELENA rises and crosses L.)

OLive. Bob would never forgive me—he worships
Nicky. They talk about international finance—also
I’ve already put them off once—I feel absolutely dreadful
about the whole business.

ELEna. Hallo, Chaps darling.

(She crosses to him where he sits in the chair L.)

ToBY. Don’t worry about us—we’ve got to go to
the Lorings, anyhow.

OLIVE (sitting on the end of the bed). But I do—I adore
you being here—you’re the nicest guests I've ever had
in my life,
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ELENA (scrutimizing the breakfast-tray). Do you mind
if I take one of your lumps of sugar ?

ToBy. Not at all—take the whole bowl.

ELENa. Angel!

(She sits down quietly on the dressing-table stool with the
bowl of sugar and devours several lumps.)

OLIVE (rising). And to-night we’ve got the Brandt
dinner party—nobody wants to go—I tried to hint that
we’d all rather stay in, but they’re absolutely set on it—
it’s something to do with being American, I think, that
passion for entertaining in restaurants. (She sits tn the
chair R.)

Tosy. That means the Casino again.

StELLA. Yes, dear, that’s what that means.

Craps. Olive, have you got any messages for May 1
(He rises.)

OLIVE (laughing). None that I could possibly send
her.

ELena. He was lovely, that chauffeur-—he wore his
cap bravely as though he wasn’t afraid.

Orive. Wasn’t afraid of what, darling ?

ToBy. George Bainbridge.

ELENA. Anything—anything in the world. I re.
member he drove me to the station orce, and I knew the
back of his neck reminded me of someone, and who do
you think it was ?

STELLA (wearily). Who ? .

ELENA (triumphantly). Dimitri.

(They sink back.)

OLive. Everybody reminds you of Dimitri, darling,

ELEna. I loved him dreadfully. Do you mind if I
take a little of your scent ?

STELLA (with false enthusiasm). Do, dear!

(ELENA sprays herself lawishly.)

OLive. We're going up to Vence to lunch—do you
want to come ?
SteLra. We shan’t be ready in time.
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Ouve. I'll leave the small car for you—Irving and
Pearl want to buy some of that awful pottery.

(MurDOCH enters through the open door up R.c. Heisa
very correct English butler.)

MurpocH. Excuse me, madame.

Ovive. What is it, Murdoch ?

MurpocH. Mr. Guy Forster has arrived, madame, for
Lord Chapworth.

CHaps. I must go. (He crosses R.)

Orive. Has his lordship’s luggage gone down ?

MurpocH. Yes, madame.

ELena. I love Guy, he’s an angel. Where is he,
Murdoch ?

MurpocH. In the bar, madame.

ELEnNA. I'll come down.

(MURDOCH exits.)

Caaps. Good-bye, Stella—Good-bye, Toby. (He
shakes hands.)
SteLLa.  Good-bye.

(ELENA crosses R.)
Tosy. Good-bye.
(OLIVE rises.)

Ceaps. It’s awfully sweet of you to hold that over.
Good-bye, Olive.

OLive. I'll see you off—don’t forget to write in the
book—give Guy a drink.

Crmars. He’s probably had three already—come on,
Elena.

(ELENA and CHAPS go out.)

Ouwve. I do feel so horrid about turning you
out.

SteLrA. Don’t be silly, darling—we’ve overstayed
frightfully, but we were having such a lovely time.

Orive. If it were anyone else but Vera and Nicky
I’d tell them to go to hell, but Bob really has to discuss
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business with Nicky and—oh, well, I know you under-
stand perfectly.

Tosy. Of course we do—when are they arriving ?

OLive. To-morrow afternoon—I must pop down and
see Chaps off. The car will be waiting for you at
twelve-thirty ; we’d better meet in the main square.
(She goes up to the door.)

SteLra. All right.

Orive. You do understand, don’t you ?

(She kisses her hand to them and goes oul. There i3 silence
for a moment.)

SteLLA. Dear Olive!

Tosy. She’s done everything but throw us into the
drive !

SteLLA. We must think—we must think.

ToBy. What’s the use of thinking *—we haven’t even
enough to tip the servants.

SteLLA. Oh, don’t!

ToBy. If we asked Olive to lend us five thousand
francs, do you think she would ?

SteLLa. Of course she would, and she’d dine out or
it for a week—I’d rather die than ask her. Anyway,
five thousand francs wouldn’t be enough—-not nearly
enough. We've got to pay our train fares—Nanny’s
fare home—our Bridge debts—the servants Oh,
God !

(There 1s a knock on the door.)

Yes, who is it ?
MurpocH. Murdoch, madame.
ToBy. Come in!

(MurDOCH enters.)

MurpocH. Mrs. Lloyd-Ransome asked me to come
and see you, madame, about your reservations.

SteELLA. Reservations ?

MurpocH. On the afternoon train to-morrow. I
took the liberty of telephoning in to the hall porter of
the Majestic about them.
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ToBy. How thoughtful of you, Murdoch.

SteLLa. Why the hall porter at the Majestic ?

Murpoca. He happens to be a personal friend of
mine, madame—he does a lot of odd jobs.

ToBy. This one may be odder than he bargained
for.

MurpocH. I beg your pardon, sir?

STELLA (hurriedly). When did you order these
reservations, Murdoch ?

MurpocH. Last night, madame, directly Mrs. Lloyd-
Ransome told me.

STELLA (with an attempt at light-hearted naturalness).
Well, what have you got for us?

MurpocH. Two single sleepers and one for your
maid- —that is what Mrs. Lloyd-Ransome told me you
required.

ToBy. It’s a pity they don’t have sitting-rooms on
Continental trains.

SteLLa. DI’'m afraid you’ll have to change them,
Murdoch. You see, we're not going back to London—
we’re going to Venice.

MurpocH. That’s all right, madame, Mrs. Lloyd-
Ransome told me that too.

SteLra. She didn’t happen to mention in passing
that my sister was going to have a baby in July ?

Murpoca. I'll send the tickets up to you the moment
they arrive; there’s a small laundry bill as well—I've
given that to your maid.

ToBY. You think of everything, Murdoch.

MurpocH. Thank you, sir.

S8tELLA. Thank yow, Murdoch.

(MurpOCH bows and goes out.)

ToBy. Dear Olive!

Sl'lI‘ELLA. Last night—she had it all arranged last
night.

ToBY (pensively). I think I should like something
quite dreadful to happen to Olive, you know—something
teally humiliating, like being sick at a Court Ball.

StELLA. How dare she!



