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THE CURSE OF THE WEREWOLF

Commissioned and first produced by the Contact Theatre
Company, Manchester, on the 6th October 1976, with the
following cast of characters (in the order of their appearance):

The Child Philip Cragg or Angharad Cragg
The Pastor Cliff Howells
The Gravedigger David Mallinson
The Baron Nicholas Geake
The Baroness Binkie Shoebridge
1st Pallbearer Richard Cragg
2nd Pallbearer Ian Galley
D’Arcy Benedict Campbell
Mrs Bancroft Judith Barker
Dr Bancroft Peter Dudley
Kitty Joanna Mackie
Ramsey CIliff Howells
Ingeborg Binkie Shoebridge
Professor Konrad Steiner Christopher Ravenscroft
Attendant Richard Cragg
Inspector Otto Krueger David Mallison
Baron Martin von Heilmann Nicholas Geake
Hans CIliff Howells
Lotty Binkie Shoebridge
Ernst CIliff Howells
Frau Gessler Binkie Shoebridge
Sergeant CIiff Howells
Directed by Kenneth Alan Taylor

Designed by Marty Flood

Lighting by Nick Jones

Dances arranged by Judith Barker
Musical direction, vocal and orchestral arrangements by
Rodney Natkiel

The play is designed to be performed by nine actors, doubling
as necessary.



THE CURSE OF THE WEREWOLF'
STAGING

The setting consists of simple formalised levels, stairways and arches.
The highest area is upstage centre and right, with a small door below it and
central. To the right of this area is an entrance in the form of an arch, and
beyond it upstage a larger arch looking out onto the sky. Cut invisibly
into this area, stage right, is a grave-sized trap, with a lid hinged upstage.
To the left of this area is a lower rostrum, two steps leading down to it,
with an entrance in the form of an arch to the left, and beyond it upstage
a larger arch looking out onto the sky. Below this area, and to the left, is
an even lower rostrum which extends over the orchestra pit, or forestage,
depending upon the design of the theatre, and into which, invisibly, is
cut a smaller trap, as far downstage as possible. To the left of this area is
an entrance in the form of an arch. The main downstage area is central
and right, at stage level, reached by a step down from the latter rostrum.
To the right of this area is an entrance in the form of an arch, and running
around the area upstage centre and to the right, either side of entrances,
is a low bench against the faces of the upstage rostrum and right wall.
A similar short piece of bench is fixed against the left wall, downstage of
theentrance. Above the entrance, against the left wall, is a short extension of
the upstage left rostrum in the form of a table. Steps are provided down
into the auditorium right, and the piano is set left of centre below the
stage. In the background is a cyclorama and gauze, behind which is
flown a moon box, and effects projectors.



AUTHOR’S NOTE

THE CURSE OF THE WEREWOLF is one of a series of plays which first saw the
light of day at Theatre Workshop, Stratford East. And as one would
expect, coming from such an illustrious source, it only works on a very
truthful level. Any attempt to ‘send it up’ or ‘guy’ the performances will
result in a very dull and unfunny evening’s entertainment. The excitement
and the laughter in the piece comes out of its genuine tension. It must be
played in deadly earnest—one must believe in werewolves—one must
believe in the people—and one must care what happens to them.

The pace of the play itself must be very fast, otherwise it will come out
very long. The scenes should ‘cut’ into one another like a film, with fur-
niture and props kept to the absolute minimum, and wherever possible set
instantly by actors. On the other hand, all the action must be worked out
very carefully, and time taken over it. When, for example, Kitty falls into
a bog, we must believe this is exactly what is happening to her, and it
should be many many nail-biting moments before we see that she is safe.

In the original production, a piano accompanied a great deal of the
action, high-lighting tension, pointing out dramatic moments, underlaying
the gentler, more romantic scenes. This is not essential, of course, but
points in the script have been indicated for such a player. He should resist
the temptation to ‘quote’ from well-known musical pieces. ‘Land of Hope
and Glory’ may seem a funny idea to put behind Bancroft’s determination to
seek out and destroy the werewolf, but it will not be anywhere as effective
as an invention of the pianist’s own.

The play, in its present form, also contains nine songs*. They are very
simple and easily sung, and provide a nice relief from the dark doings.
However, for those companies who feel this is beyond them, they are
quite easy to cut.

The setting described in this script is not that used in the original pro-
duction, since it was felt that this would be beyond the resources of most
amateur companies, whereas professional companies would in any case
wish to design their own.

* The music for which is available from Samuel French Ltd.



MUSICAL NUMBERS

Actrl
Open Your Eyes

Make A Little Wish
Don’t Sing The Words
This Is The Start
They’re Ever So Evil

Acr II

Don’t Be A Silly Sceptic
I Like A Lot Of Friends
Walpurgisdorf

Lovers Can’t Agree
Reprise: Open Your Eyes

Kitty, Bancroft, D’Arcy, Mrs Bancroft, the
Company

D’Arcy

Martin, Kitty, Mrs Bancroft, the Company

Martin, Kitty

Martin

Otto, D’Arcy, Bancroft, the Company
Kitty

Ingeborg

D’Arcy

The Company



ACT 1

ScENE 1
(PROLOGUE)
Walpurgisdorf Church—1890

When the play begins, it is night. There is a large, pale moon, scudding
clouds, and the faint sound of wind. All the players are heavily muffled
against the cold in cloaks and overcoats of the period, and since in this scene
they are speaking their native tongue, they do not have accents. The grave-
trap is open, and the Gravedigger stands inside, digging. The piano plays
sombre cortége music. At the sound of this, the Gravedigger looks off L,
climbs out of the grave, and waits respectfully R of grave. A procession
enters UL and crosses directly to the grave, climbing the steps. It is led by
two pallbearers carrying a litter on which is the dead body of the Baroness,
looking like Brunhilde on her shield. This is followed by the Old Baron. He
carries a blunderbuss, and has his arm about a young boy, who has one arm
in a sling. The litter is lowered to the ground above the grave-trap, and the
pallbearers look questioningly towards the Old Baron. He gives a peremptory
nod, and they bend to lift the litter into the grave. As they do so, a cry is
heard off, DL

Pastor (off) Stop!
The Pastor runs on DL and hurries up the steps to the Old Baron’s L

Stop, I say!

Baron Keep out of the way, Pastor.

Pastor I’'m sorry, Baron, but I can’t allow your wife to be buried here—
not after what she’s done! This is consecrated ground!

Baron And this, Pastor Schneidhuber, is a profane blunderbuss . . . ! (He
points the blunderbuss at the Pastor) So stay away, or I’ll blow your legs
off!

The Pastor takes a step backwards, with what dignity he can muster
Pastor Since you insist.

The piano continues to underlay, as the Old Baron turns to the dead
Baroness, bends over her, and kisses her. As he does so the long barking
howl of a distant wolf is heard. All react, listening. As they do so, a black,
shrouded figure appears below them, from DR, looking up at them, his
back to us. The Baron catches sight of him and takes an involuntary step
towards him

Baron You!

A®*
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For a moment, it seems he might raise his blunderbuss and shoot the man, but
he restrains himself, turning quickly towards the Pastor

Read the service.
Pastor (very definite) Never. That I will never do. Never.
The Baron points the blunderbuss at him

Baron Read the service!

Pastor Oh well, just this once. (He grumbles as he fumbles open a prayer-
book) T've heard of weddings, but a shotgun funeral is ridiculous ...

Baron (in anguish) Get on with it!

As the Pastor reads the pallbearers slowly lower the body into the grave

Pastor Oh Lord Jesus Christ, King of Glory, deliver the souls of the
departed from the pains of Hell and from the deep pit: save them from

the mouth of the lion, nor allow the dark lake to swallow them up, nor
darkness to enshroud them ...

Faint wolf-howling is heard, and continues to the end of the prayer, gradually
getting louder. The Pastor continues uneasily

With our prayers, O Lord, we offer up a sacrifice of praise: do Thou
receive it on behalf of this soul whom we this day commit to Thy keeping.
Grant O Lord that they may pass from death into life. Amen.

The howling is very loud. The Baron staggers towards the figure in black
Baron Damn you! Damn you!

The Baron tears at his throat and falls, tumbling off the edge of the rostrum
to land DRC, close to the figure in black. The Gravedigger drops his spade,
sits on the edge of the rostrum, and jumps down to examine him. The Young
Boy comes forward to the extreme edge of the rostrum, looking down, wide-
eyed. After his examination, the Gravedigger looks up at them in horror

Gravedigger He’s dead.

The Gravedigger turns to look at the Man in Black. All look at him. He
turns and goes silently, as he came, DR

Pastor And now this Church is defiled! Let no man set foot upon its
desecrated soil again! . . . Not for all time!

Loud wolf-howling., Wind rises to a crescendo and fades. Fade lighting to
BLACKOUT. The piano plays a thunderous passage, blending gradually into
ragtime—a passage of time

SCENE 2
Walpurgisdorf Castle—1922

The ragtime fades. Light returns. It is early evening, a sunset beginning to
form through the US arches. A large ornate chair has been set R, not too
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far DS, and a small wooden door, studded with nails, is set in the small arch
UC. The costumes must demonstrate strongly the period. D’ Arcy is heard off,
DL

D’Arcy (off) Hallo? Anybody at home?

He comes in DL. He is dressed as a butler, with a large overcoat covering
the costume, and a hat. He is loaded down with skis, skates, baggage, etc.

Hallo? Is this the Schloss Walpurgisdorf? Hallo? (He calls off behind
him) There’s nobody here, Mrs Bancroft.

Mrs Bancroft comes on DL. She is a large formidable lady, dressed half
in green silk and half in brown fur

Mrs Bancroft Hardly surprising. It was one of my husband’s arrangements.

D’Arcy dumps what he is carrying on the upstage edge of the rostrum on
which they are standing

And be careful of my skis, D’Arcy. They’re hand-made hickory.
D’Arcy Sorry, Mrs Bancroft. '

Myrs Bancroft crosses RC, stepping down to the lower level

Mrs Bancroft Look at this place. It’s like a pigsty. They must have an
English maid. (Calling off DL) Hugo! Come here at once!

Bancroft (off) Coming, my dear.

Mrs Bancroft Then hurry up!

Dr Bancroft comes on DL. He is a small man, dressed neatly, wearing a
grey overcoat, hat and scarf

Bancroft I’m here, my dear.

Mirs Bancroft Which is more than your friend the Professor is. There’s
nobody here to greet us at all.

Bancroft That’s odd. (Crossing to her) He must have got my cable.

Mrs Bancroft Why ? You wrote and posted it, didn’t you? It’s probably on
its way to Tipperary. (She takes off her gloves, stuffs them into her hand-
bag, and hangs it on the back of the chair) And where’s that daughter of
yours, Hugo ? Day-dreaming again, I suppose ? (Calling off DL) Kitty!. ..
Where on earth’s the child got to?

D’Arcy I think she’s looking at the view, Madam.

Mrs Bancroft View? What view? Just a lot of trees. (She crosses to the
chair and sits) That’s all I've seen for days now—trees, trees, trees.
Nature simply has no imagination sometimes.

Bancroft Well, we are in the Bohemian Forest, my dear.

Mrs Bancroft I’'m aware of that. I know what forests are made of. Just a
lot of trees. But if it wasn’t for this quixotic notion of yours for visiting
an old Medical School chum, we could at least have gone to the Black
Forest

D’Arcy Don’t they have trees there?

Mrs Bancroft All the best people go to the Black Forest, D’Arcy. You
wouldn’t understand.
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D’Arcy No, Madam. I’ll go and fetch Miss Bancroft, shall 1?
Mrs Bancroft No.

But she is too late—he has hurried out DL

And that’s another thing, Hugo. We must keep an eye on that young
man. We don’t know nearly enough about him.

Bancroft D’Arcy ? Seems a decent enough chap.

Mrs Bancroft His character’s neither here nor there: he’s a servant. I'm
not sure, but I think I caught him using Kitty’s christian name the
other day.

Bancroft (humouring her) Good heavens! Did you really, dear?

Mrs Bancroft She’s far too easy going, that daughter of yours. She didn’t
even kick him.

D’Arcy (reappearing DL) Here she is, Mrs Bancroft.

Kitty comes in, pretty and blonde, wearing white furs over a colourful dress,
She runs across to her mother, and kneels beside her

Kitty Oh Mother, how can you bear it inside this gloomy old castle? It’s
so beautiful outside. There’s a little old deserted church, high up on the
mountain. Look—you can just see it through the gothic window. (She
rises and points off UL)

Mrs Bancroft Through the trees, you mean.

Bancroft I don’t think your mother likes it here, Kitty.

Mrs Bancroft I certainly do not. Especially those filthy peasants we passed.
What did they think they were doing?

Kitty (moving DC) Just simple wood-cutters, Mother. Perfectly normal.

Mrs Bancroft Then why did that man cross himself when we asked the
way here?

Bancroft I don’t know. He seemed to be frightened of something. (Eyeing
his wife speculatively) Can’t imagine what.

D’Arcy (moving down the steps to Kitty’s L) He certainly shot off into the
woods quickly enough. All I said was Walpurgisdorf, and he was off
like a whippet. .

Mrs Bancroft Walpurgisdorf! What a name! What a place!

Kitty Honestly, Mother—you’ve no vision!

SONG: Open Your Eyes

Kitty Oh all you have to do is open your eyes
Look at the sun
Look at the sky

Bancroft - Yes all you have to do is use your eyes
Look at the clouds

Both Giveitatry...now

Both /D’Arcy Oh all you have to do is just look around

Kitty Isn’t it fine?

Bancroft /D’Arcy Isn’t it fine?

Kitty Isn’t it grand?

Bancroft /D’Arcy Isn’t it grand?



Act I, Scene 2 5

All Three Yes all you see is waiting there to be found
Say that it’s yours
Hold out a hand . . . ’cause

By now, they have persuaded Mrs Bancroft to join in

Bancroft /D’Arcy Life is never quite as bad as you think it is
Kitty /Mrs B N 1 C N

Kitty /Mrs B Ski-da-di-dat!

Bancroft /D’Arcy {Every day is just another—

Kitty /Mrs B Ah ... i

All —agreat adventure!

Kitty /Mrs B But only if you always open your eyes

Kitty Look at the blue

Bancroft /D’Arcy Ooh ooh

Mrs B Look at the green

Kitty Boo-pi-doo, boo-pi-doo

All Yes we must always open both of our eyes
Take it all in

See where we’ve been. .. to

Behind them, Ramsey appears, from UL, wearing a white coat, his hair
standing on end. He looks at them in astonishment, and comes down the
steps to their L, watching, during the following

All (fortissimo) Now all you have to do is—
Ramsey (finger to lips, loud) Ssssh!
Not seeing him, they take this as an instruction from one of themselves
All (pianissimo) Look at the sun
Bancroft /D’Arcy Ooh ooh
All Look at the sky
Kitty /Mrs B Boo-pi-doo, boo-pi-doo
(Gradual crescendo)
Kitty Look at the clouds
Bancroft /D’Arcy Ooh ooh
Mrs Bancroft Give it a try
Kitty Boo-pi-doo, boo-pi-doo
Bancroft Look at the blue
Kitty /Mrs B Ooh ooh
D’Arcy Look at the green
Kitty /Mrs B Boo-pi-doo, boo-pi-doo
All Take it all in
Ooh ooh

See where you’ve been
Boo-pi-doo, boo-pi-doo!
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At the end of the song, itamsey applauds. They turn and look at him

Mrs Bancroft Hugo! What have you made me do? Your host is here!
Bancroft What? Where? (Seeing Ramsey) Oh, but good heavens—
Ramsey Don’t mind me. I quite like it. I'm musical myself.

He moves down the steps towards them, taking C. D’ Arcy and Kitty break
upstage. He takes a penny whistle from his pocket and plays it. This, and
further cues, can be doubled by the piano in the treble, if the actor cannot
play the whistle

Mrs Bancroft What’s he doing?

Bancroft I've no idea, my dear. But you see, that’s not—

Mrs Bancroft (fo Ramsey) What are you doing, man?

Ramsey Now that’s a very good question. (He crosses to her, below
Bancroft) Most people can tell. Most people take one look at me and
say “You’re playing the penny whistle’ or ‘Why are you playing that penny
whistle ?” You’re the first person who simply said ‘What are you doing ?
Because, you see, I don’t know. These other people, they only thought
I was playing the penny whistle. Actually, I wasn’t. I can’t play the
penny whistle.

Mrs Bancroft (her head spinning) Then you’re not musical?

Ramsey I certainly am. I’'m perhaps the most complete musician the
world’s ever known. I can’t play a note.

D’Arcy (coming down LC) Isn’t that a drawback?

Ramsey turns on him

Bancroft Excuse me, my dear—

Mrs Bancroft Quiet, Hugo.

Ramsey (f0 D’Arcy) Now that’s another good question. It shows you’ve
been listening to me. A lot of people don’t. What I mean is, I can’t play
the notes everybody else plays. I play notes of my own. They’re better.

Kitty (rmoving down to his L) How?

Ramsey They sound better.

Mrs Bancroft Who says?

Ramsey I say.

D’Arcy What does everybody else say?

Ramsey I haven’t asked them.

Kitty Why not?

Ramsey They never listen to me. Every time I try to play, they go away.

Mrs Bancroft Where to?

Ramsey Oh not far—just out of earshot. But you appreciate the problem?

D’Arcy Definitely.

Ramsey (crossing L and up the steps) I'm perhaps the greatest musician
Barrow-in-Furness has ever produced, only I can’t prove it. It’s quite
driving me sane. (He suddenly lifts up his head and howls like a wolf.
All stare at him transfixed. He coughs apologetically) I beg your pardon—
a touch of lycanthropy.

Minor chords from piano. They all begin to edge R, away from him
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All Oh—that’s quite all right.

Ramsey It was all Janet’s fault. She wouldn’t give me what I needed, so I
had to sublimate into my whistle.

Mrs Bancroft Did you now?

Kitty Who’s Janet? :

Ramsey My mother. Everybody said it wouldn’t last. (He howls like a wolf,
and begins to prance, snarling and laughing maniacally) I'm a wolf, I'm a
wolf! Had you all fooled! I'm not a musician at all! That was just a
ruse! Now I’'m going to eat you all up!

There is a sudden loud crash, off, UL, and Ingeborg comes on—very large,
with blonde plaits, wearing a white coat. She is followed by two attendants,
in white coats

Ingeborg Vorsicht! Packt ihn! Schnell! Schnell!

The two attendants hurry down the steps to Ramsey, grab hold of him, and
begin to subdue him. He fights back, howling and snarling. Mrs Bancroft
crosses to C, blelow Bancroft, staring at this

Mrs Bancroft Good heavens, Hugo, your friend’s a raving maniac.
Bancroft But I've been trying to tell you, my dear. That isn’t him.

Steiner appears very suddenly, behind him, lit from behind—a tall, gaunt
figure, dressed in black, with a little beard, toying with a monocle. His
German accent is soft and sinister

Steiner No.
All jump, turn to look at him

He is a patient of mine. (He crosses below them, his eyes on Ramsey)

Bancroft Ah Konrad, good to see you—

Steiner (not looking at him) Quiet! . . . (He speaks gently to the struggling
Ramsey) Now Ramsey, calm yourself, my friend. Why, it’s dinner time.

Ramsey Dinner time!

Steiner Yes, we have a rabbit for you.

Ramsey (in ecstasy) Rabbit! ... Oh, rabbit!

D’Arcy (breathless) Does he like rabbit stew, then ?

Steiner No. (He produces a wriggling white rabbit from his pocket, held by
the ears. Although a dummy, he should cause it to wiiggle and look as real
as possible) Come on, Ramsey. That’s right. There’s a good fellow. Come
this way.

He coaxes Ramsey over R, still held by the two attendants. The others
break DC, watching in amazement. Ramsey turns on them suddenly

Ramsey Get away from here! It’s dangerous! Get away while you can!
Steiner (to the attendants, sharply) Raus mit ihm!

Ramsey I mean it! Get away! As far as you can!

Steiner Schnell!
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They drag him out. Dr Steiner throws the rabbit out after them, then turns
and speaks up to Ingeborg

Ingeborg, du bleibst hler
Ingeborg Jawohl.
Kitty What did he mean by all that?

Steiner is instantly smitten by her, and crosses to her

Steiner (smiling brilliantly) Nothing, my dear. Please don’t concern your-
self. He is raving, that is all. (He kisses her hand) ~

Bancroft Erm—this is my daughter, Kitty.

Steiner Charmed. More than charmed. (He refuses to let the hand go)

Bancroft And Eunice, my wife. This is Professor Steiner, my dear. You
know—my old school chum.

D’Arcy (not liking the way Steiner is hanging onto Kitty’s hand) And I'm
D’Arcy.

Mrs Bancroft The butler. Shut up, D’Arcy. Nobody wants to know who
you are.

Steiner finally releases Kitty’s hand

Steiner Ingeborg.

Ingeborg Zu befehl?

Steiner Bring unsere Gister was zu Trinken.
Ingeborg Jawohl, Herr Professor.

She crosses behind them and goes off UC, below the rostrum

Bancroft Look here, Konrad, don’t you think it’s a bit dangerous—letting
chaps like that roam around loose?

Steiner You need have no fear, Bancroft. Ramsey is qmte harmless.
Besides, if we locked up everybody around here who thought he was a
wolf, we should be bursting at the seams, It’s a local malady.

Mrs Bancroft Not only local, Professor. That idiot came from Barrow-in-
Furness—though God forbid anybody should. He was English.

Steiner (turning away from her L) Well . . . ’'m rather well-known for my
treatment of lycanthropy.

Minor chords from the piano as he ascends the steps to L

Admirers of mine sometimes send me patients from abroad.
D’Arcy (not liking him at all) Rather like a Christmas present, what?
Steiner (turning on him, the feeling mutual) Exactly like.

Ingeborg returns from C, carrying a small tray with three drinks on it. She
comes down C between Bancroft and Kitty and offers drinks, first to Mrs
Bancroft and Bancroft, and then to Kitty

But tell me, my dear Bancroft, your presence here is something of a
surprise. Where is the car I sent you? Were you not collected at the
rail-head?

Mrs Bancroft (sitting in the chair) Not us. We had to trudge for miles
through that blessed tree-filled forest.
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Steiner (in horror) You walked?
Minor chords. He and Ingeborg exchange looks

Mrs Bancroft It’s all right—D’Arcy carried the luggage.
Steiner Madam, it is extremely dangerous to walk alone in the forest. I
must warn you that it is the wolf season here.

Loud howling, off

Kitty (whispering) Is that one now?
Steiner No it’s just Ramsey eating his rabbit.

Maniacal laughter, off

Mrs Bancroft Not very homely, is it? How do you sleep nights?

Steiner (wandering to R of the chair) Oh, we manage. In fact, we find it
rather restful—don’t we, Ingeborg? (He turns to her)

Ingeborg (smiling hugely) Bestimmt, Herr Professor. (She turns and takes
the tray off)

Bancroft You always were a queer fish, Konrad. Hardly surprising you
took up this line of work, what ?

Steiner My dear Bancroft, I became a psychoanalyst because it was a
challenge—a far greater challenge than the banal complaints of the
flesh that fill your working day.

Bancroft Well, at least I treat my patients. At least, they get better.

Mrs Bancroft Some of them.

Bancroft You can’t show me that psychoanalysis has ever cured anybody
of anything.

Steiner Perhaps not. But a psychoanalyst is more than a mere doctor. ..
to work with madmen ... to be with them ...

Music underlays gently as he talks, crossing up the steps to the second level.
During the speech, Ingeborg returns and comes slowly to Mrs Bancroft,
listening '

Tolive their fantasies. . . to journey deep into the schizophrenic dungeons
of their minds . . . to taste their unnatural lusts and their hideous dreams
... One needs to be an artist . . . one needs to be a poet . . . for madness
is beautiful . . .

The music dies
Bancroft (a little embarrassed) Quite.

During the speech, the lighting has dimmed a little, and now the dark
figure of Otto appears in the archway UL, behind Steiner. He is a sinister
figure in black police uniform, and leather coat, pistol in a belted holster.
One hand is covered in a black glove, and carries the other. Kitty sees him
and screams. Steiner turns on him sharply

Ingeborg Donner und Blitze, Herr Professor! Sehen Sie mal!

Otto comes forward, pausing at the steps above Steiner
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Steiner Was machen Sie denn da? (To the others) Forgive me. Qur Chief
of Police sometimes thinks he can go wherever he pleases. I'm sure he
didn’t mean to startle you.

Otto comes down the steps to Steiner

Otto I was passing. The windows were open.
Steiner And the conversation was carrying. Quite. These are my guests I
told you about—the Bancrofts.

Otto steps down towards them, and Bancroft comes to meet him
Bancroft How do you do?

Bancroft holds out his hand. Otto clicks his heels and salutes with his black-
gloved hand. He seems to have a lot of trouble making it work

Otto May I enquire whether you have reported to my sergeant yet?

Bancroft Well, no, we’ve only just—

Otto All visitors must present their passports for inspection on arrival. It
is the law.

Bancroft I’'m sorry. I do beg your pardon. We’ll do it first thing in the
morning. Will that be satisfactory?

Otto No. But I will suffer it this once. (He turns to Steiner) Wo ist der
Baron?

Steiner Warum fragen Sie mich sowas ? Ich bin nicht fiir ihn verantwortlich.
Warum suchen Sie ihn nicht selbst?

Otto Das mache ich.

He turns and ascends the steps above Steiner, ready to leave the way he came
in. As he does so, however, he drops his black glove. He turns and looks down
at it. Kitty bends, picks it up, and hands it to him. He has to force his hand to
work to take it from her

Danke schon.
He strides out

Kitty What an extraordinary man ? What’s wrong with his hand ?

Steiner He lost it as a child. And now I really must belatedly play the host.
Ingeborg, show the ladies to their rooms. Bancroft, will you come with
me.

Myrs Bancroft rises. Bancroft follows Steiner up the steps

D’Arcy What about me?

Steiner Don’t worry. We’ll find something suitable for you.

D’Arcy I’'m not sleeping in a stables again. Those blasted horses kept me
awake last night.

Mrs Bancroft Stop complaining, D’Arcy. Just wait here and behave your-
self. Come along, Kitty.

Kitty In a moment, Mummy. I want to watch the sunset.

Mrs Bancroft All right, dear—so long as you’re not too late.
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By now, Steiner has led Bancroft up the left hand stairs L, and has turned
up the centre stairs, ready to cross and leave. Ingeborg is waiting to
take Mrs Bancroft out DR

Kitty Tell me, Professor, that little old church up on the mountainside . . .

Minor chords from the piano. Ingeborg turns and looks up at Steiner. He
pauses and looks sharply down at her

Steiner Yes?
Kitty Does anybody live up there now?
Steiner No. Nobody even goes there any more. It is deserted.

He goes out with Bancroft. Ingeborg and Mrs Bancroft go out. Kitty
moves to lean against the high rostrum, looking off through the arch. The
light is dying, the sky growing redder

D’Arcy Miss Bancroft . . .

Kitty (dreamily) Yes, D’Arcy?

D’Arcy Oh, Miss Bancroft . ..

Kitty (suddenly) It’s gone all red.

D’Arcy (startled) What has?

Kitty The sky. It’s quite beautiful.

D’Arcy Not half so beautiful as you, Miss Bancroft! You are more than
sunset to me—you are the sun itself!

Kitty (turning to him, dreamily) What was that again, D’Arcy? I'm so
sorry—I wasn’t listening.

D’Arcy Oh, Miss Bancroft, if only you knew how lucky I feel!

Kitty Why?

D’Arcy Because that other butler broke his leg, ski-ing with you in the
Alps.

Kitty It was his own fault. He should have got out of Mother’s way.

D’Arcy (turning to her) Yes, but I happened to be there! ... A penniless
vagabond .. . only too willing to take on the job at short notice . . . Tell
me, Miss Bancroft, does my pennilessness cause you concern ?

Kitty (turning and looking at him in surprise) Not in the slightest. Why
should it?

D’Arcy (going to her quickly and holding her hands) Oh Miss Bancroft,
you make me so happy!

Kitty (disengaging herself) Careful, D’Arcy. Remember where you are.
We don’t want to upset Mummy, do we now ? (She moves to the arch)

D’Arcy Then I’'m wasting my time?

Kitty (turning and smiling at him) 1 didn’t say that. Let’s just wait and see,
shall we?

She goes out. D’ Arcy moves quickly DC and speaks to the audience

D’Arcy Dare I tell her the truth? This penniless fagade discountenances
me at times. But no! I want her to love me for myself alone—not as the
rich Lord D’Arcy of Faversham! . .. And I won’t give up. No, I'm going
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to stick this thing out to the end! After all anything’s possible! All you
have to do is—

SONG: Make A Little Wish

D’Arcy Make a little wish
And maybe some day
There will come a dream
That turns out your way
All you got to do is suppose
That anything goes

Make a little wish

Whatever some say

Foolish though it seem

Just try it one day

All you got to do is propose
That anything goes

Luck’s got a purpose behind it
Fortune is more than a name

Luck is for those that can find it

No matter what the state of the-game

Make a little wish

And then believe it

Don’t you ever doubt

That you’ll achieve it

All you got to say is, Who knows?
Well, anything goes

(He dances time-steps through the next verse and middle eight)

Make a little wish

And maybe some day

There will come a dream
That turns out your way
All you got to do is suppose
That anything goes

Believe it

All you got to do is suppose
That anything goes

Mrs Bancroft (off) D’Arcy! Come here at once!
D’Arcy Yes, Mrs bloody Bancroft.

He grabs up cases, skis, skates quickly, and hurries off. Fade to BLACKOUT
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SCENE 3
Kitty’s Bedroom

During the BLACKOUT, a chiming clock is heard, and Kitty’s bed, with
Kitty in it, is trucked on swiftly and silently from UR onto the high UR
rostrum, as far L as possible, parallel with the audience, and her head to the
L. A gauze net is flown or drawn over the UR arch. Pale moonlight then
lights the area. The moon box is lit and visible through the gauze. Kitty turns
restlessly in bed, then quietens. Minor chords from the piano. The creak of an
opening door, and Ramsey creeps in from UR. He crosses quietly above the
bed, looking down at her. As he looks down at her another creak is heard and
he ducks down out of sight. Ingeborg creeps in, goes to the bed, crossing below
it, and gently draws the coverlet down, baring Kitty’s throat and shoulders.

She gives a nasty smile, then creeps out. Ramsey’s head appears above the
bed, then he rises, fumbles in his pocket. As he does so, another creak is heard
and he ducks down again. Steiner creeps in. He crosses below the bed, and
looks down at Kitty, a malignant smile on his face

Steiner (nodding to himself and whispering) Yes ... (He takes a stetho-
scope from his pocket and applies it to Kitty’s breast. He nods, smiles
and whispers again) Yes . . .

A faint, distant, wolf-howl is heard. Steiner crosses around the bed R, and
goes to the arch, peering through the gauze. He turns and looks back at
Kitty, smiling and whispering once more

Yes...

He turns to go off. As he does so, the invisible Ramsey sneezes. Steiner
pauses and looks back suspiciously. A brief pause, and then he goes R. A
further brief pause, and then Ramsey’s head appears, looking off after
Steiner. He rises, fumbles in his pocket, takes out the whistle and places
it gently under Kitty’s pillow. He then turns and creeps off UR. A faint wolf-
howl is heard and Kitty sits up suddenly in bed

Kitty What’s that? Who’s there? (She looks around) For a moment, I
thought there was somebody in my room. (She goes to settle down again,
and the whistle is heard to fall to the floor) What on earth . . . ? (She picks
it up) How did that get here? (She looks around once more, examines it
curiously, then experimentally gives it a little blow. The sound she makes
startles her at first, but then—warming to the idea—she begins playing it.
As she does so, build in ominous minor chords from the piano. A dark
figure slowly becomes visible through the gauze. Kitty sees it, gasps, and
stops playing) Who’s there? (Silence. She gets out of bed, and pulls on
a negligé which is thrown over the head of the bed) Who is it ?

Silence. Very cautiously, she goes slowly to the window, reaches out for
the gauze curtains, and then—suddenly—draws them open. Martin von
Heilmann takes a step forward and smiles at her, She recoils to the edge of
the rostrum with a little cry. Martin is dressed in a fur-lined coat, a fur hat
on his head. He has enormous continental charm, and immediately puts her
at her ease
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Martin Forgive me. I didn’t mean to startle you. I was walking outside
on the terrace, when I heard you playing.
Kitty On the terrace? . .. Playing?

Martin indicates the whistle she still has clutched in her hand. It embarrasses
her

Oh yes, this. I'm sorry, I don’t know why. (She crosses quickly to below
the bed) 1 don’t even know where it came from. (She puts it down on the
pillow of the bed)

Martin I thought it charming. I was intrigued. I stepped over the balus-
trade to listen. It seemed very natural at the time.

Kitty But ... but ... who are you?

Martin (clicking his heels and bowing) Martin von Heilmann at your
service, Miss Bancroft.

Kitty You know me?

Martin (moving a little into the room) Oh yes. I saw you arrive.

Kitty Then you’re from the village?

Martin In a manner of speaking.

Kitty (recovering her composure) Well, I don’t think you’d better let the
Professor find you here. He doesn’t strike me as the sort of man who’d
take kindly to trespassers.

Martin The reward is worth the risk.

Kitty Reward?

Martin Seeing you close to like this. You’re even more beautiful than I
thought.

Kitty (flustered, and patting her hair) Oh, do you think so? I’'m sure I
look a mess really. I don’t know why I got up. Something must have
woken me. '

Martin (turning and moving a little back to the arch) The wolves, 1 expect.
They come very close this time of the year.

Kitty Oh, how awful! (Ske kneels on the bed, facing him) And you’re out
there all on your own. Don’t they frighten you?

Martin (turning to her, amused) Frighten me? Why no, they don’t frighten
me. What an amusing idea.

Pause

Kitty It’s very dark, isn’t it?
Martin Yes, the clouds are covering the moon. It’s unfortunate.

‘Minor chords

Kitty Why?

Martin We can’t see one another properly. That’s unfortunate, don’t you
think ?

Pause
But forgive me, I'm keeping you up and you’re cold. I'll leave you.

He turns to go towards the arch. Kitty jumps off the bed, upstage, and meets
him
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Kitty WillI...willI... see you again?

Martin Possibly. In fact, certainly. Yes, I shall see you tomorrow evening—
down by the lake.

Kitty Tomorrow evening?

Martin Yes, the whole village will be there. Skating. It is a kind of festival.
You do skate, do you not?

Kitty Oh yes, of course I do.

Martin Then we shall meet again. (He takes her hand, bows his head,
clicks his heels) Auf wiederseh’n, Fraulein.

He goes off quickly through the arch, turning R

Kitty Goodnight!

Martin (off) Goodnight!

Kitty (turning to the front, quite thrilled with the encounter) Oh, how rip-
ping!

She flings off her negligé and jumps happily into bed. Fade quickly to
BLACKOUT

SCENE 4
The Lake

Immediately on the BLACKOUT, there is loud waltz music played on the
piano. The bed is trucked swiftly off, the small door UC folded back out of
sight, and a small rustic table and chair are set DL on the low rostrum, near
the step. Full, bright lighting reveals Steiner sitting at the table, dressed in
overcoat, with fur hat and mittens, sipping a stein. The lower level, R and
C is being used as the frozen surface of the lake, where D’ Arcy, Bancroft,
Mrs Bancroft, Lotty and Hans are skating. The skating is a simple mime on
the floor of the stage, and all wear slip-on silver overshoes to suggest the
skates. D’ Arcy skates alone— quite competently—hands behind back, a long
scarf around his neck. Bancroft is doing his best to support Mrs Bancroft,
who sprawls all over the place—both wrapped up well against the cold.
Hans and Lotty are two local villagers in colourful costume, who skate
together. The quicker the ‘cut’ from the last scene to this, the better.
Certainly the music and ad lib chatter should happen immediately, even if
we are still in a BLACKOUT. The music continues to underlay the dialogue
and skating, at a lower level

Mrs Bancroft Oh do be careful, Hugo! I could have been damaged!

Bancroft Not while I'm here to break your fall, my dear. (Calling to
D’Arcy) D’Arcy!

D’Arcy (skating closer) Did you call, sir?

Bancroft Yes. You’re better at this game than I am. Skate with your
mistress.

D’Arey (who is really waiting for Kitty to show up) Oh but sir, actually
I’'m—(indicates DR entrance)

s}
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Mrs Bancroft Stop quibbling, D’Arcy. There’s nothing to it. I’'m quite
proficient.

Mprs Bancroft throws her arms around D’ Arcy’s neck, and he supports her.
Bancroft skates L to be near Steiner, and sits on the step by him, his feet
still on the ‘ice’

Steiner (cynically) It will never cease to amaze me how easily you English
are amused.

Bancroft I wish I could say the same for the Germans. But you know,
Konrad, you’ve changed. You’re not the young man I remember.

Steiner And what young fellow was that?

Bancroft Why, the old chum who put a freshly-removed appendix into
the Dean’s boot—the wag who slipped a cadaver into Matron’s bath
water! ... (Shaking his head, reminiscing) Happy days! ... (More -
seriously) But now, you see, you’ve changed. You’ve become much more
serious.

Steiner That’s easily explained, Bancroft. I've grown up—a thing that
happens everywhere in the world except England, I think. I’'ve found
my life’s work. I think of nothing else. My work is unique.

Bancroft There are plenty of other psychoanalysts.

Steiner (with great meaning) Not like me. (Laughing oddly) Not like me.

The music swells, and the chatter builds on the ice

Mrs Bancroft Take my weight, D’Arcy!
D’Arcy I’ve got it, Mrs Bancroft. I'd just like to give it back if I can.

Kitty appears in DR entrance, dressed in short, fur-trimmed skirt, white
boots, white fur hat

Kitty Hallo, everybody!

D’Arcy Oh, there you are, Miss Bancroft. Do hurry up. It’s rather fun. I’ll
show you how.

Kitty I know how, thank you, D’Arcy.

She glides forward prettily and proceeds to skate rings round them. Hans
and Lotty are very impressed, and cry out delightedly. Otto appears UR on
the high rostrum, glaring down at them. At the sound of his voice, the happy
music ceases

Otto (shouting down) Vorsicht! Das Eis ist zu diinn—dort sollte man
nicht schlittschuhlaufen!

He crosses quickly down the steps. Hans and Lotty stop, and skate to sit on
the bench, their feet still on the ‘ice’. Kitty, D’ Arcy and Mrs Bancroft stop
and stare at him

Bancroft What’s he say?
Steiner He says the ice is too thin for skating. It’s nonsense, of course.

Otto comes down the second set of steps to Steiner’s L, still shouting at the
skaters
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Otto Ubrigens, Sie haben keine Erlaubnis bekommen!
Steiner And besides, they haven’t asked his permission.

Otto takes papers from his pocket and glares down at Bancroft

Otto Your papers are not in order.

Bancroft (startled) What?

Otto (indicating each one) The passport is made out in the name of Hugo
Matthew Bancroft, the visa is in the name of H. M. Bancroft, and your
travel documents are in the name of Doctor Bancroft. It is most irregular.

Bancroft (joking) You’re not going to put me in prison, are you?

Otto (no sense of humour) No. You are a guest of the Herr Professor’s.
But I warn you that your career of crime cannot continue indefinitely.

A sudden arpeggio on the piano and Martin runs on DR, leaps high in
the air, and lands in the middle of the skaters. Cries of delight from Hans
and Lotty who rise again

Martin (to Kiity) We meet again!

Kitty I thought you were never coming.

Martin A von Heilmann always keeps his word—especially to a pretty
lady. Permit me.

He skates with her. The music breaks out again. They perform splendidly
and acrobatically, Martin lifting and holding Kitty, each movement punctu-
ated with cries of approval from Hans and Lotty

D’Arcy (jealously trying to leave Mrs Bancroft) Excuse me, Mrs Bancroft,
Il just—

Mrs Bancroft Don’t let go of me, D’Arcy!

D’Arcy Don’t you think it’s time I gave your daughter a twirl ?

Mrs Bancroft Certainly not!

Bancroft (to Steiner) 1Isay, that chap’s rather good, isn’t he?

D’Arcy (overhearing, sourly) Show off. Anybody can do that.

Kitty and Martin come to the end of a difficult routine

Mrs Bancroft (calling to Martin) Young man, I'd really rather you didn’t
throw my daughter around like that, if you don’t mind.

Martin yodels, grinning at her, ignoring the command, skating with Kitty

(to Bancroft) Hugo! Say something!
Bancroft She won’t take any notice of me, my dear. I'm only her father.
Steiner (calling across to Martin) Martin, fass das Midchen nicht so an—
Thre Eltern machen sich Sorgen.

Martin laughs, ignoring him also, still dancing with Kitty

Otto (shouting) Tun Sie, was er Thnen sagt! Es ist gefahrlich. Das Eis ist
zu diinn!

Martin glares at him, stops dancing, jerks his head at Hans and Lotty. They
skate off, DR. Martin bounces on the ice, testing it. The music ceases. By now,
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D’Arcy and Mrs Bancroft are C, Mrs Bancroft L of D’ Arcy near Bancroft.
Kitty and Martin are RC, Kitty on Martin’s R

Mrs Bancroft I don’t know how one behaves in your neck of the woods,
young man, but where I come from, we are introduced before we break
one another’s arms and legs.

Kitty Mother! Martin was only skating with me—(holding onto his arm
adoringly) and rather splendidly too.

D’Arcy (sourly) I’ve seen better.

Mrs Bancroft Martin? (Glaring at Kitty suspiciously) How do you know
his Christian name ? You’ve only just met.

Kitty looks uncomfortably up at Martin

Have you been slipping away while my back’s been turned ?
Kitty No, Mother.
Mrs Bancroft (turning angrily to Bancroft) Hugo, say something!

Bancroft opens his mouth and lifts a finger, but Mrs Bancroft swings back on
Kitty and ploughs on

Kitty, you’re a complete disgrace to us sometimes! (She swings on
Bancroft) Hugo, say something to her!

Bancroft (lifting a finger) Now, Kitty—

Mrs Bancroft (ignoring him, to Kitty) That incident in Vienna was bad
enough! (She swings on Bancroft) Hugo, for goodness sake, are you just

going to sit there? You never speak harshly to the child!

Bancroft Shan’t tell you again, K—

Mrs Bancroft (ignoring him, to Kitty) Kitty, there are things we do,
and there are things we do not. I thought you knew that. (She swings
on Bancroft) For heaven’s sake, Hugo, will you say something! Behave
like a father for once!

Bancroft I certainly shall, my dear. (Pause) What do you want me to say?

Martin (apologetically) I'm afraid it’s all my fault, Mrs Bancroft. You see,
I bumped into your daughter last night—on the terrace outside her
room.

Mrs Bancroft Then you were trespassing. (To Otto, indicating Martin)
Arrest this man!

Kitty (despairingly) Oh Martin, you needn’t have said anything. I wouldn’t
have told.

D’Arcy (angrily) Now look here—(He takes a pace forward, and slips on
the ice. He crawls to his feet during the following)

Mrs Bancroft (fo Otto) Well, Inspector? He’s admitted accosting my
daughter on private property. Isn’t that a crime in this godforsaken
country ?

Otto Not when the person concerned owns the property, Madam.

Mrs Bancroft (startled) What?

Steiner I’'m afraid he’s right, Mrs Bancroft. Martin owns not only the
castle, the village and the surrounding woods, but also the very lake on
which you have just now been skating. You are the trespassers, not he.
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