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PUT SOME CLOTHES ON, CLARISSE!

First performed at the Duchess Theatre, London on 21st June
1989 with the following cast:

Victor Raymond Martin
Ventroux James Bree
Clarisse Ventroux Pia Henderson
Hochepaix Jim McManus
Romain de Jaival Nigel Williams

Designed and directed by Reginald Woolley.

The action takes place in the Paris apartment of M. and Mme
Ventroux, one hot July afternoon

Period—1911



CHARACTERS

Victor, the butler

Ventroux, a minor politician in his mid-forties
Clarisse Ventroux, his wife

Hochepaix, a provincial mayor

Romain de Jaival, a journalist
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The Ventroux apartment: a typical bourgeois French establishment
in Paris

Double doors C open onto the vestibule where one can see the front
door which opens onto a landing. UR is a door facing audience which
opens onto a corridor and Clarisse’s room. DR is the door to
Ventroux’s study. L is a large window with curtains and a blind.
Heavy furniture. There is a round table with several chairs, a chaise
longue or sofa, a small table with used coffee cups and a tray upon it.
Other furniture dotted about. Pictures and ornaments

It is a bright, stiflingly hot Parisian summer’s day. We hear the
sound of flies and, in particular, a wasp. As the CURTAIN rises
Victor, the servant, is on a step ladder trying to adjust the blind. The
ladder is precarious and Victor is being plagued by the insects. We
hear the voice of Ventroux and, a little further off, the voices of
Clarisse and Young Ventroux

Ventroux (off ) What? What did you say, Clarisse?

Clarisse (off) It’s far too hot to argue about it.

Ventroux (off) You’ll have to speak up, dear.

Clarisse (off) 1 said it’s far too hot to argue!

Ventroux (off) Yes dear, well don’t forget as soon as this session
of parliament is over we’re off to Deauville.

Young Ventroux (off) Hooray, Deauville!

Clarisse (off) Auguste! You naughty boy! Leave that alone! And
hand me my nightdress.

Ventroux (off) Clarisse! Are you out of your mind?

Clarisse (off) Eh?

Ventroux (off) You can’t ... in front of your son.

Clarisse (off) Can’t what in front of my son?

Ventroux (off) Can’t ... wear nothing at all.

Young Ventroux (off) I don’t mind.

Ventroux (off) You be quiet. Anyway, what are you doing in your
mother’s room? Run along at once!
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Young Ventroux (off) Yes, papa.
Victor (to audience) Poor little chap. He’s got to learn some time.

We hear the sound of a single wasp. Victor gets very agitated as it
seems to come nearer. he beats it off. Then the wasp seems to go up
his trouser leg. Victor goes into terrible convulsions on the step
ladder trying to get rid of it

At this point Ventroux comes out of the door DR and shuts it
behind him. He is a fussy self-important politician in his mid-
Sforties

Ventroux Disgraceful. Absolutely disgraceful. No sense of — (He
sees Victor) What are you doing up there?

Victor has now killed the wasp

Victor Fixing the blind, sir.

Ventroux Have you been there all the time?

Victor All what time, sir?

Ventroux Iknow what you’ve been doing. You servants are all the
same. You’ve been listening at the keyhole.

Victor (indignantly) 1 have not been listening at the keyhole. I was
listening at the window.

Ventroux Go away. I need to be alone.

Victor Very good, monsieur. (He starts to get down off his step
ladder leaving the blind open) But what about the blind?

Ventroux I couldn’t care less about the blind. And take your step
ladder with you.

Victor Right you are, monsieur.

Victor exits with the step ladder c
Ventroux shuts the door behind him

Ventroux Servants! What a day! (He sits down at a table and mops
his brow)

Clarisse enters from Us. She is younger than Ventroux and is
wearing her nightdress, but also her hat and some shoes. She
comes to her husband

Clarisse What’s the matter, dear? (She adopts baby language) Is
my baby being a cross patch?
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Ventroux Oh, don’t talk in that ridiculous way. (He turns rqun_d
and sees her) Good God, woman! What are you doing walking
around the sitting room in your nightdress? And a hat on your
head! -

Clarisse I'll take the hat off if you like. Now tell me what’s the
matter.

Ventroux Oh, never mind the hat! Don’t you have any sense of
responsibility?

Clarisse Eh?

Ventroux Do you think it’s right and proper for the wife of a
prominent politician to take off her nightdress in front of her
own son.

Clarisse I wasn’t taking it off, I was putting it on.

Ventroux Auguste is at a very impressionable age.

Clarisse He’s only twelve.

Ventroux Thirteen.

Clarisse Twelve.

Ventroux Thirteen. His birthday was three days ago.

Clarisse Three days! What’s three days? He’s still twelve as far as
I’'m concerned.

Ventroux Not only do you have no sense of shame, you also have
no sense of time. I can’t understand this mania for wandering
about with nothing on.

Clarisse Nothing on! (She indicates her nightdress) I'm wearing
this, aren’t I?

Ventroux That’s even worse. It’s like looking at someone through
tracing paper!

Clarisse Tracing paper! I suppose you want me to have night-
dresses made out of calico.

Ventroux Calico? Who said anything about calico? Did I mention
calico?

Clarisse Everyone wears this kind nowadays.

Ventroux (going to the window and gesturing out, with heavy
sarcasm) Yes, look at them all. Wandering about in their
négligés all day!

Clarisse What would people say if I didn’t wear the proper things
in bed?

Ventroux Are you proposing to show them?

Clarisse What are you saying? Are you suggesting that I show
myself to people in bed?
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Ventroux No! No! I'm not accusing you of anything. I am not
asking you to wear calico, my dear, I am merely asking you not
to undress in front of my son.

Clarisse I told you, I wasn’t undressing, I was dressing.

Ventroux Putting on your nightdress at four in the afternoon?

Clarisse It was to relax you. You’ve had a hard day in the
Chamber of Deputies. And look at the weather. Stifling! It’s all
your fault for staying in Paris in this weather. Do you have to
stay to the end of the session? Can’t the Chamber of Deputies do
without you?

Ventroux Suppose every member took that attitude? The
Chamber would have to close.

Clarisse Good thing too. It’s always much more peaceful when
there’s a recess.

Ventroux My dear girl, I'm not in politics to make things more
peaceful. We're getting off the subject. I must ask you to put
some clothes on, Clarisse!,

Clarisse Isuppose the weather is my fault. I suppose the fact that I
perspire and have to change my nightdress is my fault. Every-
thing’s an excuse for you to get at me.

Ventroux I am not getting at you for wearing a nightdress; I am
getting at you for wandering about in one that you can see
through in front of your son in your room ...

Clarisse Well, where do you expect me to get dressed? The
kitchen? In front of the servants? If you didn’t like what I was
wearing you could have left the room. I never asked you to stay.

Ventroux Impeccable logic, as usual.

Clarisse I never wanted you to see me in the nude.

Ventroux But I’'m your husband!

Clarisse So? Auguste is my son.

Ventroux We're the same to you, are we?

Clarisse At the moment, yes. And you can’t say that’s my fault.

Ventroux Clarisse! Sssh!

Clarisse You’re a stranger to me. Our marriage is just a formality.
When I married you—I can’t think why——

Ventroux Thank you very much.

Clarisse I hardly knew you, then—bang!--just because we’d said
“Yes” in front of a fat official with a tricolour round his tummy
you were allowed to see me in the nude. That’s what I call
indecent!
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Ventroux Oh, really!

Clarisse And then you make a fuss about my son—he’s my flesh
and blood, why shouldn’t he see some of it?

Ventroux But there comes a time when he should, well——

Clarisse I’'m not denying it, but when?

Ventroux When?

Clarisse Name the day, the hour ...

Ventroux How can I possibly do that? You can’t say precisely——

Clarisse Oh no? You’re the man. You’re supposed to have all the
answers. You mean to say you can’t tell me?

Ventroux I am merely asking you to shut your door when you get
dressed, if you get dressed. Think of the servants.

Clarisse They don’t come in without knocking.

Ventroux They don’t have to come in to see you. Nor does anyone
else. Heavens above, you sometimes don’t even draw the
curtains!

Clarisse When was that?

Ventroux Yesterday.

Clarisse Oh. Yesterday.

Ventroux You think that as long as you don’t look out, nobody
will look in. You’re like an ostrich—without the feathers!

Clarisse Who could possibly look through a third floor window?

Ventroux Who! Are you not aware that the President of our
beloved Republic lives directly opposite?

Clarisse Well, he’s seen a naked woman before, hasn’t he? In fact,
if what I'm told is true——

Ventroux Clarisse! The President may have seen other naked
women—we won’t go into that—but I don’t want him to see
you, that’s all.

Clarisse I don’t see how it can do you any harm.

Ventroux It so happens that they may be about to offer me the
Ministry of Marine.

Clarisse The Ministry of Marine! But you can’t even swim!

Ventroux What’s that got to do with it? You don’t need to swim to
run a government department.

Clarisse Well, you have to keep your head above water at least.

Ventroux You do realise that my career is in the balance and that
one of your indiscretions could ruin it for ever. Can you
honestly see a minister’s wife wandering about the place in a
nightdress?
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Clarisse I don’t know. I’'ve never met a minister’s wife.

Ventroux Don’t you see? From minister, I could aspire to the
Presidency itself. I would have to receive Kings and Queens.
You can’t go around receiving them in your nightdress.

Clarisse Oh, no. I wouldn’t do that.

Ventroux I am relieved to hear it.

Clarisse I'd put on a dressing gown first.

Ventroux A dressing gown! Give me strength!

Clarisse I'd put on anything you like.

Ventroux You have no idea, do you, about what is correct?

Clarisse What do you mean?

Ventroux Never mind. (Patronizingly) Don’t worry your pretty
little head about it.

Clarisse When have I ever been incorrect? Give me one example.

Ventroux I'm spoilt for choice, my angel. You remember yester-
day when Deschanel came to see me?

Clarisse Well?

Ventroux He hadn’t been here five minutes. I introduced you, and
you could think of nothing better to say than: “That’s interest-
ing material your trousers are made of. What kind of stuff is
that?” Then you start fondling his thighs! (Unconsciously he
suits the action to the word with her thigh)

Clarisse (drawing away) 1 was not fondling his thighs, I was feeling
his material!

Ventroux Well, you can’t feel one without fondling the other.

Clarisse What do you expect me to do? I couldn’t ask him to take
his trousers off. We’d only just been introduced.

Ventroux (with wild gestures of exasperation) Ye gods! Couldn’t
you just keep your hands off him? He was my friend; he’d come
to discuss the latest political crisis, and you start babbling about
trousers.

Clarisse I can’t do anything right, can I?

Ventroux No, you can’t!

Clarisse If it comes to that what about you and Mademoiselle
Dieumamour?

Ventroux Who? What about her?

Clarisse At the picnic, when you were kissing the nape of her
neck.

Ventroux I was not kissing it, I was sucking it.

Clarisse How disgusting!
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