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The Dead Don't Care
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in Three Acts

1943




PERSCNS 1

Professor James Van Loyden (Age sbout 65)
Alice McUlster, e Medium (age sbout 40)
Kedornath, a Teacher of Yoge Gymnestics (ege about 45; bearded end exotic)
Merceline Mertock, the widow of e Ozech violinist (age 23; melencholy,
passionate, attrective)
Prince Igor Frolevsko, from S5t. Petersburg (ege sbout 45; gifted with
a velvety bass)
Princess Anna, his Wife ( asge about 50; geudy, jolly, and corrupt)
Peter Brack, a Novelist, from London (age sbout 35; tell and lean,

wears thick or Eluusg
Fifi Larue, an Aesthete, from Paris (ageless; freakish, dwarfish; speaks

in a high falsetto)
Mrs. Potter, a Widow, from the Middle West (eage ebout 4%5; moves in &
wheeled chair)
Ted & Toy, the Twin Bhildren of an Industrialist (sge 20; frail, ansemic,
precious)
Mr. Brown, from the FBI (ege about %50; pink complexion; jovial and
intelligent )
Two Policemen
Three Chinese Girle end one Negro Boy

Johmny




TIME 1 194%

PLACE s Professor Van Loyden's home, called "Villa Pacific'==an
isolated house on the beach in Southern Califormia.

The three acts take plece in e spacious living room situeted
on the seme level wigh the gerden. There are two visible

doors=-one, to the right, leading to the lobby, &and a broed
glass door, to the left. (Right end left from the sudience. )
The gleee door cen be covered with a dark curtain of heavy
stuff. When open, one has the view of a Californien gerden
with the sea in the background.

The room is comfortebly but not teo sungtuoully fum ished
with armchairs, several tables, & pianoforte, a phonograph,
and so forth. The most comspicuous feature is a kind of
altar in the middle of the background=-the white merble
bust of o pensive=]looking, heautiful young women on a
pedestal adorned with flowers and cendles. The pedestel
beers the inseription JULIA in prominent gold letters.




ACT ONEB

Night. The gless door at the lef't is covered.
The scene lies in en eerie twilight when the curtein rises. The only

illuminated spot is the altar in the background, where several candles
burn on the pedestal of the marble bust.

There is also one cendle in front of Mise Alice MeUlster, who is seated
in the middle of the room, in a large, throne=like cheir somewhat re-
moved from the rest of the party, which forms an informal semiecirecle
around her.

Next to Alice sits Professor Van Loyden; a little more distant, Peter

Breck, Fifi Lerue, krs. Potter (in her wheeled chair), Prince Igor
Frolevsko, Ted & Toy ( sitting hend in hend on & little bench),

Princess Anns Frolevsko ( as remote es possible from her husbend),
end, in the most distent corner, liarceline ‘artock. Xadornath, in his
spectacular outfit, is the only one who stands = leaning ageinst the

wall, motionless, his arms crossed over hie chest.

Alices (very erect and well-composed in her portly cheir, with closed
eyes in e pale, rigid face; she chatters with a kind of forced non=
chelence like a2 mester-of-ceremonies or radio sannouncer, who hes to keep
talking at any price lhiio the artist he introduces still delays his
overdus appeerance. Her voice sounds strangly mechanical and tinny

es she pratess) Just take it easy, friends! Just relaxli——that's all

I request you to do. Relax completely. Don't wetch me. Don't be impatient.
Your dear ones on the other side may heve cogent reasons to postpone their

coming. They'll show up, all rizht. Eventuelly. Sooner or later. Don't

urge them. Just relax. The blenker your minds, the bstter. Why don't you close
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your eyes as I do. You'll find it so much easier to relex when your

eyes are closed... Just take it easy...Close your eyes...That'es it...
thanks. Now your vibrastions are less irritating...except...there is one

sitter whose vibrations seem still rather fidgety...krs. Potter, why
don't you relex like the others? Why don't you close your eyes? Plsase,
my dear Mrs. Potterl

Mrs. Potters (whispers, rather aghast:) How do you lmow that my eyes are
open! Yours are closed. You can't see.

Alices Wever mind, krs. Potter...just relex... I wonder why our dear
spirits are so strangely reluctant tonight. Very puzzling indeed. Even
my little spirit guide seems to hesitate...Ususlly he coms tarough in
glmost no time...It's probebly becsuse we have a new sitter among us.

That's whet ceuses the delay, more than likely. Yes.
Mrs. Potter i1(whispers to her neighbour:) She means me, doesn't she?

Alices Never mind, my dear Mre. Potter. Keep your eyes closed. It won't
teke long anymore. Another minute, or two, end I'll see the light. The
good 1ight...Yes. More then likely. Relax. There ere red lights and green
lights. lMore then likely. Green... (With e sudden sart, as if touched by
somethings ) Yes...Hello,Patsy dear...Yes...Hello...What do you say?

I can't get you, dear...yes...the commmication is umusually poor
tonight...We have a ngev guest here, yes...Mrs. Potter from Keleamazoo...
Now, don't fly off, dear! I meant to esk you a favour. You know already
whet I want to ask? So you met Mr. Potter? Naturally...Yes... (She
produces an sbrupt, silvery giggle, es if tickled. Threatening the in-
visible spirit with her lifted index-—all benter and hilargtys ) Ch Patsyl

Whet e devil you erel! How naughty! Oh, deer mel (She laughe heartily.)
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Mrs. Potter s Whet's the mtter? Whet are you leughing sbout? Did my
Ferdinend make one of his dirty cracke?

Alice: No, no, he doesn't meke any cracks, quite the contrary. My friend
on the other side just told me that your late husbend keeps hiding since
the moment he received your csell.

Mrs. Potters That a foolish thing to dol Poor Ferdinend! Probadly thinks
I'd scold him because of the aceidemt. Of course, it wes all his fault:

he is such & poor driver, you know-—how often heve I warned hin not to

go too fast! If he hed followed me, our new Buik wouldn't be in pisces
now, and my poor leg wouldn't be brokenm, and my poor Ferdinand wouldn't

be deed., So, in e sense, he really ought to have & bad conscience. Flesse,
Miss MoUlster, would you mind telling him on my behelf.....

Alices (silences her with a rather imperisl gesture:) Hush, Mrs. Potterl
There ere other voices...new vibrations...very puzzling, very wonderful...
An unknown guest...He is eager to communicate with somebody in this room...
If only I could see his features more distinctlyl The contours of his
figure ere blurred...floeting...watery...Yes, he must heve to do with
water...There are waves around him...a wrecked ship, tossed about like

& nutshell...Is there enyone in this room whose deer one has passed ober
by being drowned in the ocean? :

Marcelines (pale end trembling, iith widened eyess) Edward...are you heret....
Alices (remeins for some seconds silent and motionless, es if 11 stening
to her inner volces; then, with a bjend smile, very gentlys) Yes, he is
here, Merceline...It's your dear one, no doubt...He blesses you...yes...

He seys he is very glad to f£ind you in & good state of heelth...Yes...

Marcelines (extremely mgiteteds) Why can you see him—not I? Ask him to
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materielize, Miss McUlster! Just for & minutel Just oncel Why doesn't
he sppear? Why doesn't he talk to me?

Alices Come, come, iercelinel...calm downl Your dear one seems rather
grieved by your impetience...He shakes his heasd...he pales...There you
are! He is gon®...

Marcelines (utters e short, half-suppressed scream; then sits down end
covers her fece with her hande.)

Alices Don't cry now, Merceline! He'll come back-—if only we are patient...
Just petient...Nice end celm end patient...

Mrs. Potters Whet about Ferdinand? Still hiding? What a cowardl

Alices (emiling, listening:) Oh yes...hellol...How nicel...Reslly? Well,
thet is e surprise...As you say it, Mies Prixler...

Ted & Toys (starting simultanecusly at the sound of the nemes ) Prixlerl
Isn't that all too gorgeous? Our Prixler comes through egain...

Alice: She wants to telk directly to you, Twins...Why don't you help
yourself, deer Mise Prixler? Your little trumpet is here...right here
to your left, on the table...

Teds (breathless with expectations) A direct voice communicetion...
Toys She must have e message for us——something very important...

(The little trumpet, pleced on & smell, round teble next to Alice,
has been inconspicuous up to now. At this point, however, its wide
end begine to glow-—emsnating & pale, greenish glimmer. At the same
time the instrument seems lifted and moved, es it were, by invisible
hends.)

Alices (es the shining trumpet moves slowly through the rooms) That's
right, dearest Prixler...just talk to them...go shead!l... (The trumpet,
meanwhile, seems to have lost ite sense of directions it zigzegs help-

lessly over the heads of the sitters.)




Professor Ven Loydeni (wetching the hovering trumpet with passionate
interest: ) This is emazingl A spirit going estray...blinded by our glering,

earthly light, I suppose...
Peter Bracks Most extrasordinaryl The zigzegs it performs follow & certain

pattern. Don't you notice it, James?

Professors A pentagram, I thinke..

Fifi Larues Pauvre petit esprit... (The trumpet descends for one moment
to the level of his head and touches his ear. He screame, in his highest
felsettos) Ahl Vous me chetouillezl You're tickling me, deer spiritl

(The trumpet continues its uncertain flight.)

Ted & Toys (try to lure the trumpet with soft, eilvery exclemations)

Hey! Prixler dear! Here we arel Oan't you see us?...No, that's the

wrong direction...

Princess Annss (sround whose head the trumpet is now revolvings) I

should say it sl My Lord, I hope it won't get entangled in my hairaes
Alices I am sure cur deer spirit guest would eppreciate a little more
gilence and concentration.

A reucous Voices (speeking through the trumpets) That's right.

Lerues (with another yells) Mon Dieu...

Vrs. Potter end Princess Anne 3 (soream simulteneously.)

The Voice in the Trumpets Shut up, ell of you. I want to talk to the Twins.
Toys (whisperss) How harsh her voice sounds! She seens in e dreadful humours..
The Volces Do you think I cen't hear you?

Teds Have you caught & cold in your head, dear Prixler? Your voice is
terribly hoarse...

The Voices It just sounds that way, through the trumpet. In reality, I am

a8 swest end gentle as I've alweys been.
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Ted & Toys Sweet Prixler! Gentle Prixler! What is your message, dear?

The Voices It comcerns our art. I heve chenged my mind as regerds Sure
reelism. My new teacher--a mester spirit from the seventh plene=-die-
approves very definitely of the Surrealist style. He wants you to return
to plain neturalism=-odd ss it may sound.

Teds Plein neturelism? That's certainly odd enough...

Toys It seems almost incredible. After ell, it's from you that we learned
how to be Surrealists...

Teds You led our hends, sweet Prixler——or didan't youft

The Voices I did. But I misled you. Surrealism is a fallacy, says my
mester spirit. Realism is more mysterious. Try to be realisticl Paint
real flowersl real faces! real machines!

Teds Mechines? I might es well stayed howe if I weanted to design wheels
and screws and propellers.

The Voices (more distent, ss if withdrewing:) You've heerd me, Twins.
Wheels end screws and propellers... (The trumpet, with its light gone
out, falls down to the floor.)

Ted & Toys (flabbergesteds) Goshl...

Alices Thenk you, dear kiss Frixler.

Teds Hes she venished?

Alices Completely. Here is lLindeme Pompadour.

Lerues (jubilatess) Je suis ravi. Tell her that, Alicel Tell her how
enchented I am to have her with me agein.

Aliwey (smiling, listening, always with closed eyess) She blesses you.
Bhe looke lovelyes..lizis oui, lledeme...Certeinement...entendu...S5he wonders
if your costume arrived, Monsieur.

Larues My rococo outfit? En effet, it arrived & few hours ego. Dites lMadame

de ma pert, thet it cem too late for tonight's séance; the jacket has to
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be pressed , the silk is all crumpled——je regrette vivement...
Alices Excuse me for inmterrupting you, Momsieur Larue; but Madame Pompedour
is gome; in pleve of her, there ere two very cute little dogs.
Princess Annsi Che=Cho end Chi-Chil my darlings! Let them talk to me, Miss

McUlster! I am sure they have plenty of things to say...
( Two luminous trumpets rise from the little table and produce a

barking duet es they fly through the room, streight to Prinocess
Anns. One of the trumpets barks in & high-yelping voice, while
the other heaes a deeper, more sonorous orgen.)
Princese Anna: (as the twe bderking trumpets gyrate eround her heeds)
Welcoms, my darlings! welcomel It's grend to heer your besutiful songs
egain., Do you recognize Chi=-Chi's fine soprano, Igor my friend? And
Cho=Cho's expressive baritone?! Isn't wonderful tc heve them eround once more?
Prince Igor: (mmbles something unintelligible.)
Princess Amnes (almost weeping with joys) Oh, my friend...my friend...I am
80 heppye..80 heppy...Do you remember how cute end cheerful they were, the
dny we left Petersburg?! They were elreedy in the sleigh--nice and warm
in my lep. But then, st the very last moment, that beastly Bolshevist
discovered them end sneered at me, 'The dogs stey here, you cepitelistic
swine, They'll come hendy for luncheon tomorrow...! (Her voice is choked
up with tears, while the barking duet dies graduslly away in a soft,
melodious weil.)
Mrs. Potter: (imbi't..t.urcfh) Even the dogs come through; only Ferdinend
doesn't. Curious——isn't it?
Alices (1listening to her imner voices:) Hello...Yes?...I cen't hear you...
Is this Potter speaking?! Mr. Ferdinemd Potier from Kalamezoo?...Is your
husband stout end short, Mrs. Potter? I am in contact with e fat little

mén...no heir, chubby fece, rather engry-looking...It must be your dear one...




He says he ie all right where he is...Yes...he blesses you...

Mrs. Potter:s Tell him that the insurance compeny is going to pey me

§ 2%5.000s that will make him feel better. And tell him that I have
forgiven him for his lousy driving and also for...well, he knows what

I mean.

Alicei Hello...please...Where are you, Mr. Potter?...Too bads we're
disconnected.

Mrs. Potters That's just like himl Now he won't hear the news I was on the
point of breaking.

Alices It isn't his feult, though, this time. A stromger ghost interfered.
Who 1s it?! Who is herel

Professor: It's Julie=—don't you recognize her vibrations?! I lmew she
would come through tonight.

Alices Why, of course...nsturally...yes...this is lkirs. Van Loyden...How
stupid of me, not to have identified her at firstl....Or does she really
look somehow strange?....What is wrong with you, Mrs. Van Loyden?
Professors (with great enxietys) Is she sick? Anything unpleasant happened?
Alices Nothing of the kind, she says...Yes...I see...You don't need worry,
Professor. Mrs. Ven Loyden feels fine...better then ever...yes...
Professors Why didn't she come, the day before yesterday? I wes waiting
for her the whole morning. She hed promised soms sdditional informetion
for the seventeenth chapter. It should be ready by nowj but how can I go
on without her? Tell her how utterly helpless I am as socn as I lose her
support.

Alices(drylys) She knows that.

Professor:s Does she know how infinitely I love hert?

Alices (efter e moment of listenings) Yes, Mrs. Ven Loyden says she's aware

of that too.




Professort Ask her whether she still is fond of me.

Alices (listens; thens) Yes...I see...Of course...

Professors (avidlys) Whet is she saying?

Alices Mrs. Ven Loyden seys that she loves you...yes...and thet she will
always love you...She wants me to underline the word "elweys"...She will
alwvays love you...yes...no matter whet may heppen to her.

Professor: (deeply moveds ) Thank you, Julie, thenk you. But whet ie it
that might happen to you, dearest? What are you hinting at? Are you going
to be transferred to a higher plane?! Are any cosmic changes in the meking?
Tell me, Julial I have & right to kmowl

Alices (listening very intentlys) Yes...yes, indeed, Mrs. Ven Loyden...
Is thet so%...Well,well.... (To the Professor:) Mrs. Ven Loyden seys
thet she might be compelled t0....

Kedorneth: (interrupts the spsaker by clearing his throat--discreetly
but with & certein emphasis. He remeins motionless while doing so, with
his eyes fixed on Alice.)

Alices ...."hat do you try to say, deer spirit? You might be compelled
t0+..what?...How odd! Mrs. Van Loyden suddenly changes the subject of
conversation....Now she talks sbout your book, Professor..... (To the
spirits) But that is perfectly all right, krs. Ven Loyden.... I'm sure

he'll understend... (To the Professor:) Your wife spologizes for her
failure to come through, the day before yesterday. She wes just en route

to Indie, at the tims, to gather mterial for the eighteenth chapter...
Yes, I see, Madam....neturally...with the greatest pleasure...That
sounds like a fine ides... ‘
Professors (gasping with suepences: ) What is it, McUlster? Whet is she
telling you?

Alices The eighteenth chapter should deel exclusively with current politics,
¥rs. Ven Loyden sggests. She wants me to sit for dictetion, tomorrow at




three PM...

Professors Now, listen, Julial Weit e moment! Do you really want me to
upset the scheme we agreed upon? The 18th chapter, as you will remember,
was to be devoted to the questions of Time and Space.

Alices There are more urgent things to discuss, at this point~—lrs. Ven
Loyden seys...Yes...she is grestly disturbed by the present world situstion...
Indie suffers, she says...the land of primeval wisdom, withering under the
yoke of British Imperielism...yes...indeed...The war against the Axis is

& ghastly mistake...yes...I can hear you...The principle of non=violence
es teught by Mshatme Gendhi, the Great=Souled One, God bless him...If Hitler
is & scourge of God--lrs. Van Loyden says--we heve to take the lashing...
yes...How truel....¥e ocught to be much more humble....yes...We ere not
humble encugh....

Peter Bracki (whisperss) liost extraordinary, isn't it?

Alices (listenings) ...It behooves sll of us in this community to ery out
our protest againet the present sleughter--this futile, berbaric war...
Yes...Our govermments should be prodded to negotiete peace, better today
then tomorrow--whatever the conditioms...

Mre. PottersAs I used to sey to Ferdinend...

Professors But ell this is the thems of the Introduction snd of the
eoneluding shapter.

Alices lMrs. Ven Loyden feels the political éngle should be more emphasized,
throughout the whole composition. It is powe-she says——thet the Cosmos

of Tomorrow is being molded, so far as our 1ittle reslm—the realm of mam—
is concerned...Yes...This is indeed a striking formls...The eighteenth
chapter will be called, "Against Wers Por the Inner Mahl"

Ted & Toys Hovw lovelyl
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Prince Igors (in his deep, velvety bess: ) How profoundl

Alices Our dear temcher regrets thet she has to retire now...les...iadam,
I am looking forward to tomorrow's dictetion...She blesses all of you...
especielly Kedometh...She kept thinking of you, Mester, when she tourred
your homelend, paim-stricken Indis...

Kedometh: (bows solemmly.)

Alices She wishes you the best of luck, Prince Igor, for the progress of
your expedition.

Prince Igors Does she deem this night propitious for a telepathic trip to
Greenlend?

Alices Most propitious indeed...She wants me to kiss Professor Ven Loyden,en
her behalf,...yed..s

Professors How mich like her that is! How thoughtful end poeticl

Alices Any other cuestions? Any messages for deer ones over there?
Marcelines (getting up from her chair, like a pupil telking to his
teacher. In a dry little voice, but with obstinate determination: ) I want
to see my husbend. I went Edward to materialize.

Alices Well, my dear child, I em efraid...

Mercelines If Mrs. Ven Loyden's ghost is es friendly and powerful as you
say, why shouldn't she help my hulh;nd to become visible?

Professors (whispers something to Alice.)

Alice 3 ('lf't-.l' having listensd, first to the Professor, then to her inner
voicet) ..eyes...all right...if you think so, ledam...I may go into trence...
Music might be helpful? The Bohemian Melody, played by Edward Martoek...
Yes, we have the record...

yarcel ines (with an outerys ) Not the Bohemien Melody! Pleasel
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Alices Sorry; Mrs. Ven Loyden insists on this perticuler tune. It may
atiract your husbends thet's whet she seys...Yes...and she wants complete
darkness.
Professors (tiptoes through the room end extinguishes all the lights,
except for one candle in front of the merble bust. Then he tums on the
phonograph. A Slavic melody can be heard-=-gent]e and melancholy, executed
by & violin with piano sccompaniment.)
(The darknmees is now slmost complete. One can just discern the
silhouette of Alice MeUlster--writhing in her chair as in throes.
Her respiration becomes more end more spasmodic; she gesps and
groans; the upper part of her body sways to and fro, according to
the rhythm of the recorded music. This mecabre perfomence is
suddenly interrupted by & penetrating seream--coming fromi)

Marcelines (jumping up from her cheir; covering her ears with her

hendss ) Stop 4t!! Stop the musicl I cen't stend it...it's driving me
med...5top it, plesse...please... (Her voice dies away in e whimper
as she mkes a few steps.)
(Several members of the party get up; there is en uproer of confused
exclamations and suggestionss "Poor child!" - "Stop the musicl" =
"One ought to turn on the light..." = "A glase of water..." etc.
Professort (has msanwhile stopped the phomogreph. Now he turns on the
electric light, which fills the room with a sulden, merciless brightness.)
Marcelines (is stumbling towerds the right door. Before she hes reached
it, she totters, on the point of feinting.)
Princess Annai (rushes to her support. She props Marceline; elmost carries

her to the door, while trying to celm heri)Now, now...peuvre enfant...
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coms comel... Don't ory now, teke it emsy...C'est pa... that's bstter...
thet's my good girl... Now I teke you upstairs and meke you swallow "une
fine"s that's a brandy, you know—— & nice, old one, "Napoldon, 1860."
Mercelines (econvulsed with weeping, shaking end whimpering, she mekes

a tremendous effort to pull herself togethers) Thank you, Medeame...thank
you ever so mich...I'm all right now...Thanks.

Princess Annes Nonsense, child. I'1l take you up to your little room
and see to it that you have all you need. (Whispers to her, with a
cunning grini) In fect, I feel like a little brandy myself... ( She

succeeds at last in trensporting Marceline through the door. Both exit.)

Peter Brack: Dear Princess Anne. Always so motherly.

¥ra. Potters Motherly, indeed. "Napoldon, 1860." (She utters a short,
malicious lsughter.)

Prince Igors ( in his deepest, most sonorous voices) An excellent brend,
lndems,

lirs. Potters I don't doubt it, your Highness.

Professor: (hes meanwhile been occupied with swakening Alice from her
trence; but in vein.)

Alice 3 (remains in & stete of cetaleptic sleep~——a condition of peculiar
miscular rigidity in whid the body and limbs lkeep any position in which
they ere pleced. She bresthes stertorouslys it sounds almost like a
snoring, es in epoplexy.)

Professors (rether helplesslys) Weke up, licUlster! The séence is over...
ly Lord, this is one of the deepest trences I've ever seen... (H-' peta

her fuce, tickles her, sleps her slighty.) No resction at all--isn't it
emezing? Her whole orgenism hes become snsesthetioc. Can't you help her,

Kedornath?
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Kedormaths (strides mejestically toward Alice's chair; touches her
forehead, lips and eyelids with his finger tips, then 1ifts one of

her arme and moves it in e swinging motion.)

irs. Potters (whisperss) Thet will do the trick...

Alices (opens her eyes; her body relexes, the cremp is over.)

Lerues Le voildl...Meis c'est un mirecle!

Kedornaths (shekes his hesd——rejecting the compliment. Dignified and
erect, he returns to his plece at the wall.)

Mrs. Potters (overwhelmeds) Whet a wonderful menl! Modest snd efficient.
Professors (to Alices) Feelinz better now?

Alices (wide-eyed, imnocents) Better! Why?! Yas there something wrong with
me?

Erofessors (with e good-nstured leughters) Nothing wrong, MeUlster—-—

not really. It was just 2 prettiy deep trance, that's all. You might still
be gone, if it were not for our excellent Master Yogl. You ocught to
thank him at least.

Alices Hes Kadornath helped me to come back? (Without looking et hims)
How very kind of you, Master. Thank you ever oo mich. (To the Professors)
Did Merceline's deer one materialise?

Professors No, I am sorry to sey...

Poter Bracks He might have come through, though, if the young lady
hadn't disrupted the séence. How very tiresome of her to stop the

msie, just when the vibratioms began to quiver in the most promising
feshion.

Alices Poor larceline. She must be terribly disappointed.

Professor s (with euthoritys) Not for long, I deresay. I am sure her

husbend will come through, in the end.
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lirs. Potter: Will Mr. Mertock sctuslly eppear?! That's good news: I'm
dying to see him. Vhat a sensitive ertist he was! - end so popular,
too. All the Kelamazoo papers ren their boldest heedlines when the
dispatch came through that Edward Mertock wes dromed in s shipwreck
on the Atlantic. "Celebreted young violinist of Czech descent on his
way from Canade to England, where he intended to join the Czech
Legion... Liner torpedoed by Nazis... Heny women and children drowmed...
Mertock emonz the victims..." It would indeed be a thrill to meet
such a celebrity, if only as a ghost.
Professor: Your curiosity will be satisfied, good women. The late lirs.
Ven Loyden has promised us thet Edward will eppear = hesn't she,
KeUlster?
Alice: Vhy, yes...she intimated something to thet effect...
Professor: (pointing et the nerble bust, withe grandiose, rather
imreriel gestures) Do we heve her word that Edwerd Mertock will
materinlize? Yes or no, McUlster?
Alice: (somewhat nonplussed:) Yes, Professor...Yes.
Professors That's a1l I wanted to know. ( He strides to the bust
and addresses his solemn words to the likensss of his late wifes)
I thank you Julia,on bshalf of Marceline and of this 1little community.
Tonight's séence hes been another greet snd stirring experience due
to your infinite kindness. We trtlunly humble seekera of truth; but
you, my beloved wife, are illuminsted. We ere mortel end fallible;
but you ere glorified with immortality. Where would we be without your
guidance and your inspiration? Invisible, you ere slways in our midst -
sheding upon us the divine light of Love, Peace, and Wisdom. Thanks to
you, Julis, this house hes become en oasis of tolersnce and joy = .
remote from the crimes and follies of ad blood=stained, insanity=-
stricken world. May we be vouchsafed the balm of your presence, here

below and at the next stege of our pilgrimage. Amen.
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(As soon a3 he has ended, the Three Chinese Girle - aged about

fifteen, thirteen and eleven - enter from the right, dressed in their
@lourful native costumes, carrying trays with tea, sandwiches and
cookies. They are followed by the Rittle Negro Boy (sbout ten years

old ) and begin presently to fix the disorderly room - moving chairs
end tebles, drawing the curtain from the glass door st the left.

The dark garden becomes visible, with = black palm tree profiled
againat the sky.)

Professor: (rubbing hie hande, gleefully:) Our midnight mack! Well,
well, well.. Now let's have a look et these fine things on your tray,
young lady. (Choosing amongz the seniwichess) Which one do you recommend?

The Chinese Girls (chirps something cheerful and melodious but in-

intelligesble in her netive tongue.)

Professor: Of course, I forget egeinl! She does not yet understend our
lengmge.

Mrs. Potters They ere cute - aren't they, thought! Where did you pick
them up, Professor?

Professor: We are indeed most fortunate to have them.

Nrs. Potter: Are they Japensse?

Professor: Of couree not. Thelr father is e femous Chinese scholer =
killed by the misguided Japenese, in Shanghai. He was a friend of
our friend Kadornsth. That is how I came to know these lovely girls
when they came to this country, ss fatherless refugees.

kirs. Potters And ths coloured kid? Is he toc Lthe child of e Chinese
celebrity?

Negro Boys (presenting a tray with cookies to Mrs. Potter:) I'm

Curl ey, ke'am. Curley, from Columbus, North Cerolina. Any cookies

for you tonight?
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krs., Potter:i Thank you, sonny: I shouldn't, reslly, becswme of my
line. But I cen't resist...
Segro Boys Well, I suppose thet's ell, folks. Scld out, for tonight.
No cockies left. Ve mey ss well g0 Lo bed. Good night=

( Exit, with ti»s Thres Chinese 3irls.}
Krs. Fotter: (esting cookies, to Alice:) You should heve trisd these
¢ookies, dear. They're ms deinty as could be.
Alices Thenk you, dear, but I den't seem to feel liks cookies = not
after this terrible sdance tonight. It wes quite & Pissco = wesn't it ?
Kra, Potters A ficsco?! Now, come, dear! Don't exagreratel
Poter Bracks It was most stimulating. I enjoyed every minute of it.
Lrs. Potters So did I, elthough it is & pity thet I didn't heve the
opportunity to chat a little with my Ferdinend. fHe would have been
thrilled to leemn thaet the insurance coupany will have to pay all that
dough, afier all. I hops there will be another chance.
Feter Srack: Julia's remarks were mopé suggestive then ever. Some=
Lhing to think s bout. (To the Professors) Your book will certainly
be & sensation, old mem. Julia's politicel views are os controve reial
and dold es they ere truthful and ine piring.
Frofessors I amJulia's mouthpieecs and prophet - whatever she may have
to say. Nothing on earth = no conceivable pressure or persussion
could ever prevent me from spreading her lofty messege.
Toy: ( to Ted, with whom she hes been whisperings ) There you are,
Ted, neughty lizard! Did you hear what the Professor said? e have
to sccept the sdvice granted to us by our spirit guides - no m tter
how int ricate and perturbing the sugzestions hsppan to be.
Teds sulkingly:) But to drop Surreslismi Imaginel The couse I have
suffered for! And, then, it would meen such a triumph for the wicked

old man in Pitteburgh.




Toy: Never mind Ded. He is just e half-wit who doesn't even know the
dif ference between Surrealism end Heturalism.

Teds You are so light-minded, almost frivelous. A real humming=bird =
thet's what you are. A careless souirrel; an inspired mouse. To me,
Surrealism ie our baby; I hate to ebandon it. To you, Toy, it seems

to be juet - a toy.

Toy:s How cruel you are, little tiger! Now you have hurt me = very
badly, too. Ky heart sches. I'd better go to bed. (She gots up.)

Good night, Uncle Jemes. Good night, Aunt Alice. ( To the marble busts)
Good night, dear wonderful Aunt Julia.

Teds (following her through the room:) Don't hate me, butterflyl

Let's mditate togsther. Prixler will help us. (Hastily:) Good night,
Uncle James, good night, Aunt Alies, good mnight, dear wonderful Aunt

Julie. (Ted and Toy, both exit.)

Mra. Potters Strenge kind of lad, your nephew = isn't he? Rether on
the eccentric side, I should think.

Professors Ted is not my nephew, to begin with. e just calls me
“Uncle" beceuss he is deveted to ws as if I were his father.

Mre. Potters But he loathes his ded.

Professor: That's why he calls me "Uncle".

Peter Brack: The Twine ere feascineting. I call them the ensemic
che rubims. They live in & mmgic world. The only reality they recognize
is Art - and, of course, the voice of their late governess, that
illumineted Miss Prixler. l

Mre. Potters The boy ought to be in the Army.

Professor:s (first aghest; then indignateds) lirs. Fotteril! Pleasel

lirs. Fotter:s Why, I just thought... for educational reasons...
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Professor: Nechenize! werfere = mmse sleughter, for educatioml
ressonsl Imegire |

Peter Brack: lMost extraordinsry.

Professor: You should remember, desr women, that such hideous things
as War, Army, and the like, ere not to be mentioned in the Villa
Pacific. It's not only thet we dismpprove of them; we don + believe

in their reeslity. :

Laruet Vous compremez? O'est bien simple. Pour nous sutres, dens ocette

meison bénie, 1o guerre n'existe pes.

Peter Breck: If a group of people intensely disbelieve the reality
of & phenomsnon, the reality of this phenomenon inevitably dwindles.
The sc—called Second World Wer, thersfore, becomes scmewhat less real
&s we ignore, or rather, deny, the velidity of ite existence. Clear
enough, krs. Potter?

Mrs. Potters Perfectly clear. Kind of cunning, too. I'1l1 certainly
remenber the lesson. Can you forgive me, Professor, for my terrible
slip?

Professors Wholehesrtedly, gocd woman. Every mewcomer in this cirecle
needs some time to actuaint himself with our philosophy.

¥rg. Potter: You're the kimlest old boy I've ever laid eyes on,

Mr. Van Loyden. Almost & seint. I love you. And now I'd better be
going, or rather, some Sameriten must help me to get upetairs. I
trust one of thess gentlemen will be graclous enocugh to carry a poor
old woman?

Lerues ksis certainemsnt, Medamel! Il me foram grand plaisir de vous

sider. 5i voua permettez... (He tries to 1ift her from the wheeled

eheir.)
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Mrs. Potteri(with a shrieking leughters) Dear me! no! I'm efreid
you're not cuite husky enough for that job, my poor little Fifi.

I'm heavy-weight, you know. (Lookinz around:s) Is there nobody else to
risk it? I might esk Mr. Brack; but, then, I don't lmow... He somehow
frightens me.

Peter Bracks Why is that, Mre. Potter? I am utterly innocuous.

Mrs. Potter:s That's what you want us women to believe. But you don't
fool me, Mr. Bracks I know how neughty you ere. One is not illiterate,
after all. I've read your "Symphony in Jazz", all right. Dear mel

¥hat a novell It simply couldn't be more cynical. A lot of fun, though =
really, a lot of fum.

Peter Bracks ( in an icy voices) I sm sorry but I don't remember
having written such a book.

Mrs. Potters (lsughs heertilys) You don't remember? That's = good onel
You don't recall the title of your most successful novel = don't youf
Thet's just like you, Mr. Brack. Nsughty - that's what you are.

Peter Brecks The men who wrote "Symphony in Je2z" may hsve been

called Peter Brack = & vain and treacherous skeptic. Happily, he ded.
The Peter Brack who talks to you st this moment, has nothing in common
with hie infamous predecessor.

Mrs. Potters Well, my dear, I just wonder if the"first" Mr. Breck -
the wicked one = is as deed es all that. I don't trust you, that's all.
(Looking at Kadornath: ) Our mute friend, over there, thet's a different
kind of fellow. He is 0.K. - muscles of stesl end a heart of gold. In
his arms, I'l]l feal safe. How is it, Master Kedornath?¥ill you be kind
enough to transport a wretched cripple up to the second floor?
Kedornathi ( mods gravely; then strides solemnly across the scene and

begine to move lirs. Potters wheeled cheir.)




Mres. Potter: (jubiletes as she approaches the door:) Ien't he cute,
though, our silent ¥r. Koudoulu, or whatever his neme is! He does it
with Yoga, you know. Well, good night, folks: I'1l be seeing you. And
thank you ever so much, Professor, for a gorgecus evening! ( The remai-
ning persons mumble s slightly embarrassed "Good night", while Kedore
msth pushs the wheeled chair through the open door. Both exit.)
Professor: lay she have pleassnt dreems. Poor woman.

Peter Brack: She lost her husbend in a motorear accident, didn't she?
Alice: Thet's right. Her Ferdinand was killed. She got awey with e
broken leg and a minor nervous breskdown.

Peter Brack: Thet's too bads why wasn't she killed as well? - Ten yeers
8go I might heve mede some evil creck of this kind. Todey, I feel
sincerely and deeply sorry for silly dear Mrs. Potter. In fact, I
succeed &n almost liking her. Isn't that extreordinary? I heve overcome
my nesty malice altogether.

Professor: Thanks to Julia. Isn't wonderful?

Petor Bracks Yes, I am profoundly obliged to your lste wife, dear
friend. Whatever wisdom I may possess, it is all due to her.

Lerue: leis pa va sans dire, cher emi. All of us would be moral wrecks,
without that sdorable Madame Ven Loyden. (He bows grecefully to the
merbdle bust.) Of eourss, my personal friend in the other world, la
grande Fopadour, is incomparable in her own way. Dites-mol, ledeloiselle
Alice, was she angry with me bewsuse of my unsuiteble costume?

Alice: Not really sngry; just e bit disappointed. She seems indeed
very eager to see you in your new rococo ocutfit.

Larues She wants me to look like one of her intimates! C'est cha rmant,
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n'est-ce pas?... You'll excuse me nows I have to £ly to my room to
unpeck my wardrobe. The fine old brocades and laces ers more delicate
than cobwebs or even than a meterislized spirit. (Addressing himself
first to the marble bust, then to the Frofessor, finelly to the rest
of the perty:) lisedeme; mon meitre; lindemcisells, Messisurs; bon soire

Je wvous quitte. A demain. (h’.ta)

Frince Igors (who, during the past minutes, hes been silently absorbed
in a &rgu mep he produced out of his pockets) No doubt, I'1l just have
to follow the course of the Neckenzie River to reach the villsge of
Aklavik tonight. As Iven Ivenovitch infotmwed mwe this moming, via
telepathic express, there will b cuite en occasion at the hut of the
Eskimo chieftein, with plenty of vodka and cavier. (Looking at his
watchs) No time to lose. I rush. (While moving toward the door, as
if talking to himeelf:) I only hops timt the Princess is not drunk sgaing
Professors Is your wife supposed to be your only control tonight?
In this cese, I suggest thet Peter join her in the guard. If the
Princese is full of whiskey, our enemies will contest tie validity
of her testimony.
Prince Igors Do you really think, Professor, that anybody would dare
to question the suthenticity of my experiment?

fessors I am afreid so, dear Prince. We esre watched and distrusted
by & wicked, skepticel world.
Poter Brecks Most extmordinery, isn't it? - the instinctive eversion
of the sverage to the unknown, revolutionary. Prince Igar's situstion
is Indeed skin to thet of Christopher Columbus. Men like you, Your
Highness, and Professor Van Loyden, explore new contiments of the soul,
&8s the herces of the Remaissence discovered the untrodden lands of

the globe. I don't know whom to admire more.
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Prince Igors (very !ﬂl!!‘ﬂ'll?‘ll) Thenk you, Peter Brack. I sppreciaste your
fine remarks. llay we go now! My friend Iven Ivenovitech is waiting for
we, thousands of miles from here. Good night, friends. (He node grevely
to the Professor, Alice, end the marble bust.)

Professors Bood night, Prince Igor - or rather, bon voyage. And don't
forget Lo keep the logbook up-to-date. Everything has to be entered =
weether conditions, th® mileage covered, and so forth.

Poter Brecks As you know, it i3 my eole literary embition, et this
point, to render Prince Igor's travel sccount rendable end exact - a
more exciting and more intricate tesk, for that matter, then is the
composition of any novel or play. Good night, friends. After you,

Your Highness. ( He and Prince Igor exit.)

( There is a short silence as Alice and the_Professor are left alone.
Thent )

Aliees You look worried, Professor. Is there enything I can do for you!
Professor: I don't think so, theniks. (After another pauset:) Yes, you
are right. I sm worried. It's becsuse of Marcelire. Why didn't her
husbend come through?

Alices You know how the spirits are: wayward, unpredictable. Tou can't
force them, after all. I tried certainly herd enough to bring sbout
the meterialization.

Professors I know, licUlster, I know. It's not thet I hold you responsible
for Marceline's disappointment. And still I cen't help feel ing thmt

we 210 socmehow to blame for Edward's evasiveness. Don't misunderstand
mw, Alicel Of course, I realize that it is by no meeans your fault;
but it might be ours.

Alices And what if it were hers?! She irritates or bores him perhaps.

The ghosts are extremely touchy.
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Professor: (shekin- his head; misingly:) Possible, hut not 1ikel Ve
Harceline is not the irritating type. Don't you think she is love 1y?
Alice:s She's all right, I sippose. Nothinz umisual about her, though -
as far as I can sea.

Profesaor: Nothing umsuel? I wonder... To me,she is unusually attrac-
tive. I wished she were my child. If Julim end I hed had one, it might
be like liarceline - shy amd proud end obatinate snd greceful.

Alices (with a emiles) As proud end obst inete as you are, FProfassor?
Professor: As gre cefully shy as Julie.,. (He smiles; then, ssrious
agzein: ) At any rate, there is somsthine wrong, indeed, unbearable

ebout her baing frustrated and jonely, in this house of hepniness end
Joy. I am heppy, for I have Julia. Princs Igor has his telepathic ad-
venture; Peter Breck, his insights and spsculations. Fifi Larue enjoys
his intercourse with Meademe Pompedour; the Twins live in the awe of
their govermsss; even poor Mras. Potter and Princess Anna rsceive some
encouragement from the spirit world. Only Marcelins is left without
any comnfort.

Alice: Neybhe her dear one will come through st the next séance. I shall
mi» a particular effort...

Professors But the next séance seems terribly remote. To think thet this
sweet younz woman mey lie on her bed, at this very moment — all in
tears; distressed, forlorn, hopeless. It would be awful if so younz and
feithful » humen scul lost econfidence in the promise of Spiritualism.
No, I don't want this tc hapren. I must telk to her, explain her the
situation - now, without delay.

Alices She's probsbly ssleep...

Professors I don't think so. She is not in the kind of state in which
one falls asleep, easily and softly. Why dm;t you £ind out, McUlster?

Just tell her to come down here,




Alice: (hesitetes:) I don't know if that is & good idea...
Professors (rather gruffly:s) That's up to me to decide, isn't it?

< Now, will you 7o and eall her, or do you went me to go upsteirs
my=el £1

Alice: (with en irony which he seems to ignore: ) Dear me! = no. Thet
would be too dresdful for worde. See you tomorrow when your wife ie
ready for dictation.

Professors Good enough. And meke it urgen - with Marceline, I mean.

Alice: (looks et him, in silence; shrugs her shoulders. Exit.)

Professor: (alons, he stends motionless for a while in front of the
merble bust. Then he begina to whisper:) Julia... Julis dear, my dear
wife; my love; my beloved Julia... Can you hoar me?...Csn you help
me?... Listen! Listen end help! I need you. A beautiful yomgz human
being, Marceline, come here, to your alter - sseking advice end comfort.
I am fond of her = not in loves how could I? I am always in love with
YOiees But this child-like younz widow is indeed very lovable. I

would hete to see her faith in me dissppointed. She expects everything
from my contacts with the spirit world; in other words, she expects

the salvation from you end your highly developed friends. I iuplore

you, Juliel... 3
( The door to the right has opened noiselessly; kercelins appears,
in & long, white nightgown of heavy silk.)

Merceline: You wanted to see me, Professor?

Frofessor: (somewheat disconcerteds) Oh, it's you, Merceline... Yes,
inleed.... ms Alice told you... So you wers not yst esleep?
Kercelimes It seems I never am, before six o'clock in ths morning.
The cceen keeps me awake.

Professors The noise of the surf disturbs you? I am sorry to hear that.
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Marceline:s It's not only the surf; it's the waves... They are bad. I
mist always listen to them. And then, the nights are chilly here, tooe.
I'n freezing = you see... (She shudders.)

Professors I may d ose the door to the garden...

Karceline: Never mind. If you just pull the curtain over the opemd
door. (As the Professor has dons what she asked hiu to do:) Thank you
ever so much. That's better now. I don't heve to see the ocean...
Professor:s What else can I do for you! Something to drink, perhape?
lercelines Thank you, mo. Just a few minutes ago, the Frincess re=
commended t.h;u seame medicine to me. But I've made up my mind not to
drink anymors. = It doesn't help. Nothing helps.

Professors Noth ing!

iarece lires Not ewn the Kaster Yogl. The other night he attempted

to hypnotize we into slsep. Another flop. I suppose I am incureble.
Professort Whet a thing to sayl There is & remsdy for every disease.
Marceline: Not for mine. Or rether, I mow only too well what would
sooth the dresdful pein in my heart, in my heed, in my hends. And you
know it too, Professor. What's the use of telking?

Professor; You must leern to be petient, child...

ksrcelines ( with incremsing vioclences) Pstiemt? What dces that mm?
eve I Bmeid and tired of words; they all seem so trite and empiy.
It must t» pleasent to live under s vow of silence as Kadornath does.
If '» pledged himself not to pronounce a word tefore his netive land
is libersted, why should I not keep cquiet until the day when Edward
speaks to mel

Professor: But e did epesk to you, halfean-hour sgo, through the mouth
of our friend Mcllster.

Marcelines Why should I need a mdium to commnicats with my be loved?
I shall rever quite understend it. If he is able to telk toany one

in the world - why doesn't he telk to me 1
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Frofessor: Try to be logicel, my deer child! Why can you not communicate
directly with t hose you wish to address on our earthly plane but whe
hapoen to be away? You nesd the medium of & telephone to reach them,

or someé other inst mment of transmiesion - mmil, radio, tealegre ph.

It's the eame thing with the spirit world. Your husbend, since he
passed over, depends on & medium to come in contact with you. Of
gcour=e, his message is meant for you - not for Alice McUlster. She

is only the tool, the tranamitter, the receiving etatlion.

Maercel ines But what guarentes do 1 have that she does not falsify
Edward's words? She might omit or mdd thinge; she might chest m...
Frofessors Impossible. Not Alice. She is the most reliable medium in
Ltive ennals of paychic science. We have bem collsborating for the last
8ix years. To question the integrity and mediumistic gpnius of Alice
Helllster, means to doubt the truthfulness of my own philcsophic work.
Feyodlivas I didn't meen to suggest...

Frofessors I know, karceline; don't apologize! I understsnd your
suspicions. You will overcoms thems 1 am sure of that. Did you reed
the manuscript I gave you the other day?

bercelires "The Cosmos of Tomerrow"? To tell the truths not ywt. It
smams so hard for @ to concentrete on anything, except my own despair...
Frofesscr: I am sorry. You pught to resd the tmo opening chepters at
leest. You know, of course, that the whole scheme ani most of the
leeding thoughts were conveyed to me from the other side. Twice a week,
Alice comes in teuch with my lete wife, Julie, end tekes dictation from
her . The suthenticity of her messspe is m]lf-evident. No humen brein

is powerful emough to conceive such an sbundance of grest idees. "The
Coemos of Tomorrow" will turn out to be & lendmerk in the history of
modern thought: I cen say that, in all modesty. For it is not my book
but Julia's.

| LS. ¥




Mercelines And Alice is the only go-between between the late irs. Van
Loyden and you?

Profegsor: Julis would never egres to work with anyone else. She adores
Eiss NoUlster. "The leet secretary I've ever had", these are the words
she used, just & few days ago.

Herceline: You wmean, these are the words MNiss MolUlster pronounced, on
Mrs. Ven Loyden's behalf.

Professor: What's the difference? As soon as Alice goss into trence, ehe
cosses to be en individusl. All she does is to repest = conscientiowsly,
word by word = the mmssages she receives.

Marcslins: And you have never hed the desire to hear Julisa's voice
directly?

Professor:s 1 did hear it once, Christmms two yosrs sgo. On thet cececa-
sion, Julie graciously meterislized snd had some affeble words for
everybody present.

Marcel ime: (avidly:) So she did meteriel ize, did she? Thel wust have been
wonderful. Did she look femiliar? As beemtiful as you remenhered hert
Professor: Love lier than ever. Of course, I didn't see mich of her faoce;
but the gzliumpse I ecaught is unforgettable.

Marceline: Just & glimpse? Did she venish so cuickly?

Professor: Her face dissolved salmost immediately, while other parts

of her remsined visible for sbout seven minutes = her hands emd her
shoulders, for instanca.

Mercelime:s Did you recognize her hands? Could you touch her shoulders?
Professors (with a patermal smiles ) Your ideas of such phenonena seem
somwhat neive, my ciild. The stuff in which ghosts apnear is not solide
and tengible. Don't you Imow what ectoplesm isf

Marcelire: I mny have a wague conoception...

Professor: Well, ectoplesn is ¢ fleoating subst nce - & kind of dynsmie

-y ke
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gas = deve loping from the orgenism of the entranced medium. It is from
this nobulous materiel thet the materielized entities are built up. The
whole process is extremely complicated; that's why it tekes so depressingly
long, &t imes, until & meterialization comes through. I know of one medium
who sat for more then two yesrs before enything heppened.

Marcelines Put does every medium produce this megic substence?

Professor:s Yes, every mdium emanates extoplastic energies, to a certain
extent, end has therefore potentisl materializing pewer. But very few
seem cereble of supplying ectoplesm in & sufficient duentity for the
building up of complste forms. Thet is why most eapparitions remein mere
or less fragmentary.

Mercelines I other words, the spirit has to accept a living person's
ectoplastic emenation, not only es his cover, but sctb@mlly se his body?
Professors Thet's correct. During the wheole time of the phenomenon the
mate rislized apirit is in obvious phyeiological comnexiom with ihe wdium.
The physieclopical contect is sometimes perceptible in the form of 2 thin
gord joining the structure with the medium - something like the umbiliecal
cord joining the smbryo to its parent.

Marce line: It seems all go odd...

Profesaors Nature is never odd but slweys wonderful. The spirit realm
is subjected to the rules of mture as is our esrthly sphere. The more
you will know about spirituelism, the more netursl will you find ite
dootrines amd implicaticns.

Marcelinss Of course, I'm just e beginner. It's only one yeer sinee...
since I begen to occupy myself with the other world.

Professors 3¢ you were not ¢ccncerned with metaphysical issues, as long
a8 you hed your husbend? -
Marcelines Of course not. I wes happy. Life here below seemed completely

satisfactory. Why should I heve worried about life in the other world?




Professcr; The blow of Edwerd's loss would have been less crusl, if you
hed already realized, at the time, that death is not the end of our life
a8 individusls - just & chenge of our physical condition. A trensformation
= thet's whet it ie; & dropping eway our materisl body. We put it off,
ae we put off & suit of clothes. It is only forms that perish; life
naver diss.

Marcelines I don't know. Maybe. I hope sc.

Professor: Hope is not sufficient, Larceline. I went you to believe.
Providence hes brought you to this house. We went to help you, snd mmy

be able to do so. But we nesd your support, your faith.

Marcelines I was full of faith when I first came to the Ville Pecific.

I had read your writings; I sdmired you. All my dissppointments with
other spiritists were forgoitems they eeemed ridiculous fakes, compsred
with you end Alice. But gredwally, little by little, I bezin to realise
that this is another fiasco. Edwerd will mot appear.

Professor: Thy do you say such thingst Why do you torment yourself?
Marcsline: I don't torment myself. It's just timt I no longer indulge

in illusions. Edward will not appear. He has cemsad to love ms.
Professor: Lercelinel This is blsspheuy!

Marcoline: Blasphemy? To me, it sounde rather like a sentence of deeth.

I ean't live without him.

Professor: That's whaet I thought, before I saw the light. Believe ms,
Mercelinel I imow the agonies you ere passing through = know tlew only
too well. fihen Julie passed eway, I experienced the saue ebyssmzal affliction.
Marcelire: It rust have been different, though. I am mure you adored your
wife, bul she wes not all you possessed. You hed your work snd your fame,

your pride end task &s e scholar. Bul I haw nothing = no country, no
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friends, no duties. I am uprooted, derelict - & fish withont weter, a
shadow without substence. Ho shapsd my thoughts, molded my cherecler, he
gave me consciousness, joy, life, will, power, feith = everythlng.
Professor: Lou were very young when you med him?

jarceline: Seventeen = so they sid. But in reelity I wes not yet bom,
at the time. I moved end telked like a slecp-walker = uneware of myoelf,
indeacribably lonely.

Professors And your family? Could your mother not help you?

Mercelinas (with a bitter little laughters) Isn't that curicus, kr. Vam
Loyden? Now I em in your house for = let's oee...3 for ten deyn exactly)
snd you still don't know the basic facts of my life. Obviously, you have
too meny friends, too many guests, too uany proteges.

Professoys 1 am sorry, Merecsline. How could I forget thet you ore =n
orpharn. s

Mares1ires Wrong egein.y mother is still slive. Is used to sees her ebout
onee & yesr, before she got married for the seventh time. Her present
husbend end I heppen to dislike each otLher. And then, of course, l'cther
feels that o growr-up dsughter ie not the right kind of person to have
around, for e young ledy of her locks end of her espiretions. Yhot she
would reelly like to do is, to hide me froa the world in & rewmote Bwies
boerding school, es she did, until Edwerd discoversd end libersted we.
To Mother, I wea by turns & nuieence end o toy. Edwerd showed me what
4% mesns to live, to be e humen being, & women. If he hed steyed vith me
= who knows?! = he might have even taught me how %o be & musicien.
Professort I've mever hesrd you pley...

Marcelines Yes, you have, too = just en hour ego. Don't you remeuber)

the phonogragh record with the Bohemier tune? I sccompemny him st the piano.




Professor: Is that sol Bul your name is not indl csted.

Mareeline: Of course not. It ie Edward's record: it'e for liis sake that
people buy it and love it. I am not good enough, enyhow, to bs his accome
panist. He would have never allowed me to pley in public with him -
excapt in the case of the Uzech melody.

Professors It's an enchenting pieco...

Marcelines To him it was more = almost a kind of fetish. le playesd it
when he first came f{rom Prague to Englend, es an infert prodigy. Since
then, he hes herdly had e recital without including the Czech Melody.
It's such & sweet and siuple little thing ~ simple enough sven for &
dilettente like me. Ve played it often together. In fach, we were just
pleying it for a little party, in the drewing rocm of the shlp, when the
torpedo hit her.

Frofessors Now I know why you mede re stop the phonograph, et the ssance
tonight.

lisrcelines I couldn't beer it for another minute. I felt thet 1'd lose
my mind if the music continued.

Professors Yet you msde a miastske. Edward wuight have followsd the eall
of his fotish seng. Why don't we try it again? Play the tune for me,

novl Theras is the pisno. Playl

Marcolines (raises her handst they sre red and swollen. With an outery:)
With these henda? That's funny.

Professors I thought your hends are slmost sll right sgein, thenks to the
Togo pymastics...

Larcelire s Never. They'll never be all right again = I don't even went
then to. I loathe my hends. They ought to remain as they sre = frozen,
#tAff, and ugly. Why did they ssve my life?! I should have baen drowned,

with him, But I did not even think of Edward, during the ghsstly hours




- 5~

I clung to the capsized lifeboat. I just wanted to live = to live et any
price; I wes like en snimal. My mind wes blenk; all my energies seemed
concentrated in these hideous claws. Why didn't I let loocse? So many others
did. FPiret, therm were about twenty persons with me = women, end men,

end children. MNost of them g&ve up = one after ancther; they just

drifted eway, or died right where they were = killed by exhaustion, by
the cold, by horro. But I held fast. The will of my hends was stronger
than my love of Edward.

Professor: But he certainly did not want you to die with him in the Ses...
Mercolines He called my naue even while he wes 8inking. I sew him dip~
appear... It was all my feult. I encouraged thet seilor...

Professors Which ssilor? What are you talking about?

Mercelines The one who tried to get into our life=boat when it wes al=
ready overweighted. He jumped from the burning ship = & young fellow,
rather hendsome, too = and he yelled to us as he swams som thing sbout his
being only seventesn years old, and sbout his mother hack home. Another
seilor = en older one - shouted, "Don't let him in! The boat is too
heavily charged already as it is..." And then the young sailor, the one

in the wmeter, wept = real teers, I could see them, although hies faece

was wet. S50 I begged Edward to help him. He didn't went to et first;

but as I insisted, he bent finally over the railing ard tried to get

the seilor into our little boat. And then thers wes e scream - & roar,

you know, as from hundreds of savege, desmree bessts = end the life=
boet cepaized. The leet thing I sew wes Edwerd struggling againet the
clasp of the sailor boy. A huge wave cerried both away. They must hawe
gone down tomther. (There is a short silence. Thens )

Professors He did mot die, Marceline, but just advanced to a higher

plane of existence.
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Morcelines But he did not went to edvence = don't you ses thet, Profes=
sor? lie'd much rether heve stayed where he was, on our low, sinful plene =
with his violin and his wife. I was less faithful then his Stradivarius.
The beautiful instrument did not survive its master: it was drowned

with him. I wished the same thing had heppemed also to me. Now he hates

me becsuse I am still alive.

Professor:i I don't think so, Marcelins. They don't hete us, our friends
over there. They are beyond such unwise end unkind emotions. Nons of

the mny spirits I wes having contact with, hes ever said or done smything
dictated by resentment.

Mercelines Don't try to comfort me; I know better. Isn't it only too clear
why Edward hesitates to mmterialize? He ie angry at m. We haw never
quarreled in life: he was too good and forgiving. But this time he lost
his temper. He refuses to talk to me. He avoids my presence. He is implacable.
Professori And what would you say if en influetial friend in the spirit
world had been active as s mediator? What, if that benign ent ity hed
alresady succeeded in reconciling your offended husbard?

Karcelire 1 Do you think that Emxzmiinx Julis....?

Professors She always fulfils her promises. In fact, she mey already

heve persuaded Edward to visit this house, after all. There is somthing
in the air, if I am not mistaken. Don't you sense vibretioms1?

Marcelines Whose vibretions? Edward's? (As if terrified:) No! Thet's

out of the question! He wmouldn't com heres he's eross with ms.

Professor: Are you sc surs of that?

Marceline:s I'm efreid so - yes.

Professors Don't you want him to come?

Farcelines Whet a question! It's the only thing I've been wishing for,
since that terrible day.

Professor: If you really want him to appear = really, wholeheartedly -




den't move now! keep duiet! waltl

Mercelinss Weit - for what?! My Lord, don't let me slon®...

Professors That's precisely what I'm going to do. You don't want your
husbtand to think thet you ere scared by him?

Maroslines No,,,certeainly not...I am not afreid... Why should I?
Professors Thet's my brave girl. And now I'll let you two young people
alone. Just this before I go... ( He kisses her forehead; then, sailingly:)
He won't mind thie little kiss, I trust. I em &n old men, affter all,

and I'm happily married. And now, good night, my child. (Alreedy at the
door, he turns sround and tiptoes through the phonograph. As the Bohsmian
Eelody socunds ageain, he nods, with & cunning smile, and walks back to the

door. Before leaving the room, he weves cheerfully at the merble bust.Exit.)

Marceline:s (elone, stends motionless where he left her - neer the door

at the left. Her face taut with suspense, she listens to the mmiec.)
(uddenly, there is a movemsnt behind the derk curtein covering
the door. Somebody has approached the house from the park end is
now entangled in the draperies. One heers him groan snd curse.)

Mercelines ( with & helf-suppressed, yet intense screams) Who ic them?

Johnnys (falls into the room, from bshind the curtain. fe i3 e young msn

of about nineteen years, in s sailor's uniform all in rags end sosked

with water. Some oceanic plents are enteéngled in his dripping heir.

He lies for a while like dead, with his fece on the floor.)

Marcelines (sheken, overwhelmed:s) Oh, my Lord... my Lord...

Johnnys (reisee his head & little and turns his fecs tollsouely towsrd

Marcelims:) An angell! Damn it, I must be dead...

Marcelims From where do you come?

Johnnys (stemmerings) From... from... dom thers...

Marcel ines (shaking his head end shoulders; her voice hoarse with feer
and excitementi) From whe ret!
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Johnnys (still with e heavy end restive tongue:) From the ground...

fron the depthe... from the bottom... (His head glides back to the floor.)
Couldn't I get & drop of gin, or something! Feeling kind of dizzy... kind
of lousy, t00s..

Marcelirsi He looks 1like the boy who clung to Edward and was drowned
with him... Oh, my God, my God...

Johmys Trat demned foot of mine...hurts like hell... Fumy that a dead
guy #1ill feels pain, slthough he's in hesven, with an sngel sround...
Marcel irst What's wrong with your foot? You're bleeding... This looks
terrible... (Touching his forehesd:) Ohl And you have fawr too. You
must be badly wounded. Weit & moment! I just run to the kitchen to gt
soxe weter for you.

Johmys Neoi Don't run awayi I doesn't want no weter. I'w hed plenty

of that stuff, anyhow. Don't run amay, sngell Stay! And, please, leave
your hends just where they're now... That feels nice snd cool... I sure

11k. }rcur hends. .. b."“.ﬂrif‘.ll m'ﬂd.ooou 1 aure 11“ them...

OURTAIN
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ACT - TWO

Five deys leter.

Late Afternoon. The door to the garden is open. Ome sees palm trees,
blooming plents, and the distent cceen , in the mellow 1ight of an
ending Celiformisn dey.

Alice lMcUlster is seated on a little stool, near Mrs. Ven Loyden's bust.

Professor Ven Loyden peces the room in the foreground.

Alices ( in the attentive pose of a secretary who takes dictation. fer
eyes remein closed while she writes, swiftly and dexterows ly, into a

note book placed in front of_ her on & table. The voice is dull end
tinny in which she repeats the words dictated to her by en invisble
bo8Ss ) sess"Concentrate on the inner men, exclamation mrk,"....yes,
Ma'em..."The humn rece hes reached a point,"...yes, I can follow
you..s "a point in evolution where its consciousness..." I have

" consciousness” ...."mist adept iteelf to unprecedented experiences
and conditions, semicolon....yes, I'm ready... "it behooves ell of
US.sss" s.esorry, Ma'am, I don't quite get the word after "all of us"...
Did yvou sey "ell of us sinnerst” or "all of us children?" I g your
pardon?.ceee .

Professors(still peecing; rether irriteted:) Now, come couws...What's
the matter again?

Alicet (without paying sttention to himi) ...yes...I see, vatem. ..
you heve to stop now...yes...but you mey grent me another private
intervisw shortly before the official séance begins...I see.... Yes,
Ma'em, certainly, I'll kiss Mr. Van Loyden on yow behelf...it will
be & pleasure...yes...You exnect to gradueste to & higler plene be fore

longess My congretulations, Ma'‘am... yes... I see, in recognition




of your speciel merits in the spirit world...netwally...You mey be
conpelled to withdrew completely from our low earthly sphere...
Professors (startled, terrifieds;) What was thet? She mey be forced
to withdraw completely? You must heve misunderstood her...

Alice 3 (listening, noddiing, writing:) Not immediately but perhaps
fmirly goon... You think, them fore, it might b» a good idea... (Her
voice falters; she imterrupts herself, opens her eyes, loocks around,
seems bewildereds) Now I wonder if I am all here...Vhet was thet last
thing you said, Vrs. Van Loyden? I went to get thet straight... It
might be & good ides, under the circumsteances.... yes... I see...
well, this is & surprise... If you reelly think so... At any rate, I'll
give him your mesege... Thank you...yes... (She opens her eyes and
closes her little nmote book, them remsins motionless for e while.)
Profeseor:s (evidlys) What did she eay? What got you so excited? Tell
me! MeUlster! I have e right to imewl

Alice: (pgets up from her stoolj walks a few steps; sheles her heads)
I can't believe it = noj; it eounds all too fantestic.

Professor: Now,reelly, MelUlster, resllyl Whet is it all about?
Alices She wants us to get married. .

Professor: (flebbergasteds) Whon! Us? You and me?

Alicet Exactly. She thinks it a good ides, under the oiroums tences.
Professors Under what ciraimetences?

Alices Vhy, didn't you hear it? She'll be promoted, on account of her
specinl merits.

Frofessor: Well-deserved, I'd say; utterly well-deserved.

Alices No doubt. NHeverthelese, to us it means quite a blow. Todey seems

to be the last time we can really count on her.
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Frofessors She'll b able to visit me some timse, though? Say, once a
month? or twlce?

Alices Not that frequently, I'm sorry to say. Twice » year - Lhat's

ell she cen arrenge.

Professors Twice & year? That's nothing! (Shekin- Alice's soulders,
very agitateds) Don't you realize the disastrous grevity of what you're
tellin: m?

Alices I certeinly do, Professor, end so does your wife. In fact she
seemed rather worried sbout you. "Kiss him on my behelf® « that's whet
ohe said -~ "end try to cheer him up." (She wits for him to come end
receive the kiss; es he hesitetes:) Don't you cere for Julia's kiss,
Professor?

Professoriles...of course... (le moves slowly toverd Alice, who embreces
him in e serenely ceremonious menner end kisse- hie foreheed. )

Alice: This is her kiss...her blessing...

Professors So she reelly wante us to get mrried - does she?

Alices ¥hy, it isn't en order = Just & friendly sugmestion.

Professors Didn't you tell me once thet your mediumistic forces might
suffer, or even vanish, =8 soon ae youss.®ell... if you allowed & men...
in short... you krow what I man.

Alices Ly first spirit teacher wes indeed definitely of this opinion.
However, this is several years ago. My constitution might have become
less delicete since. But what ebout you, my friend? Do you think you
could ever love me?

Professors Why... I must say.s..frankly...thia is emberraseins. After all,
I am a married men. On the other hend, 1f my wife advises me = umnﬂ
marrisge, I don t see why I should net become 2 lovingz end feithful

husband to the woman of her choice.




Alices At my rate, you had not yet picked another lady for the honorable
position of & second lirs. Van Loydent

Frofessor: Another ledy? Do you think of eny perticuler person?

Alicest Not really. There sre seversl charming girls smong your ecqueine
tances. That ettractive young widow, for instence...

Professzors Yerceline? You're out of your mindi

Alice 3 (celmly but seriouslys) No, deer. I am jeajous.

Professors Alresdyl?

Alice} (roalizing presently her mistaket) You don't tale me seriously,
or do you? I just tried to be funny, that's ell. Of course, I know
perfectly well thet your interest in poor little karceline is of purely
pateme]l neture. Why should you be sc eeger, otherwise, to arrenge a
reunion btu-n% the la‘e Mr. Martock? You still went Edwerd to
materialize, if I am not mistalen?

Professors I am deeply diseppointed that he didn't come through as yet.
He is indeed uwrmsually evesive. Do you think it possible thet there

ere political remsons behind his reluctency?

Alices I don't cuite see whet politics could have to do with Edward's
naterial ization.

Professors He might disepprove of our peeifism. You know how fenatie
people are these daye.

Alices Frankly, that sounds e bit far-fetched to me. No, I am almost
sure thet Edward'es heeitance is due to merely personzl reasons.
Frofessers You mey be right. But hoy, then, do you explain Julia's
ettitude in this metter? You know es well s I do thet she hes consi-
derable influence with ell her fellow-epirits. She hes been helpful

in so meny instances. Why doees the feil me this time?




Alice 3 We must not conderm her rashly. She may have been very busye..
Professors Too busy to live up to her promzise? Alicel Vhet e preposterous
thing to say! No, I have otler suspicions - utterly grave omes, %too.
¥het if Jullsa were prevented from communicating with us? Prevented, I
me@én, by hostile entitlies who somehow menaged to gain power over her.
Those wanton demons might hold Julie es their prisoner, while fooling us
with counterfeit messeges. Taeke that surprising idea that we ocught to
get mrriedl It's e practicel joke, perhepe - e mischievous hoex designed
te ridicule, if not to ruin, us.

Alices Is that the way you look at it?! A practical joke...I thank you.
Professort I didn't meen to hurt you = naturally not. You know how

fond of you I am, MclUlster...

Alicet (cuicklys) Are you reellyl

Professor: VWhy, of course. In fact, I would be rether plesced to wmrry
you, if Julie wents me to do so. But I must be quite sure thet the idea
comes actuelly from Julie = not from soms melignant "poltergeist." Her
feilure to produce Edwerd's ghost is all too perturbing. I wes so full

of hope, the other night, when I left Marceline. And then -~ what an anti=
climax! A stranded sailor, instead of the hoped=for ghost! It sounds
indeed like a distasteful joke. _

Alices And also like en odd coincidence. For, undenisbly, there is a
peculiar rapport between the expected visitor and the one who ectuslly
cexe. Both seem most intimetely connected with the depth of the seas

both emerge from the ocean. If Julia hesitates, for one reason or another,
to send Edward's ghost to this house - the substitute she chose is

certeinly ukin enough to the resl thing.
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Professors The substitute ghe chose? But whet imkes you think that Julie
hes a hend in thist The whole incident - or coincidence = 12(613310
enough = nothing mystic about it. The submarine to the crew of which
iur':t.randad sailor belonged was cruising off the Califernisn coest.

A dering Jap ventured far emough into Awericen waters to hit our sub-
marine. Johany = isn't that the uilor'_:. nm?l_;;- was not yet considered
rips by Frovidence to step ascross the jm;hibl; boundary. His spirit
guides saved him 5 he wes free to escepe, and so arrived here as a piece
of f]otsam,

Aliees But why just here, of sll plsces? Why juet in front of this
isolated, inconspicuocus house! What spirit wae it thet guided him into
the very room where karceline stood - aweiting the beloved eprarition?
And, egain, what plexming intelligence kindled the flewe of love in his =
the sailor's - inexperienced heart?

Professors The flame of love! How do you know he is in love with her?
Alices I have seen him stere et her - devour her with hie eyes. Nobody
but she wae permitted to come neer to him es long 28 he wes sick. Whenever
I sttempted to replace Marceline et his bed, he shouted at me in furys
"Beet it! Go away!" Ands "I want my mursel I'm deads she is my angell”
Professors And larceline? How does she teke his ocutburste?

Alices You know the way she is - not very explieit; ratier on the vague,
evasive oide. At times, she seems to enjoy hie vehement affection; at
other moments she appears bewildered, slmost frightemed. Incidentally,
you mey soon have a chance to watch him meking love to her, end to see
her reection. Johmy emncunced this mornins his definite recovery. If

I em not misteken, Merceline wants him to meke your acqueintence today

and also to attend our sésnce.




Frofessors Now, Alice, reslly! Do you try to tell me thet the seilor

cares for occultiem?

Alices I asm positive thet he doesn't heve the feintest ides whet occultism
woens. But I em also sure thet the boy hes mediumistic potentislities.
Selieve me, Jawes, I have enough instinet ard experience to sense the
vibrations of 2 fellow-medium. When I first entered the room in which
Johany lsy I was struck by the dynamic quality ef his psychie sura.

Fhether he knows it or not, he is a favourite of tihe invisible.
ErofossortSo you think that Edwerd might prove more responsive to the

geilor's appeal then he has been to ourst

Alice: Possibly. That is to say, if my whole concept of the situation
tums out te be correct end Julia's inspired ghost is really the motive

power beliind this peculiar r;mnnu-

Professors(afier a short silencet) It mey be, Alies, thet I ows you e
big, great, sweeping apology.

Alice 3 An apology? What for?

Professory For my skeptieism, my dreary lack of falth and imsginstion.
For 1 suppose you ere right, as usual. The waif in the uniform of the
U.S.Navy stranded on our shores is Julie's messenger. Once agein I have
unterrated the wisdom of the invisible end your intelligence, dear
WglUlster. lay you forgive me, my beloved LJu!I.ia. (e bows deeply tc the
marble bust.) I beg your perdon, Alice. (He embraces mnd kisses her
solemnly. )

Alices (smiling, with her erms around his necis ) And what sbout that
"surprising idee" concerning you snd we end cur belong ng topether?

Do you stlll believe it is e demonisc plot to ridicule, if nmot to ruin ust

(They etill stand embrecing each cther when kirs. Potter epreers in




the open door leading to the garden. Her wheeled cheir is grecefully
pushed by Fifi Lerue, who is dressed es & rococo page, with white
stockings, breeches of glossy setin, & ruff of fine old laces, end a
hendsomely powdered wig.)

krs. Potters Dear mel I'm so sorry...

Lerues (fluttering with amusement eand curiositys) Mon Professeur - Madamej
je suis navré. Quelle gaffel

Alices (lsughing:) What's ell the fuss about? I was just earrying out
an order received from our dear krs. Van Loyden. She wanted me, once again,
to kiss the Professor on her behelf.

Mrs. Potters Is that so? Of lete, she gives that order ver;frequently.
Professors Why, hasn't she the right to kiss me as often as she pleases?
She is my wife, efter all.

Mrs. Potter:s Who! Miss Alice Melllstert

Professor: No: lirs. Julis Ven Loyden.

Mrs. Potters But wasn't it Miss McUlster who....? Well, anyhow, let's
skip its You've got me 2ll mixed up. We may as well return to our Yoga
exercise - don't you agree, Fifi dear?! There is no handsome sailor - not
in this room, as fer as I can see.

Alices (very cheerful end nonchalants) Oh, that's what came for! The
handsome seilor — I see. How naughty of you, lrs. Potter! What will
Ferdinend say about your interest in uniformed young meles?

Mrs. Potter:s Thet's none of Ferdinand's business. Besides, he doesn't
care. My poor little Ferdie! I'm afreid he has never been mich of an
Othello. Why should he become jeslous now since he is dead and no longer

in a position te consummate our marriege?
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Pxfessor: You never can tell, dear woman. The lower spirits ere at
times given to jealousy as ere we fellible mortels.
krs. Potter: Very interesting. But the higher developed ones urge their

widowers to exchange kisses with other women.

(Ted & Toy rush in, from the garden = dressed in geudy pajemas;

all out of breath as if after a race.)
Toys I'm first! I've mde it!
Jeds How dare you? You're slow 1ike a snail - it's too pethetie for words.
But where is the sailor?
Toys (echoing his question, in the same voice, with the same accents )
But where is the sailoer?
Alice: Shaving, I suppose. He mey show up eny moment, though.
ProfessorsThere seems to be considersble excitement becsuse of that
poor stranded lad. The whole house duivers with expectetion.
Larues Veis, apres tout! Pensesz! Un merin neufragé, seuvé comme per
miracle! Quelle l;itt.e!l.n romentiquel
Professors (half-bantering, half-seriouss) I did not expect this pesce-
loving community to fell for hero worship.
Teds It's not that, Uncle Jemes. It's by no means his heroiem thet seems
attrective to us; it's rather hie uniform.

Larues (jubilatingi) C'est gal His uniforml

¥rs. Potters They are so becoming, those blue jeckets, aren't they?
Ioy: Ted enil have decided to peint a picture called "The Stranded
Sedlor." Very simple, strictly neturel istie, without the slightest
touch of Surrealism.

JTed: Of course, we might employ some good old Symbolist devices - say a
hendsome 1ittle propeller, just between his eyebrows; end, perhaps, a

few minieture mermeids fooling earound in his hair.




(Peter Breck and Prince Izor have meenwhile emtered the reom through

the glass door, accompanied by Princess Amma in & fentastic house

gown. )

Princess Annas (referring to Ted's lest remerks) Very cute, no doubt.

But where is your febulous model?

Professor: Well well well, it seems that our Yogi master is being deserted
by all his pupils this efternoon.

Princess Annat Kedorneth suggested himself e five-minute intermission as
nobody wes eble to concentwate. Dear me! I em not the kind of women to
stare at my own neval, with & boy from the Navy around.

Prince Igors The younz men must be widely treveled. It =y prove very
instructive to compere my impressions of the Arctic zZones with his
experiences. I em looking forward to & stimleting debete.

Professors And you, Peter, why do you desm the seilor boy more interesting
then Kedorneth's lesson?

Peter Breck:s As you mey remember, I have always had = penchent for the
formations of submerine life; to me, the ground of the see seems more
mysterious and fescineting then a jungle or thean one of our own Jungle-
like ecities. I guess that'es why I am feintly curious to heve e look at
our new visitors he comes from down there, from the depth.

Jeds It sounds like Verms emerging from the foem of the weves - doesn't
it, humming=-bird?

JToys Precisely. It may be appropriate to depict him in the pose of
Botticelli's Venus rieing from a shelf.

Larues Quelle idée superbel

Teds It couldn't be lovelier. Prixler's idee, I presumet

Toys Of course not. You just envy me my little intuition.
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Teds Butterfly! I wern youl Don't deny the obviocus, tangible truth.

The Venus gag 1s Prixler's febrication.

Toys Nasty insect you erel Wicked snake! morbid swindler! repulsive

hunckback! cepitalistl

Ted: Capitelist yourselfl
(While the Twine sre shouting et eech other, Marceline and Johmmy
enter the room without bein: noticed by them. Johnny, in his Nawvy
uniform, seems completely recoversd, except for s very slight
limping. Cne of his enkles is heavily bendaged. He wears colored,
fur-trimmed slippers.)

Profes:ors (clepping his hendss ) Childrenl! Please! Will you beheve your-

selfl Cen't you see, we're having & visitor...

Ted & Toys Visitor?! Tho?! Where? Vhy?...Ge! It's he — the seilor!

Johnnys (rether self-conscious snd embarrassed as he feels the gemsral

attention foous in his eppesrences ) Hello, folks. I'm sure gled to meet you.

Professors (very cordiesl, ae he shekee hends with him:) Welcoms in our

midst, young men. We ere overjoyed toc heve you. Providence has seved you
from perishing in the floods and guided you to our humble homs. I hope
thet you mey heve completely recuperected from the terrific shock?
Jdohnnys (flushed with embarresements) Yee Sir, thanks & lot, I am quite 0.K.
Professors Thet's good news, my boy, very good news indeed.

krs. Potter: Why don't you present your new friend to us, kr. Ven
Loyden? I suppose all of us would be gled to meet him.

Nercelines It's my feult, Mrs. Potter; I'm terribly sorry. Of course,

I should have introduced him to you and to Princess Frolevske. Well,
ledies and gentlemsn, this ie Johnny Vilkens, the only survivor ef mm
Americen submerine torpedoed in the Peeific. Johnny, I went you to meet

our friend, lrs. Caroline Fotter...




Mre. Potters (shaking hands with hims) ...from Kelemezoo.

Ysrcelinei ...the Prince end Princess Frolevske, from St.Petershurg...
Johnnys (whispers semething into her ear; whereupon:)

Yercelines (leughinglys) No, Prince is not e part of his nems. It's his
title, ell right - something like King or Excellency.

Johnnys Sounds kind of phony, though. Like in & movie, or something.
Princess Annss (helding his hends) Isn't he too cute for words? Whet nel-
vité! whet tonic innocence!

Larues Meis i1 est muperbel Clest un pleisir de le voir...

Johnnys What did you say just mow, your Excellency, or what your title is?
Marcelines He speaks Frenchs you wouldn't understand. Just tele = bew

and says "Comment allez-vous, cher ami?®

Johnnys I certeinly won't sey anything of the kind. It meens souething
bad, more than likely. You couldn't pull tricks on m,Merceline; I'm

& wise guy - see?

Lerues (in the midst of a generel guffews) Comme il est ravissant! I1
faut que je le presente & Wademe Pompadour...

Johnnys B'cause I kmows all thet monkeybusiness. Just e few weeks ago

@ girl in Honolulu tried to kid me too. Wented me to repeat to e gy what
she said to me in thet phony lenguage of hers - Chinese, or what the hell
it was. So I says to that guy, "Tohing orex muts, pi=po," or what the
hell she wanted me to say. And the next thing I know 4s thet I go down,
to the floor and swallow two of my teeth. Believe it or not, thet guy
knocked me down, just beceuse of that "Tehing erox muits," beceuse it means
something awful thet hes to do with his wife. Now nobedy won't fool me
agein = not me, no “irs no "Comm-ent elliz voux® with me. It mesns
probably something so filthy that the Excellency would faint, just beceuse

he ain't used to dirt.
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Lerust Le Pompadour sera onahanting elle adore des garpons comms $8...
Marcelines Evidently, John, you don't trust your old nursel I wonder,
why. You must have had a lot of bad experiences with your girl friends,
not only in Honelulu.

Johnnys Yeah, men: they're the seme, everywhere in the world.

Marcelines I hope, however, you won't mind too much being presented to
some other wicked femmles. This is Miss Alice MoUlster, whom you've met
before.

Alices He wouldn't remsmber that. All whet heppened between us, is that
I offered him a gless of orange juice when his tempersture was 104 or so.
But he refused th® drink - not very politely, either — end kept clamoring
for Marceline.

Marcelines What a behaviourl I'I*lhllld of you, John. Now, coms onl

= where ere yocur apologles?

Johnny: Well, Miss...I'm sorry...sure I am...But, on the othsr hand,

I s'ppose a guy gets kind of used to his nurse, after a while...

V¥re. Potter:i Especianlly if the nurse happens to be as attractive as our
dear lirs. Martock.

Johnnys (presently disconcerted:) Who is Mrs. Martock?

krs. Potters (with & shrill little lsughters:) He doesn't even know her
name! That's fumny, isn't it?

Johnnys (to Merceline, in en uminau-iy lowered voice:) Are you Mrs.
Martock?

Mercelimes Didn't I tell you that? ky husband wes drowned last yeear.
Johnnys ( with & relieved sighs) Oh, he was drownsd ~ was he? That's too
bed, for him.

Profeasors To conclude the teddous business of introduction: This is my
friend Peter Brack, the well-known English novelist and untiring seeker

of truth...




Johnnys It'e sure & greet pleasure, Sir.

Professors ...and these two youngsters sre cur "enfents terribles",
Ted end Toy.

Johnnys Wilkene my neme. What'e yours?

Teds Theodor....

Toys (with an enxious little yells) Don't tell him, nightingelel He
might be one of Dad's fiendish agentsl!

Johnnys Thank you, Miss. Thet's the first time lau.ﬁody takes me for
something so interesting.

Teds iy poor little dister suffers from a virulent persecution menia.
Toys Whet an effronteryl Don't we have cogent reasons to be vigilent
and discreet?! (To Johnny, apologeticellys) We ren away from home. Cur
fether happens to be insane. He hates us. An armament industriejist in
Pitteburgh = imeginel Needless to say, he is as vulzar as he could be.
Johnnys An industrislist? Sounds like & lot of dough.

Teds He is shookingly wealthy. A swine. licst obnoxious.

Johnnys Ie he thet tight? Or why are you med at hin?

Toys Tight? On the contrary, he tried to corrupt us with his filthy
cash. But we wouldn't touch it.

Teds Toy end I prefer to be penniless.

Toys That's right. We would starve, rather then...

(Kedorneth appears in the open gless door to the left - silent and
me jeatic as ever. He claps his hends three times = not very loud
but most expressively.)
Johnnys (to Kedornath - rather politely at firet:) How do you do, Sir?
(As he receives no answer, raising his voice = 1ittle:) How do you do,
84r? How sre you, Mshareia?...Vhat'!s wrong with you, men? Are you deef-

mute, or somethingl
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Mercelines (rather irriteted:) Johnnyl Plesse!

Professors This gentlemen - our friend Ked-rnsth, from Indie - is unier
a r;w of silence not to pronounce & word as long as his mtive country
is under the British yoke.

Johnngs Why doesn't he say so, in the first plece? (Noticing his mieteke,
increesingly embarressed:) Or rather...l mean, why does he stere et me,
as if I had done something wrong to Indie?

Professors lester Kedorneth, incidentally, is one of the outstand ing
Yogis in our time.

Johnnys One of the outstending - what?

liarceline; ‘'ever mind. I'm afraid it would teke & little bit teos long,
to explain to you what Yoge mesns.

Professors But he might learn some of the fundamental exercisss, which

would be certainly & wholesomw thing to do - both for his broken ankle
end psychologicel equilibrium,

Alices That's & brillient ides. Why don't you people run down to the
beach with him? I'm sure he will enjoy watching your gymmastics.
Princess Annes Meybe he could even join in our evening meditetion.
Lerues Il e 1'eir d'un petit philosophe, #'est-ce pas?

Johnnys (to Vercelinss) Did he sey something dirty sgein?

Eerceline: On the contrary, they all went you to go down to the beach
with them. }

Johnnys Thet sounds sure pretty dirty. But it's O.K. with me, &s long
as you come along.

Yercelines I'll be with you in e few minutes, John. Just give me time to

talk over a few urgent things with Professor Van Loyden.

Johnnys O.K., I'11 weit for you here.




Meroe linet Not here, dearl Please, be remsonsble! ¥hy don't you go with
my friends? I'11 follow you es soon as I can manage.

Johnnys No Sir, I won't go with nobedy. I'll be waiting here until

you 1s through.

Mra. Potters Well well well, I must say, young men, you sre not very
gellent. Is there no women whose coupeny you can bear, except krs.
Mertock? Of course, I am just m poor old cripple; but look at Princess
Anne or et Miss Toy. Aren't they fairly sttrective, in the own way?
4&knnys (without looking at thems) Beeutiful. But I deesn't want to go
to the beech with nobody.

Princess innas Not even if I promise you & nice drink, down there? (She
produces & bottle end brandishes it temptingly under his nose.)

Johnnys Fency stuff - huh? Imported bremdy, or something? Thenks e lot.
A shot of gin or Rye is good enough for me.

ilarcelines Now, don't be tiresome! You see, Vaster Kedomsath is elreedy
getting impatient...

Kadomaths (claps his hands three tims, then turns around end strides
siowly away)

Mrs. Potters Well, es fer as I em concerned, I don't feel like being
cheated out of my evening meditstion by this cepricicus young men. (She
begins to roll toward the open glees door.)

Lerues (tripping behind hers) Permettez, Mademe... (e pushes the vheeled

cheir into the gerden.)
Mrs. Potter: How sweet of you, dear Fifil Fortunately, there still ere
e few cevaliers of the good old echoocl...(She end Lerue, exit.)

Prineess Anna: (follows them - brandishing the bottle toward Johmnys)

I'11 be seeing you. And, don't forget, handsome sailors it's orted|

(Exit.)
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Prince Igors (puts his em around Johnny's shoulder; in & peternel,
resssuring bassi) Don't pey eny sttention to her, young vanl We may have
a serious talk together. By the way, have you ever been in Greenland?
Johnnyt No, Sir. fave you?

Prince Igors Why, of course, I go there every night. It's very easy, you
see. I just contaect my old friend, the explorer Iven Ivanovitch, who
heppens to be very sensible to my telepsthic vibrations...(He leads
Johnny, with gentle forse, through the gless door, into the gerden.)
Johnnys ( i meking desperate signs to Marceline, behind Prince Igor's
back. )

Marcelines (leughings) Thet serves you right. Now you just have to be

2 nice boy and listen to His Highness for a while ... Den't cry, Johmny,
desr! I'11 rescue you before long.

Teds (gezing efter Johmny, who graduelly disappears in the beckgrounds)
Meybe my first intuition wes right and a2 smell propeller, just between
his eyebrows, would be the most pertinent imspge, after all... ( He

follows Johnny end the Prince. Exit, with Toy and Peter Brack.)

Alices Good Lordl Whet s difficult ladl It will be duite a job to
make a gentleman of him, iarceline. I admire your courage.

liarcelines Why do you take it for gremted that I am interested in hie
education? 2

Alices fecsuse it would be too silly, to save & fellow's life snd then
let him remain a savage.

Marcelines I didn't seve Jolmny's life, in the first place...

Alices leybe not. He just would have died without you.

larcelines You have s way of drametizing thingsj..

Alices You'll tell me thet later. Serry I have to fly. Lots of werk in

the kitchen. To be medium end housekeeper at Professor Van Loyden's
seems to be slmost too much for e nmervous individuel... (Exit.)




Marcelinet Do you believe that too, Frofessort?

Professor: Whet do you mean, my child?

Marcelines Thet I am so deeply interested in Johmny; end that I've saved
his life and, therefore, am responsible for his educetion.

Professors Yes, my child, I believe indeed thet you ere deeply interested
in him.

Vercelines It slmost sounds as if... Tell me frenkly, Mr. Ven Loydenl
You don't mean to sugzest that I em in love with that puerile little
brute?

Professor: All I know is that the puerile little brute is medly in love
with you.

Varcel ine: If so, it wonlt lsst long. A child ie not capable of real
passion.

Professort But even & child - or rather, a naive, sensusl humsn being -
may serve &s &an instrument to the pessionate lovers over thems, in the
other world.

Marceline: (efter & lons silencet) I knew it. Tes. I knew it 211 elong.
Edwverd sent him to me. But why? (As if with & sudden dismsy, clasping
one of the Profeszor's armes ) Why,Professor Ven Loyden?! Cen you explein
it to me?

Professor: No, my child. I cen't. At times, the motives and the me thods
of the spirit world are beyond our comprehension.

larceline: (still elinging to him:) I em efrsid, Professor... I am so
afraid...

Professors (wit: strength and cordielity:) Fear notl! The invisible went
your bast.

Marceline: I am not so sure of that. Keybe Edward still is angry at me.




He might heve sent Johmny in order to tempt me snd toc test my feithe
fulness. He 1s very sttractive, you kmowj..

Professor: Who is attractive?! Johnny or your husband?

Marceline: Johnny. He is attractive like an eanimal - erretic, unpredie-
table, by tums gentle end violent: rather wonderful sltogether.
Professors Are you quite sure, Serceline, that you ere not in love?
Marcelines There is but one men I love end to whom I belong for ever.
ProfessorsWhat is it, then, that frightems snd upsets you?

Marcelines I don't Imow...It's something vegue and very sinister...

It's not & fear - just & dark, indistinct feeling, = nemsless appre-
hension... I think that John is Edwerd's messenger, but I can't grasp
his message. I wonder if it is e friendly one. I em afrasid it isn't.
(With a new outburst of feari) Oh, Professor! Help mel Send him awayl
Liberate me from hie cherm, his rudensss, his unbearable presencel

This terrible ssilor is going to drive me med...

ProfessorsYou don't meen what you sey. Why do you lie to me, Narceline?
Why do you lie to yourself?

Marcelines Believe mel! Pleese! I went to get rid of him. It's painful

to have him around. He is clumsy, inerticulate = irritating beyond werds.
There is something beastly in his .ytn;lin his voice, in his offensive
caresses. Besides... (Her voice felters.)

Professor: Desides...?

larcelinesHe reminds me of the boy who was dromed with Hdwerd. The

one I wanted to seve end vho murdered my husbend. The one to whom Ed-
ward's hetred of me is due. It's not that Johnny looks ectuslly like him.
Yet I first mistook him for the other lad. There is an effinity, a myster—

ious resemblence = most intriguing and most ominous...




Professors (es if talking to himself:) All this mey be part of her benign,
if enigmetic, scheme. (He tnkes larceline's hend and leads her solemnly
to the marble busts) liarcelins, my child! Ones egain I besesch yous

feer notl It is Julis herself who hes plenned and erranged Johnny's
perturbing visit. If he is = messenger - as I believe him to be - she
has selected him in her infinite love and wisdom. Don't you nn-mhﬂ:
whet she promised me and what I promised you, on my wife's behelf?

Edwerd will naterislize. You will see him agein. His own voice will
essure you that you are forgiven. Johnny's ectoplesm has besen chosen

by the invieible. It ie to be the mentle, nay, the body in which your
hushand will appear to you.

Vsrcelines (overwhelmed:) Is thet true? reelly, certeinly true? De you
lmow that, Professor Van Loyden? It seems almost too besutiful...
Professors Too besutiful? No, my child. It's Julie's last gesture = her
ferewell gift to us, so to epeak - before she soars to even higher plenes
inaccessible to us mortals,

Vercelines I ought to have thought of it... Yes, of course, Johnny must
heve msdiumistic potentialities. All thie odd talk about his mother...
Erofessors Is his mother on the other side? Is he in contact with her?
Marcelines That is whet I gathered...

Professors There you ere! Nok doubt, his ectoplastic emsnetion is un~
usuelly vigorous. He'll succeed effortlessly in producingz the apoesrition.
I em looking forwerd with considersble plessure to meetins your deer
husband at the séence tonight. :

Marceline: Of course, Johnny's fever wes high when he told me thet his

late mother is in the hebit of paying visite to him.




Professors The fect thet he wes gravely 111, not fer from dyingz himself,
is but en edditionel proof for the truthfuyness of his etory. I em positive
everything will work out nicely.
kareslines Alreedy tonight? I wonder...
Professors Why nct? If his surs is sttractivs encugh...
Zercelines Meybe it is. I figure his ectoplasam must have a selty flevour
= rather tonic and stimleting. Edward may fall for thet. He was always
fond of the see... "I have three loves," he'd sey to me, "the sea, music
end yous.." It seems that Johnny sheres at lesst two of these tastes with
him. As for the third one, msiec...
Professor; (peering into the gerden:) There he comes. Look &t him!
His geit is o8 msical as could be. How rhythmicelly he moves! And now
he begins to whistle. Listenl The Bohemian lelody...
( The sound of the whistling comes nesrer, but Johnny is yet in=

visible to the eudience.)
Frofesser: I'm off. Good luck to you, knrmlin;l
¥ercelines Do you think I should tell him, right now...?
Professors Neturally. The sconer the better. He'll be tickled to death.

See you leter, gld- (Exit.)

(Johnny enters from the left, still whistling the Slaviec tune.

He stope mas he sees !arceline.)
la=celines Hello, strenger! Everything 0.K.?
Johnnys (frome et her, shruge his shoulders, meinteins a sullen silence.)
Marcelines What's wrong with you, Mr. Wilkens?! Suddenly deaf-mute, or
something? - Oh, I know what it is! You try to imitate the Mmster Yogi,
Kedomath. Probebly think you'll become as wise es he, if only you

keep your mouth shot.
Johnnys To hell with that phony Indien.

-




liercelines Poor Johnnyl You don't seen in e very happy mood.

Johnnys I'm med st you, that'as all.

parcelines And why, if I may esk?

Johnnys To let me elones with thet bunch of idiots! A nice thing to do,
I miet mayl

ercelines You are very herd on Frofessor Van Loyden's friends.
Johnnys Aren't they your friends toc}

Ydarcelinet Not really. That is to say, I think them sll delightful;
but I don't know them wall.

Johnnys Good for you. Whet kind of & place is this here, enyhow? A
nuthouse? or a hotel?! or what?

Marcelines All of us here, in the Vills Pacific, are the gussts of the
great humenitarian and philosopher, Professor Jemes Ven Loyden, winner
of the Nobel Pesce Frize, suthor of such outstend ing works as "Unknown
Continents of the Soul," "Seeking the Inner Yan",....

Johnnys Hold it! That's enough. I doesn't understend them phony biz
words, anyhow. Are you tryinz to tell me that the old sucker supports
the whole damned crowd?

Mercelines That's what he does, very generously. Of course, most of his
house guests ere et the sexe time his collaborators, in one wey or
enother. e is interested in our sorrows end experiences. By helpinz us,
he hopes to profit somethingz for his own work.

Johanys In other words, he sin't thet generous, really.

Nercelines Oh yes, he is, too. Look at whet he's doing for those two
hysterical little runeways, Ted snd Toy, the Twins...

Johnnys Now, don't say nothing nice about those twol they're the worst




of the lot. Especielly the boy: he's the meanest sissy I've ever seen.
Mercelines Did you have & row with poor little Ted? How very foolish

of youl

Johnnys A row? le? With him? No Sir. I just told him e few thinge -
that's all.

Karcelinei Not very flesttering things, I presume?

Johnnys Well, what do you think of a guy who ecslls himself & con=scien=
tious objective! First I didn't even know whet he was telking about,
but then I got the ideas he is agesinst the wer. Mind youl He just doesn't
believe in itl Tries to be smerter then the President of the United
States. What a nervel To go sround and tell people that it's e sin

to fight, end everybody should become a conceited objective, or what the
hell it 1ia.

larcelines A conscientious objector. That's a fellow who objects to ell
wars, for the seke of his conscience.

Johnnys Does thet mean & guy who does his duty don't have no consciencet?
Just because some liiss Prixler says we q%:uldn‘t fight? I don't give a
desn if thet old beg is = pecifists she is deed, they tell me, and the
dead have no right to bother us nowore., Why don't they mind their own
business?

larcelines (after s brief pauses) 5o they talked to you about their late
govermess. Did they mention Mrs. Ven Loyden toof

Johnnys Is her firet neme Julie?! Yesh, I hed to listen to plenty of
storiss about her. She's mighty conscientious too, so it seems. Strictly
opposed to an American victory. To heél with her - that's where she is
enyhow, I suppose...

Yarcelines ( as if telking to herselfs) It's curious, reslly, if ome

comes %o think of it ¢ how unanimcusly ocur friends on the other side




disspprove of war, under all circunstances. I wonder if Edward may have
real ly adapted his views to those of the other spirits.

Johmnys (with _'riole.ﬁ.t. indignations ) Spirits! epirits! That's 2ll you keep
thinking of. You're ell nuts, with your spirit~talk. There's something
wrong with this whole damned Ville Pecific. kust be bewitched, or some-
thing. Yhy do you stay here, Merceline? Why don't we beat it, together?
¥arcelineiTogether? I don't understand...

Johunys Yes, you do, too! Now, don't try to fool me, Marcyl You knows
perfectly well that I'm cresy about youe... Crezy I sm...sll crezy sbout
yotlees Yorne.. (He tries to embrece and to kiss her.)

Wercelines(shaking him off, rether angrys) Dem't do thst! Stop it, Johmny!
ves Thet's better. And don't you try it egeinf

Johnnys Of course I'll try it egein - not once but ten times or hundred
tiress as long es it's necessary. I must heve you, Merey = don't you
understend? I just went you = thet's all; and I mostly get whet I want.
Vercelines You sre very self-assured, herdsome sailor, But I amafraid
you'll bs diseppointed, in my perticulsr cease. Don't forget, I am a
rerried womsn.

Johnnys Why do you sey that when I heppen to know thet it ain't so?

Your man is deads thet's what you told me yourself.

Ysrcelines But I still em his wife, I stil] love him, still belong to
him,

Johnnys You still love him? Nuts. Who would love a dead guy?! He hes
nothing tc offer; he don't even went your love. The desd don't core = see ?
They don't give s demn whether we love them or mot: to them, it's all

the eeme. Kind of snooty and chilly = that's the way they are.

Mercelines (suddenly very serious, fixing her eyes on hims) How do you

know that, John?




Johnnys ( nonplussed, blushing:) Whet's the difference! I doesn't know
e thing., It's ell guesswork - ses! Nobody really lmows mothing sbout
the desd. How could & living guy kmow what e dead guy has in mind? The
dead guy wouldn't tell him...

¥arcelines (still piercing him with her eyess) But s desd mothe r might
tell him.

Johanys (increesingly embarresseds ) A deed mother? Whet are you talking
about?

Usrcelines Wow it'e you, brother, who tries to lie - end rether clumsily,
too. Do you think I didn't hear you when you cdemored for her, the day
you were slmost dying?

Johnnys So I clamored for Mimme - did I But she didn't come. Or did
You see & ghost walking sbout in my roomt

Mercelines No, I didn't. But I kmnow you did. I hesrd you greet her -
you were very pleesed. "Helle, U¥a," you said - with your fece ell flushed
end beeming with joy. "Good to see you again." That's what you seid =
"Good to see you sgmin." So it wasn't the first time sie peid = visit
to you.

Johnnys Think you're mighty smart - huh?

larcelines Why don't you snsver ms, John? Why don't you give me the lie?
Did you see your mother? Yes or not

Johnnys And if I did - so whet?

Yercelines So she sppesred when you called for her, in your mguish?
That's 2ll I wanted to know.

Johnny: Whet's so exciting about 1t? Why shouldn't & mother look after

her boy, once in a while, even when she heppens to be an angel?




Mereslimes Did your mother tell you that ehe is now an engel?

Johmnys Why, I teke it for grented, after sll thet eleving and Church=
going she's dne, s long she was dom here., Besides, I could see her
wings. Fine, golden wings = not real big, but more hemlsome then anything
you've ever laid your eyes on.

Marcelimes When did you see her the first time?

Johnnys Let's see... Thet must have besn sbout a couple of years Bgo.
Just be fore I enlisted. In fact, I did join the Navy becmuse Lamme wanted
me to.

Nercel ines Did she tell you so?! Why! For eny perticuler reasont

Johmys Well, it's just that I didn't heve no job, et the time, and was
henging out with & bunch of guyes thet did sll kinds of wrong things.

8o Mémme, of course, wes worried:; I could ses thet, the way she looked
at me end kept shaking her head. That's whet she always does when she
worries: just keeps cduiet, shakes her head, and gives me that curiocus
look.

Yarceline: Wes it night when she called on youl

Johmys Two o'clock in the morminz. I were sound ssleep. 30 Meume coues
down 'from heeven, and says, Hello, Johmny! says she = just in her nstural
voice, the way she slways telked, not chenged st all = her voice and her
face, 8ll unchanged. I could see the wrinkles around her mouth, and her
false teeth, and her Sund.y dress —= the nice black one shs wes buried

in. I could see her hends = kind of red end swollen, b'csuse she hed to
do so much washing efter Fether's death, with ny sister belng so dammed
tight, end me being so damned lazy. So Me hsd to meke & living, see?

And her hemds show it, too. S0 I see g1l them things = her heir, and her
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wings, end her hends ... And I even kiss her hands = just like that...
(He kisses !srceline's hendsj; then, very softly:) Your hands ere just
like hers. Funny I heven't noticed thet before. Just the sams hends. Fumy.
Varcel ines Never mind my hands; they're hideous, enyway. Just go on with
your atory! So she seid, Hello, eand you .anr her wings end her fece.

And whet hsppened then? Was there snyone else with you in the room?
Johumy: Yesh, there wes, naturally. I doesn't like to sleep elone, you
know. So there wes Catherine.

iarcelines Who is Cethe rine?

Johrnys Nothing mich. Just some girl I was living with, et the time.
Mereslines (slightly perturbed:) Where ie that Catherine now?

Johnny: How should I know? I don't give a demn where she is. Bed enough
she wes in my bed when Uémme ceme down from heaven. Pirt © trged te
hide Catherine under my cover, but you couldn't fool Mas she'd seen her
alreedy. "Never mind," she says, "I'm an angel now, it's all the same
to me, you can heve all the girls you're able to teke care of." Sounds
kind of funmny, doesn't it? Them angels must be kind of herd-boiled, in
their own wey; kind of cynicel. Is "coynicel" the right word?

Marcelines Yes, I supnose "eynical® is all right.

Johnnys Well, enyhow, Médmme says they have different ideas, up there in
heaven, sbout whet's good end what's evil. There are duite s few thinge
- she seyes - that we folke down here might think fine, but them angels
are different: they don't think them so hot. And that goes for dirty
things too, just the other way round.

ksrcelines Did your girl also see the apparition?

Johnnys The appe~-ri-tion? If thet means M@mme = no. Cat just went on
snorings she snores like hell, you knows that's why I couldn't stand her.

iarcelines So what did yvour mother sey?




Johnnys Nothing mich; juet that I mist join the Nevy. "Or else," she
says, "you'll get yourself into a lot of troubles. It's sure none of my
business," she seys. "As far as me is concerned, you might es well meke
a msss of your life, and go to jeil, or somthing. I shouldn't even warn
you, good-for-nothinz you ere. It'es just thet I still love you = not

the way you mortel folkes love each other but in my heavenly way. That's
why I bother cominz down to your filthy earth and sdvise you to join the
Nevy. That's all, son," Vdmme seys - moving her wings, kind of furicusly.
Then she flies off, leaving e trail of light behind like one of them
shooting stars.

Mercelinaes You ssel I am not mistalen: they still love us, on the other
side. Love is stronger then death. Oh Johmy! you must help me to eome in
touch with Edwardl I know he will eppear when you call him, I em sure
you cen do it, Johnl

Johnnys (stering at her, eghests) What's that you've said, just now? Whet
do you went me to do?

Yarcelines ( very urgently:s) I want you to cell for Edward - just es &
favour to me. It's terribly importent - see? Edward is med et me because
I've saved my life when he sacrificed his, for the sake of o strsnger.
So, of course, he is pretty angry. I must reconcile him, or else I'll
lose my mind.

Johnnys ( utterly shocked, almost horrifieds) I worder if you still have
it. Aren't you mats slready? Let's get out of here, Mercelinel

Vercelimet (furiously agitated:s ) That's enough now! I don't went your
edvices it's your help I'm efter. Do you refuse to do me this little
favour? |

Johnny: I most certainly do.

iercelines A fine fellew you are, I must seyl Do you forget what I've
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done for you?! You'd be deed, hendsom® seailor, if it were not for me.
I've picked you up, in this room, from this floor, when you were bleeding
an_g] groming = three-quarters dead with fever end thirst and exhesustion.
Who hes been mursing you, day end mnight, for a week? Who hes been sitting
at your bed = singing, talking, kissing you to sleep?! I've taken csre of
you, sailor, as if I were your mother, or your sister, or your wife.
Johnnys (in an ominously lowered voice:) And way hes you done all this
for & lousy bum like me?

Harceline: Because I knew = I felt from the beginning that you are
capable of doing me that favour — the only one I care for.

Johnnyt And thet fevour is...

Farceline: You've heerd me the first time. I want you - I implore you

to evoke Edward's ghost.

Johmys (after & greve, stons-like silence:) I've never been so inmulted
in my whole life.

larcelines (with a bitter, hysterical lsughter:) You have never bsen

g0 insulted? Thet's & good onel He ha ha | Touchy = aren't you?! Mighty
delicete, I must say! Never so insulted! Thet's really too much!

Johmys Skip it. I sure thought you'd more sense then that.

Marcelires And I sure didn't think you so mean end selfish, so cowardly
and ungrateful. -

Johnnys liean end selfish - that's what you think of me?! 0.K., ire. -
whet's the neme? = Mrs. Mertock. You can think whetever you went to =
see? It don't mekes no difference to me. I'm through with you - see?

(Re 1= on the point of leeving.)

Marcelines (with en anxious outeryt) Johmmyl Don't go nowl Flesse,

don't gol
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Johnnys Why shouldn't I, Mrs. Mertock? Aren't you rather pleased to get
rid of such an ungrateful coward?

larceline: I am sorry, John = I really am: believe mel I apologize for
having lost my temper. I certeinly didn't mean those nesty things I've said.
Johnnyt Bu I meent whet I seid, “ercy. I'am through, end thmt's that.
Jereelines But why? I don't see eny reason... Why dm’t you want to call
my husbend for mef

Johnnys Beceuse I cen't, in the first place. I ain't no sorcerer. I
doesn't know nothing sbout megic end such as thet.

darcelines What's wrong with trying?

Johnnys And even if I could, I know it wouldn't be right. Hother hes
told me so, and she knows what she's talking sbout. It's & mortsl sin

to fool sround with them spirits - a mortal sins do you realize what that
meens? It mesna thet the Lord will never forgive you for it - newers not
in 2 billion years.

ilarcelines UMy God is 2 God of Love. ﬂa forgives for all transgressions
that have been committed for the sakes of love.

Johnnys Mother says that ain't so. Not when it comes to fooling eround
with ghosts.

Hercelines But didn't she meterislize herself? Didn't she come to see you?
JohnnyiThat's e different storys I didn't cell for her - see!

darcelines You did call for her, toos I've heard it myself.

Johnny: Yesh, when I wes high with fever...

¥arcelines You have &n answer for everything = haven't you?

Johnnvi And you have snother question for every snswer of mine.
vercelines Don't I have the right to esk e few questions et least, when
you charge ms with so awful things? After ell, o mortel sin is a terribly

serious metter...
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Johnnys I don't give o damn - don't you know that, sdercy? I wouldn't
cere if the Lord is med et m», for ten billion years, or longer. Even
with ¥dmme I'd take & chence, if it wes for your seke - neturslly I
would. I'm crazy sbout you = didn't I tell you so?

dercelines But if you are not afreid, why don't you try it,thent

gohnnys B'cause I'm in love with you, young women = don't you get the
poi-:t'.'r Why on earth should I go out of my way to get you enother man =
ghost or no ghost: what's the difference? = since I want to be your =men
myself s I, John T. Wilken; of the U.5.Navy.

WMercelines Oh, I see...

Johnnys Took you pretty long = e simple thing like thet. Do you understand
now why I am insulted? .

Mercelines It's so sed... so middled... Do you really believe I just
meant to use, to exploit you?

Johnny: Isn't thet exsctly whet you tried to do?

Marcoline: I don't know...You're not quite wrong, perheps... Oh,Johnny!
(She tries to get hold of his hand.)

Johnnys (withdrewings) Cut it out. I knov whet youbre after. And now,
I'd better beet it, before it becomes cuite derk. So long, Marcy. Leok
after yourself.

Mercelinet It's terrible to let you go like thet... Whet can I do to
maks you chenge your mind?

Johinays (from the door to the right; not rudely but in a dry, #atter-
of-fact ways) It's simple enough - & bargein. I'11 try to contset your
guy, over there, on the other sides if you promise me...

Marcelimes ...%het?

Johmnys Whet the hell do you expect? I want you to go to bed with me When
I have got for you what you're yelling for. That's my price. Think it

over. (Exit.)
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Merceline: (left slone, flings herself into en ermecheir - convulsed with
nervous sobli. She still is in this pitiful state when Alice enters from
the right - earrying & bunch of flowers.)

Alices My Goodness! Mercelinel What's the metter, child? Won't you tell
me whet happensd?

Mercelines (shakes violently her head - covering her face with her hends.

Runs to the door. Exit.)

Alices (shrugs her shoulders, then begins to busy herself with arranging
the flowers on the pedestal of Julie's bust.)
(Durinre the last mimutes the sc¢ense hes rapidly derkened. There is
an eerie twilight when Kedorneth enters = noiselessly, from the
garden. )
Kadorneths ( speekins with e feintly GCerman accent; in & sherp, pene-
trating whispers) All clesr? Nobody eround?
Alices My Lord! You've frightened me... I didn't hear you coming.
Eedornsthi Are you surs nobody listens?
Alices I suppose so. They're all upstairs.
Kedornaths (with s sneers) Meditsting before the sdance? That's what I
told them to do when I broke off the lesson. Uff! If only i'd never have
to hear the word "Yoge" sgein. One has to take quite a bit, for the
seke of the Fathe rland.
Alice: Whet are you up to, Herbert?
Kedornaths I just meent to ssk you the seme question, dear. Thet's vhat
I ceme for, incidentally.
Alices To find out whet I'm up to? Thet's all you worry about?
Kadogneths Did I say I am worried? It's rather you who seem somwhat

out of belance.
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Alices Well, I cen remssure youe..

Kedometh: I don't want to be ressmired. I want to know whet's cooking.
Alices Reslly, I don' t have the Paintest idee what you're talking ebout.
Kedormnsaths Is that so? Well, in this case, it will be my pleasure to
enlighten you. I don't like your new strategy in dealing with Professor
Vean Loyden end his defunct old lady. Whet's the idee behind your clever
scheme? Why do you send poor Julias up to some higher plens? Just to remove
her from Ven Loyden's life? Do you intend to spirit away s spirit?
Alices And if so -~ what's so wrong with it? Frankly, Herbert, I am
pretty mich fed up with theat whole Julie nonsenss. The cult of her gets
gredwelly on my nerves.

Kedorneths No wonler, under the circumstances.

Alices Would you kindly explein to me, Herr Beron von and zu Hiefenbach,
what circumetences you mean?

Kedeorneths I mesn your baroque ceprice to fall in love with thet senile
"Untermensch®, Professor Jsmes Ven Loyden.

Alices (for one moment petrified with surprise; them, in a trembling
voices ) What on earth mekes you think....?

EKedorneths (interrupts her, rether gruffly:) Do you deny ycu love him?
Alices Why, Herbert - love is such ahbig, ambipuous word. It ceny mean
g0 meny different things...

Kedornsthi You sdmit it, them?

Alices I feel sorry for him, that's true. It's no fim to fool & fellow
who is so good-natured end so credulous. I hete to sbuse his confidences
it mekes me fes]l pretty low. Besides, I don't think it wise to carry
this geme too fer. He might be become suspiclous, in the long mn. If
we let Julia dillpp:ar now, he'll never doubt in the future that she

actually spoke to him - using me es her mouthpiece.
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Kedormeths The point of the metter is thet you sre sick and tired of
being her mouthpiece. Right?

Alices As I told you before — yes s I am disgusted with the whole sordid
triclesry.

Kadornaths Whet yo: choose to call a "sordid trickery" heppens to be one
of the most Ingenious propegandistic schemes ever conceived by my boases.
“But I do not expect you to appreciate true statesmanship. All I went is
that you do your job = nestly and punctually, without grumbling and
eritieizing. And don't you try to play the sensitive morslist! Don't

we know esch other too long and too intimately for such clumsy gags?
After all, it's your profession, desr, to bamboozle old suckers like
Professor James Ven Loyden.

Alices You hardly meed to remind me of my cheepness end crookedness.
Fhat you seem to forzet, however, is, that I was not elways that base.
Don't you remember, lierbert, that I used to be & real wedium, en authen—
tic clairvoyant, before you corrupted me?

Kedormath: I ecorrupted you? That's & good one.

Alices I ey heve been Quite & mess, at the time when you picked me up;
but there wes one thing at lesst I had not yet prostituted: my medium-
istie vocation.

Kadomeths It's remarksble, though, how quieckly you've caught up.

Your mediumistic vocationd functions as nicely now zs did your wonmanly
charm, in the good old, distent days.

Alices It no longer functions et all:s you know that. I em throughes a
mediun. I've been cheating for too long 2 time. iy spirit friende hawe

withdrewn from me altogether,




Kedorneths That's too bad. Heppily, we still have our Chinks. They've
dons & neat job, on the whole. But their last show was lousy. That's one
of the things I meent to discuss with you. The Boss is dissatisfied.
Alice: He is mighty exacting, thet febulous Boss of yours.

Kedornath: He most certeinly is. Besides, he 1s your boss 2s well as mine.
Alices If so, why em I not permitted the great man's new end his where-
abouts?

Kedorneths Tha t's the way we wark. Must I explein to you, once egain,
the besic rules of aur'hieurchy'r Discretion end discipline are the
fundementels on which our orgenization rests. There slways is enother boss
invieibly behind and sbove the ors from whom you receive your orders. The
whole set-up elimaxes in the glorious person of the supreme Boss, the
Bosa of sll Bosses, the Super-Boss, the Flihrer.

Blices I heve nothing to do with your God-like super-Boss. Fortunstely,
he ie far eway, in e foreign end savege country.

Kadomsths It heppere to be the lend from where you obtain your dough

= you end your dreamy Professor.

Alice: Don't spesk so loud! Imeginel - if he heard you...

Kedornaths I'd love to see the goofy face he'll meke when he finds out
at lest to whom he owes the luxury of his life.

Alices He must never know! Under no cirecumstancesl

Kedomeths The old fool is certainly good et fooling himself. Does he
really believe the royvejties from his books are sufficient to keep this
circus here mn?

Alices He ie just & child = money meens nothing to hiwm.

Kedornaths But he knows how to spend it, ell right. Your sterry-eyed
ideslist end his Ville Pecifié cost my Government Guite & bit of cash.

It's only faiw, therefore, that we fulfil our part of the contract.
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Alice: Isn't thet exactly whet I try to do? And so fer I haven't done

bhadly. After sll, Ven Loyden is not en emonymous little scribbler.
Whatever he says carriss weight, is discusced all over the country.
Even now hie pecifiet proclemetlions ere very valusble, from the view-
point of your Government. And ss for his forthcoming book = his end
Julia's, I mean = it cemnot but stir a sensation.

Keadornaths It ought to be out by now. The ¢ld men should already be on
his lecture tour - telling American boys whet & mistake 1t 1s, seen
from a cosmic angle, to oppose Hezism. The longer the War goes on,

the more difficult it will be io influence public opinion.

Alicet I mey be eble to speed up the composition of the concluding chapters,
if...

Kadorneths If - what? Hew conditionst

Alices (with e somewhat forced nonchalances) Nothing serious - justi @
bagatelle; & little favour I meant to ask you...

Kadornaths Skip the intreduction! Hew much do you want?

Alices Silly! Whet on eerth should I spend money for?

Kedornaths For cocaine, perheps. It's pretty expensive now, if I am not
mi steken.

Alices But you know that I've practicelly stopped taking it.

Kedornaths Maybe "practiecally®, but not resally. Besides, I don't give
a demn. Now, whet is your bagetelle?

Alices A divorce, derlings that's all.

Kedornath: (gleciely Thet sin't funny.

Alices It ien't supposed to be. But, funny or not, don't you agree that
it is about time to annul our fapcical merriape?

Kedornath: it mey be & farce to you; to me, it meens something different.




- 7% -

But thst is beside the point. Whet I'd like to know is, why you wish
suddenly to get rid of me. Do you hate me that much?

Alice:s Why, derling, you don't expect me to be in love with you, at this
point. And as for our mtrﬁ;:ial life, it hes never beer vhet I would
call & romsnce = or has it? So why shouldn't we break it of'f, since it
seems mors convenient?

Kedomaths lore convénient to you. As far es I am concermsd, I consider
myself very hepnily married.

Alices Temserl

Kadornaths Leugh et me, if it emuses youl I know thet our Germen ideslism
seens ridicubus to you Americene. My conception of mrrisge may be ex—
tremely old=feshioned. But that's the wey I amj I'1]1 never zet uced tdd
the eyniciam of our anarchic time.

Alices You're telling ms, Herr Beron! A gentleman in the grend old style =
that'es whet are, st bottom. I aporeciate your principles. But now, let

us talk turkey. Do I get e divorce?

Kadomeaths Of course not. Why should I let you gof

Alices Becsuse you could not hold me egrinst my will.

Kedorneths Couldn't I7 I worder.

Alice: Besides, why should we quarrel? liy proposition is reasonsble

enough. ];F:,rm ere generous end grent mé a divorce, I shen't bhe petiy

either. I promise you to boost your interests whereever end whenever

I mey have & chance to do so. And, no doubt, tlr.;lre will be plenty of
such opportunities, once I anx Kre. Jemes Ven Loydens -

Kedomaths lrs. Jemes Ven Loyden, indeed! I've besn waiting for that.
Now I know where I stends the situstion is clear. And now listen to me,
"Fren Professor!" You'd better forget this whole preposterocus little
schene of yours: it might ?t. you into trouble. You know thet we treat
our employees decently as lonz se they bshave themselves. But you know

ok x idenxtahih

|
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a1eo that we are not in the habit of feoling around with tre itors.

Alice: It's no use to threeten me. I know how to cope with blackmeil.
There is nothing you eould do to me. I'm through. I quit.

ksdomeths (lsughing = abruptly end raucously:) You're through, ere you?
¥hat e scream! Now, really, derling, reallyl

Alicet I heve nothing to lose. Besides, there is always a plece whe re

I would be cordially received esnd cerefully listened to, when I feel

like telling & few storiess nemely, F.B.I. hesdquarters in Los Angeles.
Zadornaths If I'm not so good et bleckmailing = you're worse, besu:tiful;
you sre lousy. Thet F.B.I. geg is indeed as hackneyed as could be.

How c8n you expect me to take it seriously? As if I didn't know thei
you're incepable of doing such & thing! First of all, you are & lady and
not in the hebit of visiting such a dirty place as an office of the F.B.I.
Secondly, you are scared = not only of me end our orgemization, but slso
of the F.3.I. OFf course, you reelize that your criminel record is sven
more staggering than mine. If I have disregarded the obsolete laws of
this country, I did so for the seke of certain ideas in which I elieve =
my Patherlsnd, wy Race, my Flihrer. In your case, there ere no extenusting
circumstances:s you're a plein, vulgar swindler.

Alice: Is thet ell?

Kafdorneths No, honey. There is enother consideration that will prevent
you from denouncing me. You don't went your Professor to know what kind
of 2 dame he hed almost mede his wife. The shock mej be & little too

magch for him. It would be & sheme — wouldn't it? « 4f the old chep fell
desd, killsd by = stroke or something.

Aljce: (after e silences ) Aren't you sfrsid, Herbert - once in = while =

by fsar of punishment? Punishment on the other side, I mean?




Kedemath:s Never mind the other side. Let's get domn to earth.

Alices All righte I'm reedy to teke your orders.

Kadornath: (trying to pet her hands) That's my good girl nowl

Alices (withdrawing her hends ) leke it shortl

Kedornath: Why, let's be friendly together! Don't you realize you're too
old for changes? You'd better stick to your old pimp. Am I right?

Alices I'm waiting for your orders, Herr Beron.

Kedormath: ( with e resigned sigh:) 0.K., if that's the way you're feeling...
The Boss wants you to speed up the composition of the Professor's book

and to stress the political angle es much as possible.

Alice: Thet's exactly whet I try to do. Anything else?

Kedorneth: The whole set-up here ssems inadequate to the Boss and to the
bosses above him. They conceive the Villa Peeific only as a starting

point = the first, preliminsry phase of & vest schems designed to sap

the fighting morale of the nation. The next step, as plamned by the bosses,
is to be the foundation of e league, "Against Vars For the Inner Man";
President: James Ven Loyden. This league = if publicizing the right way =
will undoubtely prove most atiractive to the so—called intellectual élite -
college professors, editors of little meagezines, clergymen of the slighfly
eccenpriec kind, restive youngsters, blue-stockings =« mele end femsle =,
worried mothers, frustrated spinsters, Ivory-Tower poets, anl other types
of Isoletionists. They'll ely be crezy about the Inner Men. They'll form
an inconspicuous vanguard of the Fifth Colurm = working for our cause

in an indirect, subtle fashion.
Alicei And what is my role in this new comedy?
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Kedornaths It begins right now. You go upsteirs, to your "fiance" ,

and tell him that you've just thet word from Julie, to the effect that
i1t 1s high time to establish & Leegue "Against War: For the Inner Man."
You may esdd that out of this orgenization a reguler cult mey graduelly
develop < & veritsble new religion, with Julias Ven Loyden as goddess

end the Professor as her high-priest and prophet. Mein principle of the
Julie creeds "Be humble! Be peacefull Let Hitler wini"

Alices All right, I'll tell him that. Anything elsel

Kedornath: Plenty of minor things. But not now. There is no time to lose.

Kiss me, end run upsteirsl

-

lices Let's skip the kiss. I'm off.

Kedornaths Ae you like it, honey.

Alices (from the doors) What about the divorce?

Kedornath: Don't be tiresome, dear! The first time, it was ouite funny;

in the long run, it's just e loves

Alices As you like it, honey . (Exit.)

Kedorneths (slone; shekes his head; grins; lights & cigarettie. Then he
ckps his hands, three times, rhythmically, end calle, in & lowered but
sonorous voices:) Lee-To-Pasl

(The Three Chinese Girls enter, followed by the Little Negro Boy. )
The Three Girls: (unisonocusly; in high, chirping volcess ) Yes Sir.
The Negro Boys (echoing their twitter with a surprisingly deep, force-
ful bassi) Yes Sir.
Kedornaths What is wrong with you, kids? You gave & lousy performence,
st the séence lest week.

The First Girl:s (rather flippently:) We're doing our best, Sir.




Kedornath:s Then your best heppens to be pretiy poor. It my be good
enough for e traveling circus, but it's dissppointing to me.

The Little Boy: Cur salary is disappointing too, Sir.

Kedora th: Unverschlmtheit.

The 3irls Don't b unfeir, Kedornethl I heppen to know thet "Unverschhumt-
heit® is & very rude word, in Indien.

Second Girls And don't farget, please, how many different responsibili-
ties our job involves. The séances sre just & part of what we hawe to

do - not the easiest one, to be sure. But, in e sense, we don't mind it
so mach &s the work in the kitchen.

Third 3irls We, the illustrious artists, have to weste our time with
vegetarian cookingl

The Negro Boys K.P. is hells every private knows that.

Kedorneths If it is true that you have a double job, it is else true that
you heve double payment. The Professor pays you as the servants he
believes you to be, while I give you the salary due to the first-rate
ertists you undoubtedly are.

The Firset Girls Thet sounds betterv...

The Negroe Boyt So you recognize, efter all, the extraordinary quelity

of our voice-imitations?

Kedornaths Your vocal work ia feirly .gond indeed. But as professional
41lusionists, you should not eontent yourselves with such & limited
specielity. You ought to become mich more ambitious and mores versatile.
A faked mterialization, for instence, shouldn't meen e mjﬁr problem
to you.

The Oldest Girls I beg your pardemn, Sir, but we ere not magiciens.
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The Second Girls Our egent sells us as "the famous musicel clowns."

He doesn't went us to do anything except our vocal tricks.
Ksdornath: Not even in a private circle where nobody knows who you are?
The First Girls Our egent is very strict.
Kedornaths Thet's & pity. You might have mede an extra £ifty dollers.
The Negro Boys An extrs fifty bucks? Why, thet's different....
Kadornaths Fifty dollers in csh, if you msnege to produce somws thing
ghost~like tonight. Just e flosting, nebulous apmrition thet might be
taken for Edward's mterialized spirit.
The Piret Girls Just a minute, Sirl We have to telk thet over.
(They stick their heads together and whisper for e few seconds. Then:)

The Negro Boys (stepe forwerd and emnouncees) It's 0.K., Boss. But we

want the 30 bucks right now, before the show begins.
Kadornaths Yems ine Erpresserbende....
The Boys Does thet msean, yes or no?

gdorneths Thet mens, to hell with you - and here are your fifty dole
lars. (He gives him the money.)
The Boys (examines the money very carefully, before hending it over to
the Pirst Girls) It fen't phony, es fer s I can see.

Kedornaths The séence is to begin in a few minutes/ from now. So you'd
better gp£ your trumpets fixed. Nesnwhile, I'll go upstairs with Miss
Lee=To-Pae, to give her all the dope sabout tenight's progrem. We'll
write the whole text dom, for a change; I ddn't feel like teking chances.
Are you ready, Les?
The First 3irls I em with you, Sir.

(Eadormsth end the First Girl, exit through & secret door in the

be ckground. )




-w-

(The two other Girls and the Negro Boy rush sbout like busy lmps

in the eevie twilight. They move furniture, pull the curtein over
the glese door et the left, lighten the candles on Julja's altar,
end sc forth. Then they produce fine, almost invisible wires end
£ix ther in pert on the ceiling, in pert in the beckground, behind
the secret door. The wires sre connected with the trumpets pleced
{n front of the medium's cheir, in the center of the room.’)

The Negre Boys ( in the midet of the general bustles) We'll show him

something ghost-like, ull right! (He and the two girls giggle.)

The Second 3irls (aping Kedornsth's tones) "Unverschllmtheiti® "Erpresser-

bandel"

The Third Girl: Some Indianl

The Negro Boys Some Saronl

The First Girl: (who hes entered, noiselessly, through the secret doors )

Some ecrookl

The Second Girl: Whet did he sey?

The Pirst Girls Never mind whet he eaid. Somebody will heve to say a

few words,pretty scon . Uncle Brown is here.

The Two Other Girlss Really?

The Negro Boys That's swelll

The Pirst Girls At the police stetion, just around the corner. Asked me

to let hirm know when the show begins.

Second 3irls So this is the dey of reckoning?

First Girls Yes Sir: that's it.

Negro Boys Gel We'll have lots of funl

First Girls Let's get started! I run over to the police station to nnt..if]r

Uncle Brown. And es for you, folks...

g




Negro Boyt Goeh! They're coming... (In almost no time the Pirsi Girl
sneaks out to the left, while the two others disappear in the beelkground.
The Negro Boy = nimble like & monkey - somshow menages to e¢lim, up to

the ceiling, where he hides in the chandel ier.)

( From the right enter in solemn silence, the Frince and Princess

Froleveko - Prince Igor in a kind of Poler outfit, with high boots,
a round fur cap, etc. =; Fifi Lerue in e luxurious rococo costume,
leviehly embroidered end edorned; Kadornath; Ted & Toy; Peter
Brack; larceline and, s the lest onea to enter, the Frofessor

end Alice McUlster. They ell bow deeply to Julia's bust before they
sit dom, in & deml circle like in the opening scene of Act One.)

Princess Amnai (whispers to Lerue:) A rew outfit, Pifi? You're be coming

more spectacular from day to dey.

Lerues lerci mille fols, Medeme. C'est joli, n'est-ce pes? ne créetion
de m» grande anie Pompedour.

Professor;: Friendsl Silence, if you please! - Let us pray.

( A1l present, except lrs. Potter, rise from their seats , 28 the Profee-
sor spsaks:)

" 0 thoz infinite and sternsl Being, who hest interwoven the worlds in

mysterious union, grent that we mey esteem, as a priceless tressure,

the inspiration flowing from the spiritual realm snd the privilege of

communion with those who have passed from embodied life into the life

of the unseen world."

(Then, in a somwhat more conversetional but still solemn tmo,' while

the party settles down ege in:) Good evening, friuﬂ;. I heve grest,

stirring news for you. Julies sends her love. (There iz & general murmur

of approvel arnd expeactation, which dies presently down as the Professor
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continusas) I em heppy to tell you thet my belkeoxsd wife hes recently
been promoted to an even higher plene of the cosaic hierarchy, in
recognition of her menifold, unselfish sctivities. (Anotler generel
rhisper of spproval and admiretion, which the Professor silences with
an impressively sescerdotel motioni)
It seemm, friends, that Julia htu & new meesage for us. = The essence
&énd bloom of her mewly acquired wisdom. I do not yet know the contents
of her revelastion and, therefore, mm lookins forward, ms you do, to
what our friend Alice NcUlster will have to say, on lrs. Van Loyden's
behalf,
Alices (gets up and produces e piece of papers) Priends! Five end @ hal#
minutes befors the beginning of this séance, I received the following
trance communication, which the immortal Mrs. Ven Loyden wents me to
deliver. ( She reads the text, in & strangely mechaniesl, timmy voices)
"Friends! I have misguided and cheated you - unwittingly, it is true;
but not innccently. Forgive me, plemuse, for having been rash end irrespons~
ible. A malignant epirit - & 'poltergeist' = succeeded in fooling me.
I wes wrong when I told you that the present War is irrelevant from a
cosmic view. I was utterly misteken when I advised you to ignore or
sabotage the national War effort...”
Ksdornaths (makes sutomsticelly a hewildered and engry motion.)
Alices (continues her readings) "My new tescher - Abdul Beha, the Kaster
Soirit - hes illumineted my mind. I am neither allowed nor able to
expyain to you, mortel friends, the profound revelations I owe to the
illustrious philoscpher, who lived on this eerth 2000 years ego, in Persie.

Suffice it to smy that ell my famer idees as regards the War and politiecs

are completely erroneocus.”




(There is a general movemmt of bewilderment, ss the speaker
continues, with increeeing emphasiss) "This strugzle, friends,
is indeed e strugzle between Good and Evil; or rather, betwesen the
forces of sbsolute wickedness and the fallible powers of relatively
good will. The tyrants end agressors = our enemies = sre possesed
by the Devil..."
(At this point, Mrs. Ven Loyden's portreit falls noisily from
the wall; severa] persons scresm hystericelly.)

Princess Annas Dear mel The denons! I'm scared....

lrs. Potter: So I am - scared stiff.

Professors Are you sire, MoUlster, that you got Julis's wmssage
streight? It scunds almost inecredible....

Peter Bracks lost extraordinary indeed...

Mrs. Potters Not to say, outragecus...

Alices (continues her reeding - shouting sgsinst the uproar:) "It
behooves all of us to do our bit in this crueial fight sgainst
inimical entities..."

(The luminous trumpets arrenged in front of Alice begin to flit
about and to produce odd noises - a chaotic concert of neighing,
mooing, glggling, ecrowing, twittering, end berking.)

Princess Amna: My two little dogsl I recognize their voicesl

Thank Jod! Now I am not scared anymor€...

Mrs. Potters But I em. Mise licUlster has provoked the demons...

Alices I am not yet through, Mre. Potter! In fact, I am just begiming...
Toys This mooing cow mast be liss Prixler: she adores cows = doesn't

she, Ted my eamglef
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Professor: All the "poltergeiste" of the lower plenes seem mobilized
gegainst us...
Alices (tries desperstly to meke herself heerd, in the midet of
the ewe r-increesing noises ) Julis recommends the esteblishment of
e leszus under the slogen, "The Inner Men end hie Mission in the
Present Wer."
¥rs. Potter: Stop herl! She lies! She is mad! She inciteas the evil
epirite against ual

(¥hen the uproar is st its climax, Johmny comes from the right.)
Johnnyi (to Merceline, whem he finds in the foregrounds) I just
drop by to sey goodbye to you, Marceline.
Mercelimes What do you men - "goodbye"? Are you going te leave?
Johnnys That's right, nurse. I'll report to ths next Navy stetion.

Vercelimes Doesn't your enkle bother you anymore?

Johnnys Prectically not... Well, then, let's shake hends....

A flyins Trumpets (erows, near his ear:) Hends off, sailor! She is
poisonl You'd btetter be cereful, manl

Johnnys ( with e terrified grin:) I'1l sure be heppy to get out of
here. The whole house seems mute. Who's shouting at me, through
then trumpets? 1

Alices (screams, ecstatitallys) It's our duty to fightl That's
Julia's message, and Abdul Beha's message as welll Friends! Listen
to mel

lirs. Potter: Is there nobody to stop her? The demons will kill us
if she goes on talking...

Alices (at the top of her voice:) Mrs. Van Loyden's last wish,
before her elevation to the higher rasnks, is, that James Van Loyden

end I ... (At this moment all the trumpets fly towards her like




luminous arrows. Hit at the bremsst, forshesd end hends, she collepses
= conwulsed with a hysterical lsughter thet graduslly becomss a
spesmodic sobbing.)

Johnnys (to larceline:) Let's best it! This is hell... ( He tries

to draw her out.)

larcelines Not before you've done w.ha‘t'. I've asked you for.

Johnnys 5till thet husbend of yours? Can't you forget ebout him?
larcelines I can't. This is the moment, John! He will meterislize -

I know he will: if you call for him now.

Johnnys I woen't do nothing of the kind...

iarcelines You have tol You've promised mel

Johnnys ¥hat e nerve! I heven't pwomised you nothing, and you know
I haven't. Why do you lie to me?

Marcelines Don't you remember what we agreed umon? You'll hels me
to coms in touch with Edwerd, end I - shall pay you the price you
want.

Johnnys But if you love only him = how can you give me what I

want to get? Won't you try to cheat ms out of it!

Yercelines I won'tl I swear you, Johnny, thet I will not chest you.
As soon as I'll have seen my husbend, I'11 let you heve what you

are after.

Johnnys: You swear it, Larcel inef

Mercelines I swear.

Johnnys O.K., it's & bet. Let's try 1t, then. You'll heve to play
our song.

Merceline: What song?

Johnnys You lmow - the nice one you wes playing when I saw you first.

Marcelines But I ceannot play...
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Johnnys That's too bad. So there won't be no Edward.
Marcelines Look at my hends, Johnny! How do you went me to play
with such terrible handa?
Johnnys I've looked plenty of times et them hands of yours,
Mercelines They're 0.K. with me1 so, I guess, They'll be good
enough for that pieane.
Mercelines If you insist... (She welks slowly to the plano; sits
down, and intonates, slowly and toilsomely, the opening chords of
the Czech lelody.)

( The perty, which hes been clustering around the weeping Alice,

now concentrs tes on liercel iney)

Professor:s Marcelinel Are you really going to play for us? But
that's wonderfull
Lerues leis c'est prodigieuxl!
Peter Bracks Almost & mirscle...
lirs, Potters The result of Kedornath's Yoga exercises, no doubt...
Johnnys Shut up, all of youl You'll frighten the ghost sway, with

all your stupid talk. (He stands leeaned et the pleno, in the pose
of & einger who is going to slng. The whole sudience watches

Y¥arceline who plays the Bohemian Melody = slowly, softly, solemnly.)
Marcelines (telking to herself as she ":nlnynlJ I can't pley st all...
dy poor fingers... they are stiff and sore...ky terriblé fingers...
Edward will think I've lost whatever talent I've ever hed...

Johnnys You'd better shut up, too, Marey. Besides, you're pleying
beeutifully.... (As her play becomes more fluent snd expressive,

he stands with closed eyes, as if hypnotiszed:) You're pleying
beautifully...just brentifully... (The upper part of his body
begina to sway rhythmicelly. He seems to fall into & kind of trance

= eagerly watched by all those present. As the pisno musiec gains
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power sifid momentum, he whispers —= blinded end bewitched -1) How
he co®e... he's around... I cen fee]l him... he enjoys the mueic...
Yeah, man: he sure gets a kick out of that tune...
Varcelines (stops pleying, but only for one moment; then she resumes
the melody.)
Johmy: (his face tense end trsnafiguradl)-.ﬁtllo, ¥r. Martocks..
Helle, you are there... Doesn't your little wife play beeatifully’...
Why don't you join herf... Ain't that a smart idee?... Just join
her... for a while...
(The tone of an invisible violin cen be heard - remote ond
feeble at first, but then growingly strong.)
Professor:s (breathlese:s) That's his tone... that's his vielin...
Merceline: (whispere ms she pleyss) You are good in form, Edwerd
my heert... Why don't you materislize?
Johnnys (emiling in his trence:) He'll materieslize, sll right...
Wait and sesl... He'll meterielize beeutifully....

( During hie lest words, the tone of the violin has become
increasingly powerful. It suddenly stops, however, =s the
left door opens and two portly Policemen enter the room,
rather neisily.)

Firet Policemans Hello, folks.

Second Policemans Nobody leaves the room.

Mrs. Potter: (jumps from her wheeled cheir, in 2 surprisingly

aglle manner. She mekes hurriedly for the door at the rizht, while
.hmtiﬂx’} ‘hﬂl the h’lll e
First Policenan: (stops her:) Nothing doing, Me'em,

Toys ( with an almoet terrified outery of surprises) She can welk.
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Princesa Annai And howl

Frcefessort A mireclel

Kedorneth: Guetsch - "mirsele”! ¥erflueht noch mall

Teds He can speak!

Peter Bracks Even Germsn!

¥raw Poiter: ( wrestlinz with the policeman = uttering s bitter,
decpsrate leughters) Another miracle, I supposel Fools you are -
all of yous.eet £0018..0 f0018.0ss FOOlBscsene

Kedornaths (esught by the second policemani) I warn you, officer!
You have to let me out. I am a secret emissary of Nehetma Gandhi...

Second Policsmans You'll explesin ell this to Mr. Brown. Don't move.

Lerues { in a shrill, penetreting voice — very different from his
usuel piping falsettoes) N? bougez pesl (He produces swiftly & gun
and directs it ageinet the Peliceman, who withdraws gradually.
Eve rybody steres aghest at Lare, who walks slowly, step by step,
towards the left door, always holdinz the gun against the two
horrified cops.)
Mrs. Potter: (follows him towerds the door:) Breave, Little larquisl
Good Work |
( As Lerae pesces under the dumiilltr. the Hegre Boy jumps
dom from his hiding plece, landing just on Lerue's shoulders
and snstching the gun from him.)
Lerues You littye heest... petit monstre... (fe tries franticsally
to sheke him off.)
Johnny: (still in a state of trsnces) Yhy've you stopped playing -
you, over therel.... You pley bsemtifully.... I sure got a kick out
of ft..s

Larue: ( struggling with the Negro Boy, while the two Policemen




hold Kadornath and Mrs. Potters: )ierde elore....

( At this point, lir. Brown &f the F.B.I. enters from ths left =

jovial and dynamics:)
¥r, Broms (very cordimlly:) How right you ere, cher amil - Exocuse

me for intruding et thie lete hour, ladies and gontlewmen= I

B
4 G0

lir. Brown of ths F.B.I1.

CURTAIN




The seme night, & few hours later. A plaein table, & lamp, end e
eimple chair have been moved into the foreground. At the tsble, kr. Brown
is seated - amoking & blg cigar; eipping coffee; rummsging, once in e
while, through & pellmell of papers piled up in front of him, on the
table.

Alice McUlster sits at the opposite end of the tabls — very erect,

her face teut with hysteris end gravitys

Browns Let's recapitulete your story, Bsroness.

Alices Mey I ssk you agein not to cell me “Beroness," Mr. Brown. My nems
is AlicelicUlater.

Browms Of course, lise lMcUlster; I'm sorry. (e reeds from his note book:)
So you were born in Boeton, MessachBetts, on November 18, 1901. = A
curious dete, incidentally, s fer ss the sterd are concerned. A very
ambiguous constellation. Pretty dangerous, too.

Alices Are you interested in astrology, Mr. Brom?

Browns Slightly. In en amateurish ‘l‘al'_',". you know. But we'd better continue.
There sre other customsrs waiting... Your fether = you say - wes & success~
ful business man. Your mother died in 190%. Ten years later, when you
were fourteen years old, your fether got involved into e finaneisl

scendal resulting in the bankruptey of his firm and, subsequemtly, in

his suicide. The nizht sfter your father's desth, you hed your first

contect with the Other World. Is thet correct, biiss lelllster?

Alices It is correct, lr. Brown - whether you believe it or not.
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Browns (in s alnmal.uttlr-of'—rnrxt. ways ) I believe it, Miss
Melllster. (Resding egains ) From 1920 to 1929, you lived in London
g8 the wife of Professor Leopold Mathews, who was connected, et the
time, with the Institute of Paychie Science. Incidentelly, ir.
Mathews wes twenty=four years older themn you.

Alices Why do you mention that, kr. Brown!

Browns Never mind. It's just e little coincidence that siuses me.
You sre undoubtedly aware of the fact that your father, Professor
listhews, end Professor Ven lLoyden were all born in the same year -
twenty-three years before the year of your birth.

Alices (somewhet bewildereds) Frankly, I've never thoughit of this
curious deteil...

Browns Why should you? It's herdly significant. Of cowrse, a psydio-
analist might interpret it as & cogent proof for your subconacious
fether complex, and what not...

Alices Is psychoanalysis another hobby of yours, kr. Bromm?

EBroms: Yes, it seems I have quite e few hobbies ... So you returned
to this country in Jenuery 1930, a few weeks efter your hushtend's
desth. You tried to meke your living as s professional medium =

is that correct? And et first you were fairly successful, too.
Alices That's right. At first I wes cuite successful.

Browns But in 1932 and 1933 things didn't go so well anywore. In
1934 you were three times arrested for vagabondage and discrderly
conducty in 19%5, you underwent & cure to heel you from cocalnism...
Alices Pleese, don't speak so loud, lr. Brownl They might heer us

outside. It would be terrible if Professor Ven Loyden...




Broyns So sorry, Miss McUlster. By the way, I sasked lkr. Van Loyden
to stay upsteirs, in his studio. (Checkingz his notes agmini:) You
met Beron Riefenbach in 1935...

Alice: Excuse me for interrupting you, but this happens to be not
quite sccurste. I mede Herbert's secquaintence in London, seve ra]
years before, when I wea still working for the Psychic Institute.
Browns Of course, you mentioned thet. Did the Barem keep in touch
with you during his lonz stey in the Orient?

Alices He wrote me occasionslly - first from Tibst, then from

China end Indie.

Browns He treveled, et the time, under the name of & Baron von
Fuchs. Did you know that he wes deported from India by the British
suthorities, in 19337

Alicer I was told so, leter. But even now I don't have the fu intest
idea as to the dete when Herbert sctually becams a lezi agent.
Browns His joumey to the Far East wee financed by the Reichswehr.
Put, eecording to our files, the Beron wes in contset with the Nesi
Party as far hack es 192%.

Alice s At firat, of course, he concesled thess thinge from me
very carefully. I wouldn't heve married him if I hed known hia
profession.

Browmms But vhy 4id you marry him, Mies MelUlster? Frankly, I'm
#tll]l uneble to understand...

Alices There ere things which seem extremely difficult to explain,
although they are not really very complicated. I merrisd Baron wvon -

Riefenbach bedmuse = well, simply because I had ns other el ternetive,
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gt thet point. I wes through = do you reslize whet tmt meens,

Ur. "rown? I wes lonely end perniless, & deope fisnd, 2 frustrated
medium on the point of 'scoming sm ammteur prostitute: I was o mesa
eltozetter. Herbert picked me up from the gutter - slmost literelly.
He gave me cocaine end ;¢ snd desutiful words. I don't think I
was in love with him dut I wes entirely in his power = hypnotized,
gs it were. There i3 no erime I wvouldn't have committed, for his
sske,

Brovmi Did he ek you to commit sny crimes for him!

Alices Tou know he didn't - not in the begiming. He orgenized =y
career es & fedhjonable medium, fle maneged me, built = up. He

is certsinly e first-=rate publicity sgent: slmost over night I
beceze m celebrity in the most exclusive circles of Fehsington,

Kew York, Philadelphie, Boston. And, I mst say, my succes: was
not entirely unjustified. I was indeed st my best, during the first
yeor of my second marriage; I did e good jobp the spirits responded
most greciously to my eppesls end questions.

Brown: You stil) were immocent, et thet point; you d4id not yet know
for what purposes Riefendech used your contacts - end I memn doth,
your contacts with the spirit world end with influentiel Azericsn
citizens like Frofessor Ven Loyden.

Aljces fle wes in e pitiful stete when I mst him = e year or so efter
the deesth of his wife -~ glmost insane with sorrow, obssessd with
the ides to come in touch with her. I tried to help hia - without
guile et first. But, eariously, Julie did never com through. She
mast hove distrusted me, rizht from th» beginning. So I was forced

to do what I hed never done before = Lo invent messages, to faign




trence communications. It's not that I meent to cheat poor Van
Loyden; I just felt sorry for him = infinitely soriy. Thet's the
way I'm still feel ing about him, incidentally. In my whole life
I've never felt so sorry for esnybody = not even for myself,
Browns Yet you mammged for quite some time to fool him with e
vengeence.

Alices It all developed so greaduellys I scarcely realized whet I
wes doing. Herbert talked me inte it - cleverly, d isbolically,
little by little.

Brownt Beron Riefenbach is remarkebly smert, no doubt. It was a
brillient idea, from his point of view, to pick ss naive and es
respecteble s man as Professor Ven Loyden and to train him es

en unwitting Nezi egent, with the help of metsphysical suthorities.
The relesse of his book, "The Cosmos of Tomorrew", would have been
fquite & coup. One of the most illustrious American scholars and
philesophers, dencuncing the Wer effort of his netionl Imaginel
Besides, the Professor's house is an excellent hiding plece end
cbservation post = conveniently situated on the Pacific ecozst;
moat veluable, under the circumstances, to such gentlemsn as lester
Kedormath end Noneieur Larue.

Alices Believe it or not, I was ﬁc;ﬁplltﬂly‘ uneware of Larue's
conneetion with Baron Riefenbach.

Broms What may seem even mors unbelieveble: the Baron was uneware
of this connection himself - &s uneware, indeed, as you were, up
to this evening, of lirs. Potter's importance.

Alice: Is it really true thet she is the mysterious boss Herbert
kept talking sbout? Thet wvulgar, ignorent, half-parelyzed wommn?

It sounds all too absurd...
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Srosns She mey be pretty vulger, but I'm afre id she isn't ouite

s0 ignorent ee you think. And es for her broken leg, that's just

2 specis) touch of her mesquerede. She is Ouite e persenelity,

thel, so-galled Nrs. Potter = in charge of most Nezi orgenizations
between Chicage end Los Angeles. An extremely interesting characters
we keep wetching her for & yesr or so.

Alices But, beling so well infommed, of 811 her sctivities = why

did you sllow her to remain at lerge?

Browms Of course, we might heve csught her before, But it wss
worthwhile to be patient, in this perticuler csse. A yeer of waiting
meens nothing, if the result is es brillient as that of tenight's
reid. Riefenbech, the Big Berths, end the little Nerquis ot ome
coup = I would have heppily weited two or three years for such &
triumph. It will teke the Fifth Column some time to recover from
this ma jor blow.

Aljces WMy congretulations, ¥r. Brown. You know thet I tried my
best to co-operste with you. I wished thet I were sble to support
you even more effectively. But whatever information I mey have hed
to contribute, it elways turned out to be 1in your records alresdy.
In fect, I feel rather useless, end a 1litt)e bit ridiculous, with
my pompously announced *comprehensive confession®= Not only thet
you knew eve rything I meant to reweal to you = you told =» & great
many things entirely new to me. Isn't it ironicel? From you of sll
people I had to learn the inside stories Herbert goncealed from m
sbout the Little Herouis, end Big Bertha, end whet not. There is
only one Guestion thet still puzzles me: How did you mensge %o find
out ali those secrets yourself! You seem indeed inforned even of the
most trifling event thet took plece in this house during the past

gix months.




Brom: (with e grini) It may seem odd to you, Miss MeUlster, but

in reality it is very simple: I'm just omiescent = that's sll. I
even know thet I can trust you, sister - paradoxicel es it sounds.
The only bit of information you tried to conceal from me, happens

to be the one speaking most in your favour. Why didn't you tell

me thet krs, Julis Ven Loyden has chenged her mind = suddenly and
fundementally = as regards the present world situstion and the
responaibilitiss of the Inner Van?

Alices Why should I have mentioned such e minor inecidsnt? Just
snother unsucceseful trice of mine... I don't even know exsctly

why I wanted to do it. Out of resentment against that man, I suppose.
However, it didn't work. I wes interrupted by the "poltergeists”
when I hed herdly started. The truly miraculous thing took plece
aftewerds = as you ought to know, since you know everything.

Brown: Do you meen the bemutiful violin solo that followed your
address? If so, we enter indeed the realm of mystery. All I know

is thet my Chinese girl friends did pnot produce those enchenting
harmonies. They ceme from a sphere in which I don't feel competent
and whiech I prefer not to touch.

Alicet Don't tell me, Nr. Brown, that you ere afraid of that
"ephere" ! I don't went to be disappointed.

Browns I didn't say thet I am scered, Alice. There is nothing fright~
ful about spirite, es far as I cen see. But there is something
gonfusing about them, and I hete confusion. Illusionists, profesasional
magicians = those are people I understand. In fact, I have done quite
a bit of magic myself, in my days. Music Hells always enthralled.ms.
Hence my friendship with your cherming "poltergeists” = Lee To Paa

and her gifted companions.
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Aliges They ere cute, esren't they! Especially Ourley: whot a de=
1ightful impl One of Herbert's most sucecessful discoveries, no doubt.
Sromns 1 beg your pardon, Me'smme But Curley end the three yamg
ledies heppen to be my discovery, of which I em very proud. I sew
them on the stage, in San Fronelsce, severel months ego, and was
8o impressed by their stunts that I insisted on being precented
to Kiss Les To Pas. Subsequently I led the good ahsn.nt to be instru-
mantal in bringingz about the contect hetweom Baron Riefenbech and
those talented young illusionists.
Aliee: You don't try to tell me, ¥r. Brown, that cur "polterzeists®
are your asgenta?
Browns If you want to put it thet way...
Alices (euddenly cohvuleed with n somewhat hyeterical leughters)
But that's wonderfull Thet's the funniest thing I've ever heard
in my 1ife. You sre edmirable, ¥r. Brownl You ere pricelesal That
e pity I dida't meet you befors it was too late...
Browns It's never too late, Alice.
Allees (very serious againi) For the first time you are wreng,
Kr. Srovms

( The little jezro Hoy insinuates himsels into the room,

entering from the right.)

Bram: Uhet's the matter, Ourleyt
Nezro Boy: Serry to bother yeu, Uncle Bromm; bui we don't quite
know how to handle Kedornath. He'e kind of mad, becsuse of the
handouf?e. Saye they ere sn insult to en Indian gentleunen; tried
to kidc me, too.
Browns Thet sounds pretty grim, coesn't ii? ¥ell, let'e heve & look

at the Indisn gentlemen. Plesse, ssk him to ome in.




Negro Boys But you'd better be cereful, Boss! He's kind of wild,
yeu lnow... (Exit.)

Aljces I'd much rather not see him now. Besides, I ought to have
a telk with the Professor, anyway. After all, I owe him some
explenations...

Browni But you'll meet the Baron when you eross the hall...
Alices HNot if I use our secret corridor, hers, behind Julia's

back. (Exit, through the secret door in the background.)

(Kadorneth, with hendcuffs, enters from the right, followed

by & Policemsn.)
Kadomaths (in e state of furyr) This is outrgecus! I protest so-
lemnyees
Broms ( in e cesusl, mtter-8f-fact ways) Just tale it eesy,
Baron Riefenbach.
Kadorneths You are mistaken, Sir. ly name is positively not Beron
Riefenbach.
Browns Do you prefer to be called Beron Fuchs egain? I thought thet
pseudonym long outdated. Of course, I might have sddressed you as
Professor Mierendorf; but, ce far es I kmow, this is your neme
only in the Latin American countries.
Kedomaths It ie obviously your imtention to confuse and to frighten
me. But you won't get away with your notorious tricks - not with
me , Mr., Brom. I happen to be m Americen ecitizen.
Browni I know, Herr Berons your naturalization hes not been amnulled
es yot.
Ksdornethi I consider it bemeath my dignity to answer to your
insimiations. In fact, I refuse to have any dealings with you until

I have peen my lawyer.
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Browns You seem to teke it for grented that I wish to have any
deelings with you, Baron Riefenbech.

Kadornaths I know what yo: are after, Mr. Brown of the F.B.I. But
don't expect any informetion from mel I have nothing to tell you.
Broms Heppily, I demn't depend on you eltogether. Some of your good
friends have been ss co-operetive as they could be.

Kedornaths (quickly:) Whetever lies WcUlster may heve told you,

is likely to be sheer invention. You know, of course, thet she is
dengerously hystericel.

Brown: Yes - isn't it teo bad? Poord women! She 1is indeed in en
alarming etate. I hed no chance to telk with her at all: she left
the room with al)l symptoms of a complete nervous breskdown. Thank
God, there still are sturdy, reasonsble women = our friend Big
Bertha, for instance.

Kadornsthi Your tricks are all too obvious, Sir. I know Big Berthes
she wouldn't tell you e word.

Broms Your confession that you know the ledy is interesting encugh.
(Dismissing him with a gestures) Thet's all, Baron Riefenbech.

(To the Policemen:) Jeckson, will you please show the gentleman
back to his epartment.

Kedorpaths (with a new outburst of fury es the Policeran leads him
towards the door et the right:) You'll regret thet, Broml! I'm not
quite so helpless as you may believe. My friends in Washing tone..
Brown: (seems ebsorbed in his pepers, while the Policemsn pushs s
Kadomeath through the door. When the two are slresdy on the point
of leaving the room, he cells efter them:) He, Jackson! Listenl!

I'd 1ike to see whet the gentleman looks like w thout his bemutiful
beard and his exotic complexion. Miss Lee To Pam has the sosmetic

1icuids to remove his make-up end to restore the originel blond of
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his Germanic mene.
Policemans (from the door:) 0.K., Boss.

(Kedornath end Poljicemen, exit.)
Browns (elone, looking suddenly very eld, very tired., He sighs;
covers his eyes end forehsad with his hands. In this position he is
found by Ourley = the Negro Boy = who hes noiselessly entered.)
Negro Boy: Something wrong, Uncle Brown?
Browns ( starting at the sound of Curley's voices) Nothing wromg,
béy. "hat makea you think there is?
Negzro Boys Why, it's just that you look kind of worried.
Broms I'm not -aériod, boy. A 1little worn-out, perhaps. You nes,
I'm not quite so young ae I used to be.
Hegro Boys Yes, I ses what you mean, Uncje Brom. lust be kind of
tough to ba old, I suppone. Especinlly for & muy who hes no kids,
end nothing = like you, or like Mr. Van Loyden.
Bromas ( with e short, somwhat forced laughters) Now, den't feel
100 sorry for me, young fellowl After all, it hes its advanteges,
toe, not to be sc green anymore as you are, lr. Curley. In & sense,
life becomes the more intereating thu more one knowvs sbout it.
Youngaters llle you are mlssing & lot of fun. And so dp our
myestics, here in the Villa Pecific. As for mmelf, I'm having & grand
time, on the whole.
Negre Boys Good for you, Uncls Brom. Do you went me to fix thie
messy room 2 little?
Browns Thet'e precisely whet I called you for. And, plesse, open
the door to the garden. A bit of fresh sir couldn't do any herm,
I guees, before I continue the examinstion.

Negro Boys It's as you sey it, Boss. In fact, I'm feeling like a
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mouthful of fresh air myself. ( He removes the curtain fron the
glases door et the left. One seses the garden landscape in the pellid
1ight of the dewn.)

( At the same time, somebody outside is knocking et the door
to the right., Brown mumbles , % Come in!®, whereupon the door
slovly opens. Enters Johmny - rather despondent-looking.)

Johnnys (cjears his throat to ceteh lr. Brom's attention.)

Bromns (absorbed in his notes:) Whet's the m tter?

Johnnys It's only me, Sir = Johmny.

Brewns Johnny = whot

Johnnys John T. Wilkens of the U.S. Navy, Sir.

Browns Yes, of course... I remember. Why ere you still henging
trmm.d here, sailort

Johnnys Does that mean, Sir, I'm free to go?

Broms Exactly. In fact, you shouldn't have stayed thet long. Why
didn't you report to the next Nevy 3tstion es soon as you came sshore?
Johnnys Well, Sir, you see, I wasn't quite eble to. Thet deuned
ankle of mine... And then, I've hed fever, too.

Browns 5t4ll, your friends ought to heve informed the suthorities.
As things stend now, your officers mesy believe thst you havae been
drowned, or something.

Johnnys I neerly was, Sir. I wonder how meny of them officers have
had as much good luck as me.

Broms Good luck = that's what you've having, ell right. First, you
esceped from the fishes; and now I let you mn off, '"though I might
think you mixed up with the fishy affeirs of this house.

Johnnys Ie things really that fishy here, S5ir?

Browns It couldn't be fishier. But that'e none of your business,
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John; I know you heve nothing to de with what's geing on in the
Villa Pecific.

JohmnysIt's sure none of my businesss you're cuite rignt there,
8ir. It's just.... well, you see, Sirs & guy gets kind of fond

of people who have been good tc & guy, end heve nursed him and
such ae theb....

Browns The young women who nursed you, and such es that, is duite
all right, I suppose. Yet, I'd try tc forget all ebocut here, if

I were you, ssilor John. If I'm not misteken, she's pretiy mich
tied up with ancther fellow.

Johmnyt She is meybe, in & sense. Only, it so happens that the
other fellow is desd.

Browns That mekes things rather worse - doesn't it?

Johnny: Meybe yes - maybe no. 'f course, & girl might care a lot
for a2 dead guys that's what mskes & desd guy dangerous. But, on the
other hend, the dead guy - he don't care for the girls so he ein't
that dengorous, after all.

Browns There you've got something, sailor. A dead zuy doesn't cares
thet's undoubtedly so. The enly thinz that etill puzzles =e, et
this point, is whether the Navy suthoritics will be very intsrested
in thie kind of problem. Desertion in wartime = I'm afraid = rem ins
e darmed serious charge - no matier how the dead guys feel ebout

a girl or about deserters.

Johnny: Dosertion in wartime! That's bed, and that ain't zood...
Brown: I should say it isn't. 8o I sugzest that you beet it now
and make for the next Nevy Station - end more snappy then that,
young manl I happen to know one of the big-shots there: he'll be

notified thet sailor Wilkens i1s on his way to report. Besides,




- 102 »

I1'11 tell my friend that you haven't been over the hill, but rather
down, in the depth = in a kind of spooky underworld where deed

guys pley violin end bewitch living women. My pel et the Nevy
Stetion will eppreciete that such experienses do sormthing to &
fellow.

Johnnys Thet's right, Sirs such experiences do funny things to e
fellow... Well, anyhow, thanks for your sdviee. I'm off, to the
Navy Stetion.

Browns Good luck to you, seilor...

Johnnys (exit, into the garden - waeving et kr. Brown.)

Browns (seftly, to himself, as the seilor hes lefts )...end CGod
bless youl

The legro Boys (who hes witnessed the scenes, discreetly from the
backgrounds ) Seeme & damned nice guy, Johnny the sailor = don't you
think se, Uncle Brown?! You wouldn't teke him for & medium, elther:
looks too heelthy to me, for that kind of disease.

Brownt Why shouldn't the ghosts be attracted by heslthy peopls!?

The poor spooky creatures = bheing rather on the morbid side them=
eelves - mey be perticularly sensible to the wholesome vibrations
of a lad like Johnny. It's only netural, in e sense. After 211,

the most fregil wemen have usually e penchant for the most husky
men. "Les extrémes se touchent..."

Negro Boys I don't like that lest statement of yours, Uncle Brown -
if you allow me to say so. It sounds like Fifi Larue.

mi propoe Fifi lLaruwe, I ought to have & talk with that

eolourful charscter. Why don't you esk him to come down, Curley?
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He's probebly upsteirs, trying new rococo costumes in the little
boudoir which Professor ¥an Loyden put so generocusly at his
diaposal.

Negro Boyt (with & sour faces) If it hes to be... (Exit.)

( The Three Chiness Oirls enter the room, while Curley is

leaving it. All three of them seem highly emused; they gizgle.)

Browns Whatls so funny, girls?

First Girls The Baron...

Second Girl: He's a screaml

Third Girl: We've washed hie beard!
First Girls It's & gemuine beerd, you know...
Second Girls Feir like the beerd of & Teutonic ged...
Third Girls And hie eyebrows! His hairl Hie complexion!
First Girls You won't recognize him, Uncle Brownl
Browni Are you telking of Kadornath, the Measter Yogil
First Girls He looks like a superman, the morning efter..
Second 3irls I've never seen anythingz neerly so ridieulousl
Browns Haven't you?! Well, here is scmething...

(He points et Fifi Lerue, who enters, eccompeanied by the

Hegro Boy.)

Lerues (still wearing the shoes, stockings, breeches, and the
s2tin shirt of his rococo costume, but not the whig and the
jecket) erowing in his highest falsetto with enthusiestic cordiality:)
lais, mon eher ir. Prown, je suis snchenté de vous revoirl Clest
ineroyable, mon cher, que je ne vous ai pes reconnu eu premier
moment...
Erowns That's only teo understendable, Monsieur Lerues I have e

comnon=-plece face, there ere millions of fellows like me. With
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you, of couree, thst's an entirely different metter: you sre indeed
unique. Thet's why I recognized you et the firet lock, elthough ve'lve
met just once, if I am not mistelren.

Larues Une fols, c'est exacte = at o Soirée of the Hungerian Finister
in Veshington. C'dtait cherment, n'estece me? It seems ages ago.
Browni And yet it's only a few years sincs. We met in October, 1938 =
some weeks after lunich. I shell not forget the srdent eloduance with
which you defended the policy of smpremsemeni. Hadn't you spend the pree
ceding summer in Ge meny? At sny rate, I recall distinetly your dramatie
teles proving Lhe megnificent accomplishments of the Nezi régime.
Laruos Ah, oull Que voulez=vous? Les Allemends... Un grend peuple, sens
doute. Penssz 2 Goetha, Tegner, Beethoven...

Broms I thought you are more interested in Horet %eseel, the hero of
the Nazi movement.

Lerues Sc you were kind enough to resd my little hooklet, " Horst
Wessels Symbol ef Germen Youth."

Browni I wee indeed kind enough. A most remerkebls document = that elim
beoklet of yours. Yom found truly rhepsodic accents in predicting eand
preising the coming world hegemony of the Germanic race.

Leruss Yes, I know, it's beeutifully written. Somewhet lyricel, I
suppose - very naive, exiremsly imnocent... But, undeniadly, e¢'est de la
poésie...

Browns "Innocent" is the word, cher emil “Innocent® is priceless:
consldering your interssts in the chemical industry of the Relch...
Lsrues (giggles cheerfully: ) C'est rigelo, n'est~ce pas? Lifs is full of
such coineidences. As my developed friend, Mademe Pompadour, is wont

to s8y..s

(At this point, Alice McUlster enters hastily through the secret
door in the beckground.)




Alices ey I telk to you for e mimite, Lr. Brown!?

Browns If lonsieur Leruve i1e good enough to excuse me...

Lerue: Meis je vous on prie...

Alics: (in the ferezround, with Brownj turning her beck to Lerue, she
whisperes ) I didn't tell him. Not yet. Pasn't able to. Don't you see?

I just wasn't sble to tell hime..

Brown:Now, tele it sssy, Alicel Tou were mot sble to tsll = what?! to whomt?
Alices To Van Loyden, of course. He is the only person in the world te
whom I etill heve anythinz to say. Omly, I couldn't do it.

Browns Sc he has actuslly no 1dea of what's going on in his house? And
you didn't dere to tell him the ewful truth? But what, then, did you tell
him? Whet kind of story did you make up tc sxplain my presence in the
Villa Pecific?

Alices I don't knovw... I was so embarrssseds I herdly recell whet I seid.
I'm afreid it wes something ebout our Shanghei girls end some eriminel
afeir in which they are involved...

The First Girls (who hes been listenings) Why, I mmet sey, kias NcUlsteri...

Alicer (utterly irriteted:) My dear caild, you must try to understend

my situations the Professor is very emnoyedj I hed to explein to him

why ¥r. Bromn end his cops intruded on our séance, just when Edwerd's
ghost was on the point of coming through at last.

The Girls (in a lowered volce:s) Yes, thet is true, he was on the poinmt

of coming throughe.. And how besutifully he pleyedl

Alices The Professor 1s bitterly diseppointed thet the process of usteris=-
1izetlion was interrupted by the police. You know how much this pertiguler
experinent meens to hime«.

The Girls (rather cattys) The old gentleman is very fond of poor little

Mrs. lertock = isn't het
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Alices (ignorin- her msliess) I found Marceline in his etudio when I was
up there, just mow. She wes ell in tears; He tried tc comfort her. Edward's
ghost = he gspid = 12 probebly still arcund...

(Durings the lezot mimate, Fifi Lerue hes tried te smesk out through

the door at the right, which he found bloecked by & Policomens)
Alice: (still whiespering to Srowns) Pleasse, b kind, Nr. Brown, =nd
leave this honse an soon es possiblel Could you move your of'fice %o
pelice heednuerters around the cormer? Van Loyden mey come down any
moment new, te meke his morning prayers in froeant of Julie's cltar. He
would thloir it sscrilegious that this examinstlon takes plece in the very
room whers her sacred ashes are shrined.
Brown: Aut, soonar or later, ha'll inevitably find cute..
Alices Leave that to me, Mr. Brom! I'il tell him the whole truths I
promis=s you I will, as soon es I have & chance to b@ alone with him.
Just let me stay hare for a 1little while = half an hour or so = and I
will explein everything to Frofessor Ven Loyden. I# will not 4ry %o rum
awey =~ you know that,
Brosms I knew thate. Besides, you wouldn't heve mich of & chence %o do
8o, anyhow.
Lerue: (nesr the door egain:) Alors, cher Eonsieur, avec votre permiseiomc...
I would like to go upsteire and finieh my toiletts.
Browm: You better stiek eround, brother;y or you might get yourself inteo
trouble. (Te the Negro Boyi) Please, ask the others to come down at once.
Negro Boy: The whole bunca of them!
Browns The whole bunech, .oxupt Mr. Ven Loyden.

(The Hegro Boy, sxit.)

Larus: I wonder which member of our innocucus ecircle may seem suspicious
to you. Ls Princesse Frolevsko, psut-stre! Pauvre femswe! I was having

a hunch all along that there is something wrong with her....
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(Enter the Prince and Princess ‘ralevskeo - he stoically couwposed;
she, quiverinz with excitement.)

Prinwess Annes I am en honest womenst vhoever seys I am not, is & deli=-

berate 11ere...
Browns But my dear Mrs. Potchikoff....

Princess Amme: (yelling with indignetions) My name ia Princess Frolevske,

and whoever seys wy name ia Polchikoff...

Prince Igori Cut it out, Annal The gentlemen knows who we are = can't
you ses that? Besides, I'm fed up with that Prince~Froleveko comedy,
snyway. Yhe wents to be & prince? All the nrinces I have known were
drunkards or deranged in sexe other wey. And 1 know what I em telking
abouts several members of the Imperie] family were among my clients when
I stil! wes a prosnerous dentist in 5t., Petersburg.

Princess Annes ( sobbing end seresmingt ) You lierl You fool! You croglkl

Don't you reelize what you'Pe doins te re¥ Do you went to drive me into
suicide?

Browni Now, come, come, Mrs. Potchikoff! What'e all the fuse sboul, efter
all? I know perfectly well thet meither you nor your husbend hes enything
to do with the subversive thinze going on in thia house. And e= for that
miner incident in Chicago, you den't need worry too much. On the contrary,
you ought to reelize that eny mfomatéon you mey be ebla to give me
concerniny the Villa Pacific will conelderebly imrrove your situetion

in the Chicage affeir.

Prineess Annes Yhet Chiesge mf eirt Yhet ere you trlking ehoutt?

Prince Izors Don't be tiresome, Anmal Evidently, ¥r. Bromm is well
femilier with your eriminsl record. ( To the others present:) ¥rs.

Potenhikof'¥ wees rumning a house of evil reputetion in Chiecago, Illinois.
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I thought it was feirly harmless = just some gembling end & so-called
messegze saleny but the police did not like it.

Princass Armas (shekin: her fists sgzeinst hims) You helfewit! you demmed
son=of=a=hitchl! I'11 fix youl... (She 48 on the point of sttecking him
physicelly when Ted & Toy enter, hand in hend.)

Prince Izors Pss devent les enfents, if you please, lindamel

Teds (to Toy:) It's all a dresm, humminz=bird! Don't ery! Don't shiver
sol Don't look so sad end frightened! It'e all e feverish, Merodue, sur-
reclistic halueinstion...

Toy:s But vhaet hes & F.B.I. men %o seek in our drean world? This is
utterly irritating.

Teds Prixzler is with us., Don't be afreid, my pigeon...

Browni iIs your neams Ted Turner?

Ted & Toys Ve are Ted and Toy.

Browni You sre wanted as a draft=dodger.

Toyi Eoth of ua?

Erowne Only the mele part of the tssn, under the present regulations,
Teds I sm not & draft=dodger, I ez e conscientious ebjector.

Brownt You'll have the opportunity te explain this subtle differentiation
to men more cempstent in such matters. I am just & minor F.B.I. offieial,
ard heve crder t¢ bring you tc poliece headquerters.

Toys But thers must be scme misteke involvad! My poor brother is innocent,
He did not even know that the Army §is interested in his fregile personelity.
Brownt The Army ic not very particuler, at thie points they secsz to be
interestad in nearly sverybody. Besides I'm pretty esger to have a little
talk with you myself. Just 2 hermlesa conversation abecut ert, mind you.

Teds Are you: interested in ertistic things, ¥r. Brown?




Brown: I used to be = rather pessionstely so, too. In fact, I did quite
a bit of peinting myself, in my days ...
Alices I wonder what kind of creft you did pot try out, in your days,
Mr. Brom.
Browns I've never been o Surrealist, for instance = in Whatever sense
you may conceive this term. Thet's why I was so pleased, at first, when
I heerd thet the late Miss Prixler has com out ageinst surresliem at
last.
Teds One of Prixler's enigmatic whims...
Brom3 Not so enigmestic, if you know the inside story.
Poys Now, don't try to tell us thet you know more about Prixler than we do.
Brovns Meybe I em more familiar with the mysterious motive-powers benind
her. Certain personslities seem keenly interested in Father Turner's
armament fectory, where our friend Ted was formerly occupiled as & designer.
Teds Only for two or three months, though, if you please! I couldn't
stand it longer...
Browns Yet you mist heve picked up & few things while you were war king
there = et eny rate, that's whet those interested personslities imagine.
They went you to give up surrealism, so that you remember, end bring down
to paper, the technicel patterns tha§ bored you so in Pittsburgh ,~
the newest models of Americsn guns, planes, tenks, and what not.
Toys This is absurd! It sounds es though Prixler were under the influence
of enemy agents...
Brown: You never cen tell, nowadays. There is e Fifth Column, perhaps,
active in the other world...

( The Professor enters from the right, followed by Marceline .)
Professors The other world? What surprising words to be uttered by a

gort leman of the F.B.I1.!
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Browns Why shouldn't & poor, harrassed Government official have the right
to indulge in metaphysical reveries, once in a while?

Professori Indeed, why shouldn't you, Mr....? = I do not yet have the
privilege of be ingz presented to you.

Brown: Infinitely serry, Professor. My neme is Brown - Ernest Brown,
of Wemkhington D.C. I have to mpologize for heving intruded on your bemu=
tiful home, kr. Ven Loyden.

Professori That's quite all right, Mr. Bromn. My developed wife and I
believe in heving san open house: eve rybody is welcome to partake in our
modest plessures and meditetions.

Browns You sre very kind, Professor. I'm afraid, though, thet I shan't
be able to profit by your hospitelity as much as I'd like it. .
Professors It's e pity that your duties oblige you to lsave us so soon.
Brown: Why, if I can do you a favour by staying a little lenger...
Professors Let's leave it for snother time, my deer Mr. Brown, if that
is ell right with you. It so happens that I too am rather occupied, this
morning. Several spirit friends heve announced their visits...
Mercelines I'm afraid they mey chenges their minds and withdraw again,
unless we come in touch with them, without any further delay. Where is
Johnny?

Brown: Johnny Wilkens is gone. Hed to report for duty, I suppose.
Marcelines Is that so? Well, and I suppose that there are human duties,
even outside the Nevy. Johmny had no right to run away from here: I have
his word of honor that he wouldn't do this to me.

Brown: Johnny's departure seems to affect you considerably, Miss.
Marcelines My name is Mrs. Mertock. And I have very specific reason

to be interested in Johnny's whe re=abouts.

Browns I don't doubt it, Mre. Mertock. Unfortunately, however, the Navy
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suthorities, too, take a certain interest in the seilor John T. Wilkens.

Professor: It seems that the euthorities = military and civilien = are

moat keenly concerned, of late, in our innosuons. What about the peculiar

story I hear in respect to our Chinese friends and & mysterious theft in

San Frencisco?

Alices (quicklys) But I've told you all sbout it - haven't I, Professor.

ItBs not & very interesting effair, snyhow. Just a minor eriminal affeir

into which Lee To Pasa got involved - innocently, I take it.

First Chinese Girls (feigning an expreasion of embarassement snd insulted

dignitys) It's all & sordid plot, Professor Ven Loyden... I swear you

I didn't steal the jewels of that Itslian countess at the 5t. Fremcis

Hotel...

Professor: Be this es it mays I went you to know that I trust you end

thet you'll be slways welcoms in the Villes Pecific. I know thet Julie

thinks very highly of you: that means more to me than the sentence of

any jury. This is a house of love and understending; en oasis of pesce...
(His speech is interrupted by the turbulent entrance of Feter Brack

and the Second Policeman.)

Peter Brecks (stumbles into the room = almost blind without his eye-

glassesjyith one of his eyes black and nearly cjoseds) This is the most

extraordinary experience I've ever hed in my life...

Professors Good Lord! What's the mattert

Browns  (almost simultenecusly:) What's wrong, Liddleton? A holdup, or

soms thing?

Policemans (rather breathlesslys) No Sir... It's just thet demned women,

that Mrs. Potter... The devill - she is gone...

Brown: (jumping up, in fury:i) Are you med, man? What are you telking

about? Mrs. Potter is gone?
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Policemans That'e right, Sirs she's gone, all right. I sure don't know
how it happened. I was watching her and this English guy here, the way
you hed told me to, and all of a sudden that devil of en old gal produced
@ gun = I sure don't know how she menaged to do it; wes hiding the damned
thing in her stockings, I guess, or in her felse teeth, or somsthing.
But there it was, and before I had a chance to get ocut my own gun, she
hed elready knocked down Mr. Brack, and leaped over him = just like that -
(he imitates the motion) = and in mo time she was out of the window.

Peter Sracks It wes the most staggering, most overwhelming, most

appaling display of besstly vitality....

Browni Never mind Mrs. Potter's beastly vitelity, Sir...

Peter Bregks Ther was an indescribable flash in her eyes ses she hit
me = & flame of triumphs diaboliesl...

Bromns We have to get her back...

Professori Gentlemen, I am flabbergasted. Will you plesse explain me
what it is ell about? Hes poor Mrs. Potter gone completely mad?

Larues ( in his most penetrating falsettos) Elle n'est guere folle:

au contraire, elle est heroiquel! But what would you know about hsroisml
You ere just Americans...

Brown: That's enough, Little Marquisl

Lsrues ( erowing pugumciouslys) Vive la race Germanique! Vive Hitleérel!
Kadormths (transformed into e Teuton = blond-beerded, feir-mesned, with
pink complexion = he mppears in the open door and thunders:) Heil! Heil!
Heill = (stretching his arm and derting formideble looks under bushy
brows. )

The lNegro Boys ( who shows up behind him = apin: his voice and motions)

Heill Heilll
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Professor: (completely aghasts) Whet is this hideous man?! Why does he
produce such an unplessant noise? What is the mtter here?

Kedornaths You wouldn't understend it, blind old fool you are! Complacent,
blind old fooll 01d fooll

Alices (with an outery:s) Herbert! Stop itl!

Professors What do you have to do with thies madman?

Alices I'1l explain everything te you...

Professors (interrupte her with en imperiel gesture:) No, don't tell me
anything now. I don't want to listen. I am disgusted with all of you.
(He withdraws toward the door.) Lll:l'l me alone! Only Marceline mey coms
with me: I know that she is pure = not involved in these lurid secrets.
Give m your hend, my child. Our spirit friends will comfort us.
Alice: (fellowing him to the doors) Don't be unfair, James! You must
l1isten to mel I implore you...

Professors (in the open doors) Later, maybe. First let me meditate.

( Exit,with Marcelins.)

Alice: (following them:) Now, James! Now! There is mo time to lose! ( Exit.)

Broms (who hes meunwhile been giving orders, in e lowered volce, to the
Second Policemens) Ande enother thing, Liddleton = you take these people
over to the police station, while I call headouarters in Los Angelea.
Curley and the girls go with you. Jeckson steys here and watches the
house. Is that clear enough?

Policsmen: Clear enough, Boss.

Princess Anma: Have you heard that, Igor? All of us are going %o be arrested!

Thet's what you get for your insene talk...
Prince Igors Never mind, Mre. Potchikoff. In fact, I am rather pleamsed
to come in touch with the authorities. It will be indeed a plessure to

tell them all about my telepathic jourrey to the Arctic zones. I am
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positive my experiments will be of tremendous use to the War effort of
the United ationS.ees

Princess Anna: War e ffort? What are you telkinz sbout? We're pacifists,

here in the Villa Pacifie, as fer as I'm told.

Prince Igori Rubbish= I am e Russisn patriot, end that's that.

Toy:s But your Highness always nsserted...

Prince Igors Out it out, sister: you're as much of & "Highness" es I am.
My name is Potechikoff; I am e dentist from St. Petersburg = or, from
Leningrad, to be more precise.

Leruet Alors pa, c'est tron fort! He betrays his own past, the glory of
hie country! An exiled Russien intellectusl who gives to the City of 5%.
Petersburg the name of = hideous rebel and usurper = ¢'est vriment honteux!
Browns I'm sorry, gentlemen, thet I have to interrupt your intersting
argument. But it's high time to go %o the police station...

Prince Igor: Shell I have the opportunity to maks a detailed report
sbout my stunndng experiences in Island, Greemland, and Sibiris?

Browns You certeinly will, in due time, Mr. Potchikof?.

Prince Igor: The point of the metter is thet my friend Ivan Ivenovich =
the noted Russien explorer - is tourring those regions for the last tenm
years. Now, it so happens that our respective vibretions are so perfectly
attuned to each other... 7 5
Browns Hold your horses, lir. Potchikeffl You'll soon enough have & chance
to tell your story...

Prince Igor: Do you believe thet I'm lying to you, Mr. Brown?

Browns No, strengely enough, I don't think so. On the contrary, I'm pretty

sure thet you try to stick to the truth. But let's go now! For ore reason




- 11% -

or enother I feel a 1ittlc apprehensive in this hospitable house,
Peter Brock:s I'm afraid somebody will have to lead me. I cen't gee &
thing, without my glasses. Thet formideble Fottear woman has rendered me
practioally & blind mm...

The Negro Boys I'11 be your guide, Mr. Brack. Used to do the same thing

for Grandma', beck home. She was ninety years old md quite blind, unless
there wes something to esat on tha table.

Peter Breck: I wonder whether your poor grandmother my heve had the sams
uncanny senseation I'm experiencing mow. It's like walking urder water,
if you know what I men. Eve rything blurred and flosting... The most
extraordinery thing about it ie¢ that I don't reslly dislike it...

Brom: I'm hardly surprised to hear that, Mr. Brack. Heven't you s lways
hed » weakness for everything blurred and floeting? Bosides, thom eare
curious thinges going on, down there, on the groumd of the sse = just the
amphibious kind of 1life you like to describe in your stories, - Is

eve rybody resdy, st lest?

Toys (occupied, for the le#t few minutes, with attempta teo revive her
brother, who hes quietly collepseds) My poor twin hee feinted: the shook
was too much for him. None of you calloue people noticed his collepse...

The Pirst Chinese Girls My siester end I will carry the huaming-bird.

(She and the two other girls carry the unconscious Ted towerds the door =

followed by Peter Bregk, who is being led by the legro Boy; Prince Igor,
Princess Anna, in tears; Toy, caressing her feinted hrother; Kedornath

and Larus = closely watched by the Folicemen, )

Brom: ( who is marching s the le#t men in the slowly moving processions )

I'm sure happy to get out of here. A police station im & temple of Reeson
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compared with this crazy plece...

Eedomath:s That's what 1ife is 1ike, in a decadent democracy.

Bromi You sre wrong, &s usual, Baron Risfenbach. That is what 1ife hecomes
when the prineiple of Freedom is beinz misunderstood or wantonly abused.

Princess Annas I don't zive a damn. A1l they can give me is two years,

the most...
Toys Ted, my butterfly! Don't you heer my voicel....
Prince Igors Tonizht, I'11 be somewhere in the Arctic solitued = alone
with my Russien Goda...
Peter Breck: They have all the weird faces of subunerine monsters...:
1t'e too extreordinery for wordsl
Larues ¥oi, je me me foue pas mal...
Kadornethi They wouldn't dare to touch mes they're afraid of the Flhrer.
Scheissbhande! (He spits at the floor.)
( The whole procession exit.)
( The seens is empty. There is & stillnees, lastin: e few seconds.

Then the vielin ecsn again be heerd, playing the Bohemian melody -

thin, uncertain, fer away.)

( Alfter & while,
Mercel ine entera from the right - ettracted by the mysterious music as
a moth by the flane. Her gesit snd the expresasion of her face are thoae
of & sleapwalker; sightles: and bewitched, she strides slowly from the
door to the pieanoforte = vhispering:) Yes, my loves I cen heer you...
I sense your presence... It's so aweet = 8o infinitely sweet to have you
here at lest ... We are alone, my darling - juet you end I3 all the others

are gone... This is the moment, dear! Why dop't you uaterielize? Why
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don't you permit me to heve a look &t your face?! Why don't you tell me
thet I em forgivent

( The music seems to wander; it withdraws, comes closer, becomss

wesker egm in. )
Mercelimes Do you went m to darken the room, my sweetheart? Yes? All
rightes.. ( She pulls the curtein over the glass door at the lefti; the
room lies in a shadowy twilight.) Do you want me to pley with you, dear?
(She sits down at the piano and begins to mccompeny the violin reeitsl.)
Your tone is better than ever... better than I've ever heerd it, since
that recital at Prague. Do you remember, dear? The first journey we made
together... The Bohemisn villeges; the country inns; the rainy nights;
the kisses... Why don't you meterislize? What are you weiting for? Is
my ectoplesm not good enough for you! Is the stuff he emanates so much
better then mine? You know whom I mean... What has he got I heven't got?
I don't understend you, Eddie. What are you driving at? You know the price
I shall have to pay, if you appear in Johnny's ectoplesm. Do you want me
to go to bed with the sailor boy? I'm capable of doing it, just as hir.
Van Loyden mey marry Alice NclWlster if Mrs. Van Loyden insists. You are
very capricious, you dead... Weit, derlingl I heve en ideal I'll close
my eyes, for a couple of Iimtt.nhor 80, and you meterialize while I am
not locking. Is thet all right 11-111 you? Let's try it... (he closes
her eyes and whisperss) Accept my humble ectoplasm, Edwerd dear! It's
all youre. Teke it. There is nothing else I can give you....
( As she whispers and pleys, Johnny enters from the left ~ emerging

noiselessly from the dreperies of the curtein coverinz the door.)

Johnnys (very softly:) Here I em...
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Marcelines Yes, dear...This is your voice...It's wonderful to hear it...

Mey I look st you now?

Johnnys If you want to, honey.

Yerceline: (opens her eyes; starts et the sight of Johnnys ) Youll

I thought you on your way to the Navy Station...

Johnnys That's wheres I wes. But I felt that you need me. So I came back.
Here I am.

Marcel ineYou are misteken, Johnnys I do not need you, quite the contrary.
To tell the truth, you're disturbing us.

Johnnys Us? Is he still around?

Mercelines He most certainly is. I could heer him play, up to the moment
when you entered the room. (The viclin, which has been silent since
Johnny's arrival, resumes the Bohemien tune.) Therel Don't you hear it?

This is Edward's tunel

Johnnys It's our tune, lerceline. You were pleying when I came = the
first evenings remember? ’

Marcelines Pstl! Don't telk nowl He'll withdraw again, if you don't keep
quiet...

Johnnys I wished he'd beat it, end more sneppy then 211 that. He has no
business sticking around here, in the first place. Should be in hell, or
in heeven, or whereever a ghost belongs.

Marcelines How do you dare...

Johnnys (shouts in the direction from where the viclin music coms st )
To hell with you, Mister Edward! Go beck from where you've comel Beat
1t! Don't you hear? This is our world - not yours! Beat itl Beat itll

Beat itill

-




( The violin contimues to play, incrsasing the volumen of its tone.)
Merce line:r (triumphantlys) You see, he is stronger then youl He defies
youl He loves mel He staysl

( The contours of & violin begin to loom between the draperies of

the eairtain. One second later, one can also see two pallid hends

holdinz the instrument and the stim.)
Marcelines (with & half-oppressed scream: ) Johmny! Look! His hendsl
Johany: I en see them, all right: they're hideous. Hideous ghost hends...
Go away, ghost! Beat it! Disappearl
Marceline: Don't sesy thet, Johnny! I don't want him to dissppear. I'1l
touch hie hands... I'11 kies them. I'1ll kiss his face... WThere is your
face, Edward? I must see your lips and your eyes end your hair...
Johnny: (holdingz her back:) Den't teuch them hends, Marceline! Don't
telk to himl He is desd. He'll kill you when you look st him. There is
death in hie eyes, there i» death in his musiec...
Marcelines (hypnotized by the spparition; trying to liberate herself
from Johnny's grips) I must see his face... I must! I know he will let
ms see it when I embrece his hends. Let me go, Johnny! Please! I am his
bride - for ever! I belonz to him... Let me gol
Johnnys Don't touch himl Don't look mt himl It's a mortal sin: I warn you.
Marceline:(shakes him off; mekes & few stumbling steps toward the ghost-
violin:) I mst... I cen't help it...
Johnnys (produces a knife; follows her with slow, heavy steps:) I'11
kill you, Merceline, if you touch thet spook. Don't you hear me? I'11
stadb you with this knife of mine. It's better for you to be killed by

me than to be killed b}' hiBee.
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Farcelines (very close to the apperation:i) It's stronger than I... I muet...
( At this moment, the detonstion of & shot can be heard. The violin

fades away, while the pallid hends are siretched out as if they
wanted to embrace Marceline.)

Varceline: (shekingz with horror; eclinging to Johnny; gaspings) Whet ...

weg that....?

Johnnys (holding her in hie srmss ) A shot, upstairs. Don't be afreid,

?armlinsl Let's runl Let's beat itl - togetherl

Farcelines (hiding her fece on Johnny's shoulder:) Are these terrible

hands still there?

Johnnys They've become very pale... they're almost gone... Come, Marcyl

Come with we! Don't tremble sol Pull yourself together!

Marcelines (whimperss) I can't... I can't...

Johnnys Don't be afraidl I'1] telw cere of you... (As she clinges to

him even closer, he 1ifts her and carries her through the left door into

the gerden. Both exit.)

( The curtein covering the glass door remeins half drawn aside
when Johnny end Msrceline have left. The ghost hends disappear
presently in the morning light.)

( The Frofessor enters - lookinz pale and upset.)
Professorsiarcelinel Where are you?! Listen to mel Something terrible
haprened. Alice hae shot herself - just e few mimutes sgo - she is dead.
Don't you heer, liarceline? Is nobody here? Am I cuite slone? No, I am
nots I have Julia. (On his kmees before the Serble busts) Julia, my dear!
It is my saddening duty to inform you that our friend Alice Mcﬂlntﬂf
has comnitted suicide. If it was really your wish thet she and I should

merry, Providence decided otherwise. Alice got mixed up with some kind
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of sinister plots frankly, I don't cuite know what it is all about.

She tried to explain it to me, but I was unable to concentrate on her
story. There sre other things in my mind. "The Cosmos of Tomorrow"

worries me profoundly - especieslly since the ebrupt change of your attitude,
Julia my dear. Your recent revelations seem to refute everything you teold
us previously. Wes Alice correct! Or did she misquote you?! It's too late
now to ask her... I depend sll on you. What do you say? Nothingl...

Look at me, Julia! You ere my wife! Sey = word! Have mercy! (He exbraces
the busty then shudders.) You are cold 1like marble - like death. Yom

don't listen. You don't feel sorry for me. You mre terrible. You are

dead. You don't cAre....

CURTAIN

THE ENDw
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PERSONS:

Professor Jemes Ven Loyden

Merceline, his Daughter

Kenneth Jackson, his Disciple and Secretary
Miss Alice McUlster, s Medium

Kedorneth, a Teacher of Yozl Gymnastics
Prince Icor Frolevsko, from St. Petersburg
Princess Anna, his Wife

Peter Brack, a Novelist, from Iondon

Jo O'Matty, a Poet and Explorer, from Dublin
Fifi Iarue, sn Aesthete, from Paris

Mrs., Potter, a widow, from Kelamazoo

Toy & Ted, the Twin Children of an Industrialist, from plttsburgh
Mr. Brown, from the FBI

Two Policemen

Seven Negro Chlldren

Johnny

TIME: 1942

PLACEs Ven ILoyden's house, called "villa Unlverse", on the
Pecific Beach, in Southern Celifornia.

SCENE: A large room of dignified, somewhat sustere chsracter,
In the foreground, a group of chairs arrenged a tall, shaded
lamp. The portrsit of a besutiful young women conspicuously
displayed in s sumptuous zold frame.

In the background, a pisnoforte, adorned with the likeness of
en artistic-looking young man playing the violin.

In the middle of the background, & broad folding door flsanked
by two portly bronxe ststues representing Dante and Plato.

over the door, en inscription in prominent .old letters, GOD
IS LOVE. ¥

At the right, a smaller door to the lobby.

At the left, s large glass door to the garden. This door c:n be
covered with a dark curtain of heavy silk. When the curtain 1is
removed, however, one can see that the house is situsted almost
directly by the Pacific Qcesn, the open horizon of which is
visible behind the pslm trees and blooming bushes of Ham

a Californien gerden.
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Night. The door tc the gerden is open. Cne discerns the silhouette of

a pelm tree profiled agrinst the black background of the neer Ppacific.

The scene is empty when the curtein rises. One heers misic coming from the
i .'.-Jf- It

background - the simple, seturnine tune of & Slavic folksong played by

violin with pieno accompsniment. The sudience is not to reslize at first

from where the music comes, as the phonogreph is invisible in the wall.

Marcelines(enters the scene from the background. She opens the lsrge door
rather violently, but not wide enough to let the audience look into the
back room from which she comes.

She is an attractive zirl , about 25 years old - fraglle end yet dynamic,
with dark, passionate eyes under a beautifully erched forehesd. The long,
white germent she wears 1s something between a fancy house robe and s
simple evening cown.

When she has closed the door behind her, she fulters and seems on the
point of fai;;lng. Her voice sounds raucous as 1f in physicsl pasin as she
groans, while covering her ears with her hands:) The music! It kills me,
it drives me med...

(She rushes to the phonograph and turns it off. The music ceases sbruptly.
Merceline sighs as 1f with profound relief. She walks through the room
and lingers in front cof the pienoforte. 48 she begins to talk, she lifts
the portralt of a young man from the plano cover - very carsfully, with

a soft, affectionaste gesture - and raises it _raduelly up to the hel . ht
of her fece;) I couldn't stand it, ZEdward - see? Just couldn't bear it
for another moment. Itfs not that I got tired of listening to you, dear =-
you know thaet isn't so, I'll listen to your violin for the rest of my

1life, if only you show up for one short, hesvenly minute. Just once, my
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beloved onel I am positive that 1t cun be done: Fether seys so, and he 1s

never misteken. Why, then, don't you do it? Why don't you meteriglize?

I'm longing for you. I'm dying to have one more :limpse at your face.

Why do you torture me sO% (She puts the picture back at the plano cover;
almost angrily:) Oh, how obstinate, how self-righteous you arel You let

me suffer and whimper, just in order to prove that Father 1s wrong snd that
all spirituallsts are fools; only you are smert. Oh, yOoU... ¥yOou...(8he
1ifts the photo again, covering it with kisses:) Oh, you my sweetest, uy
goul, my life and my heart...oh, chéri, my dsrling, why don't you apperr,
right now? If you don't, how can T believe that you stlll love me, my
1ove?0ridon't you cere for me gnymore? Is it thet what makes you so cruel?
You;‘;g::l:nw care for me, that's all. You donft care... You don't care...
{She stands bent over the plsno, convulsed with sobs.)

Kenneth Jackson ( s8lips through the same door through which Marceline

ceme, before. He looks like a serious;fgood-natured fellow - somewhat
atocky and inhibited, but by no means ridiculous or ugly. He may be of
the same age as Marceline. He speaks in & somewhat lowered volce as he
lays his arm around Marceline's jerking snoulders;) What's wrong, Marce=
line? Don't you feel well?'ﬂhy aid you run away? .
Merceline: He doesn't care for me anymore. He doesn't love me. He refuses
to meterieslize.

Kenneth; But Mercelinel ch-!ll' You must not be so impatient! Don't you
xnow how long it tukes, at times, until a materialization comes throu_n?
It's such a complicated process. 1 Know of one medium who sat for two
years before anything happened.

Merceline: But Father promised 1t fof tonight, and so did Miss licUlster.
Kenneth: Your husband might have appesred, perhasps - at legst certaln

framents of him: his hends, or the back of his head: if only you hadn't
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stopped the phonograph, just whenAMcﬁlster wes in her most promising
trance.
Marceline: But it is the music that gets(so unbearably jon my Aerves) - don!tt
yon understand? The music, you see, 1is Dy far the worst part of the whole
affalr. This Bohemian song will meke me lose my mind, the next time I'1l
have to hear 1t. We prectised it, Edwerd and I, in the drawing room of the
ship, just when the torpedo hlt her.
Kemmethy I didn't know thet. I'm sorry, larceline.
Marcelines (without paying attention to hils remark;)lI was so proud that
he permitted me to accompany him at the plano. uring all these yesars we
were married he didn't think me good enough to play with him in public.
But on this tour throu:h Cansda and the States I was to act as hls accom=
penist, for ths first time. The Czech Melody was scheduled as our opening
pieces +... All this seems incredibly far away. I'll never touch a piano
again,

Kenneth: Don't say such things, Marcelinel! I'm sure you'll play even more

beautifully after this traglc experience.

Marceline; (raises her hands: they are red and swollen. With a short, bitter
lsughter:) With these hends? Dear mel

Kenneth: Your hands will be 211 right. Kadornath's Yogl s ymnastics must
help... Nt’.uf’f 4 _ aga»'m
Marceline: Pi-h They'1ll never Dbe all ri@tM To tell the truth,
I don't even want them to become all right.omméme I loathe my hands. They

ought to remein as they are - frozen and stiff and ugly. Why did they save
my dreary, mea?%ﬂﬁ}eaa 1life? I should have followed Edw:rd. But I didn't
even think of jtwem, curing the terrible hours I clung to the cap$lzed life-
bost. I was like an animal that wants just to 1live - to live at any prilce.
My mind was blank; all my energles seemed concentrated in these hildeous

claws. Why didn't I let loose? So many others dld. There were about twenty

persons,in the beglnning - children, and men, and women, Most of them gave

Cowith me
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up - one after the other; just drifted away, or died on the wreck itself,
killed by exhaustion, by fear, Dby the cold. But I held fast. My horrible
nands were stronger than my love of Edward.

Kenneth: But he certainly did not want you to Dbe iruwneq in tneﬂizzmn...
varceline: He called my nume even while he was ainﬁing.lﬂi'auw him diseppea
It was all the sailor's fault.

Kenneth: Whose fault? what sallor do you mean?

Marceline: The one who tried to get into our life-boat when it was over=
welzhted already. He jumped from thslburning ship - a young fellow, rather
handsome, too = in a brutal, ungsinly way. He yelled %to us as he swam =
something about his being only seventeen years 0ld, and seesedsmiems o DoUL
his mother back home. Another sailor shouted in our boat; "Don't let him
inl The boat is too heavily charged already as it is..." At this point,
the goung sailor wept - real tears, you know: we could see them. So Edwardp
bent over the rsiling and tried to help the lad into our boat. And then
there was a scream - a roar, you know, as from hundreds of savage, despe=
rate beasts - and the life-boat capsized. The last thing I saw was Hdward
struggling ageinst the clasp of the young sallor, who clung to him as if
@dward were his sole hope and predestined ssvior. S0 they went down To=
gether...(There is = short stillness ssSisewewee - no sound but Marceline's
gobs.)

Kenneth: (caressing her with brotherly tenderness:) Now, come come, larce=
linel Be quietl Relaxl Come come...

Yarceline: (wiplng off her tears and sniffing like a childs) So sorry,
Kenneth. To behave like s hysterlcal little sirl... It has to do with

the ocesn, I suppose. We are here so close to it. It may be a good 1des

to drew the curtain over this door - don't you think? It makes me always
kind of jittery to look at the sea or to hear 1its sound - that terrible

sound of the wavesS..s.




Kenneths (covers the door to the left; then comes beek to Marceline:)
Feeling better now?

Marceline: (with en effort to smile:) Definitely. Thanks. Now I'll powder
my nose, and then we!ll have a smoke. Is that all rizht with yau?
Kenneth: (offering her a cigarette:) Swell. It's swell, I mesn, to see
you smile sgain. ,/hrhreff

Marceline: Thanks to you, old man. There is somethingﬁre;ssuring about

NG() l:'l i (:U lr(:!r'!-.'}'/,

It's '& because I've known you ﬁbvwﬁﬂ“mmﬂy“feﬂﬂﬂqniﬂﬁQOIﬁuh

§¥hen did Fﬁtherizzggt you as his assistant, not to say as his son?

Kenneth: It was in 1954 thet the Master asked me to stay with hla, In

this house.

Marceline: (musingly:) Two years after Mother!'s death; one year before I

left for Switzerland; three Ee}ra before I .ot married./. Time 1is a

curious thing, isn't it}

Kenneth: Something extremely veriseble and flexible - no abqolutlu, Just

an aspect and product of our consciousness, according to the Master.

Marcelines( with a faint, distralt smile:) Never mind. It's real enou h

for me. Incidentally, do you think the séance in there 1is going to last

for ever?

Kenneth:It may o on.gqrﬂgfg?.whlle. Your father hoped that plsbowmuds
qome LU

Socretes wouldjﬁklm-nﬁ‘toniiht If 80, 1t may become & falirly aextensive

sitting.

Mar-eline: why don't you have a look to find out what they're doing now?

Kenneth; (reluctant:) WeM§ Miss McUlster is very sensitive even to the

31l htest disturbance. But if you want me to Mese,.. (He tiptoes to the

door, which he opens with the utmost caution. 4s soon as the door 1s open

one can hesr various noises from the back room, which lies in complete




oy
darkness. Two dogs seem to be berking inside - one of them in a high,
yelping voice, the other with a deeper, more sonorous orgsan. A soft, silvery
ziggle accompanies the duet. Kenneth closes the door, very carefully, and
comes back to Herceline. Very seriously:) The pet-dogs of Monsleur Larue.

Cute - aren't they? Were killled in a rallway accldent, about flfteen years
0. Ho's sti1ll very fond of them, thou_ h. It means a lot to him R )

to hesr their volces agein., It seems the cherscters of the dogs conslders=
bly improved, on the other slde. But ftheir wvolces , Larue says, remained

exactly the same.

Mercelines ind who produced the naughty 1little laughter?

Kenneth: 2 "poltergeilst", more than likely.

Mercaline: I thou b it wes Fifi Larue. What a ludlcrous creature, with

nis piping frlsetto und Wil his old lady-like whimsl I wonder how

_:L?Lt_L_J‘_I" mans \.‘;"2_:_; '_' |;|- t' _:'j- -_li_. 1 '8 '.‘,_1' if-‘.'.'.!.." 7_"- -
lonnaths laybs he dossn't, really. You know how the Master 1s: kindly and

generous, but et the same time strangely indifferent.

Marceline: That's the only way to explain some of his curious contacts.
Those snaemic twins from Pittsbur h, for example - they are really rather
irritating. I have nothing agalnst poor old lirs. Potiter: she 1s dlgnified
and pathetic in her wheeled cheir, viskbkhcpeowerssimisbameivenen (7 courss,

T don't think her a very stimlsting kind of person to have sround. Princess
Zrme Frolaevsko, on the other hand, may be stimulating enou_h, under pros=
pitious circumstances, but I'd hardly call her dignified. Jo O'latty 1s a

i

seream, with his imaginary 4retlce expeditions. Peter Brack has at least some

, : : i
first-rate books to his credit. And as for _;*:_'_;.H: ':3:"\').’0,:_,/1,1, Kadornath from

Benares...
Kenneth: Mrs. Van Loyden seemed pasrticularly fond of him when she made his
scqualntence, several months a.o.

Marceline; g Mother? 3ut...

s

Kenneth: She was gracious enouzh to materislize for a 1littls while, em last




S

Christmes. The whole party was introduced to ‘:1er- and she had an c—ff‘fable
word for everybody. But bmese Kadornath was the one she liked most.
Maerceline: The Yo.l teacher? What a curious tastel I presume that he was
not yet under a vow of silence, at the time?

Kenneth: He was indeed. It is five or six years a.o that he pledged him=
self not to pronounce a word as long as the English subjugate his native
I{ndla.Nobody in this house has ever had the opportunity to hesr Kadornath's
ewwnyp voice,

Marceline: How, then, did he mansge to chat with my materialized mother?
Kenneth: Highly developed spirits like the late lirs. Van Loyden have their
own methods of communication. At any rate, there was a lively c:‘:antact
between her vibrations and his.

Marceline; (lesughingly:) How lndecent! Didn't Father mind such frivolous
Loings-on?

Kenneth: (unsmilingly:) You know how the Master is.
Mﬂn}x& seld-thet-before——just-g-mintbe u—g,o. -¥esy I--suppose T

mow father, zaltilou n Ifve syen* much lesg time ;ith“::.m tJ,JJ you did. |

tandfnd 1oved ancl admirea him at -8 uiqtg,nce.‘ acmard heas of‘,‘a"én tei-g_s.ed

F i

{.' with ‘my so- called fathar CO""l}_j-leJE-- “‘.r_'ou may br:- w fong/ of me?r"}-h.l’_
€elyne,” he'd ‘say to me, "but tpe one man you WOr,dhip is Dé’-:i .
' eth:

Your fathar is a vel’:ff great mem, I-‘dﬂrvréli"].@- /’J rd

m*m-&m_u&_ia_m;#ibh' g ]

l}1142 e,l.’*r ,l"oo many admirers, fio friends. lobody here hes the merve,to taik
1

]
bacE .'rhn;r he makea one df hig more dubious st-tements. \
I

|

(epheth: Heve you eyer qxésta.oned or critic ized any of his fdeas?
A

i.ianéeline* hot really,, I'm & cowm:'a Anyself,fwm seaide

thinkAhat Father happ bens to ey ri.ah mo s ¥’ cases,.. of cdurae, nis
turn. for tne occult m-—-ant at first quite a sl}pgk tom me. “’ spigituq,fli I, o
J.t voundeL sc Strenge to me, ";L..os.. f‘:*i.u_lx;-f{in arid at Ll_;e 8 |1..9 L4
trifle—fatudus, But after-es—whileI-came to reclife ——e 0







Pevesltmovsndestmet Che boldness and rendenr of hls new vislon. Cf

course, I could not fordsce that thils metsphysical phllosophy was to
5 3 7 3 - .. ¥ L
become, one day, my sole hope and Qialowbe=. x4 7%

Kenneth: It must have been very bitter - the period of doubt, I mean.

one feels so treacherous, so forlorn, when the falth in him wavers.

Marceline; Have ;9'0}\11 exgqrienced e anything of the kind?
e )
Eenneth: Neswee up to this point. But jmebeerossse during the

i

y

ast few months 4-}, there have boon coNbedm *.10:.‘3!1'_[,'.':.‘,.;'.'1, Hercalinal
¢ Flla A Lo

I could ever tell you how confused andw they were! It's like
’-r

[
N

en obsession, a fever - the gualms and ;xlflsz, the uncertainty...
Werceline: Poor Kennethl How despondent you lookl ihat's puzzling
you?

Kenneths It's rather complicsted, and probagbly it's sbsurd. There ars

cartain implications 1n the llaster's phllosophy which have upset me of
I P P

late. It has to do with our natiocnul emergency...

(3afore he can finlsh his senbence, e door in the background 1s being

flung open by Professor Van Loyden, who appears, on the threshold. Be=
e

hind him, one cen ses the nelzhbouring Pﬁoglfgaﬂlight of several cendles.

It is of round shape -~ a kind of intlimate chapel, 1ts black walls

e

decorated with gold inscriptions unreadable to the audience. Kiss

flice McUlster is seated in the center of the room, surrounded by &
the other members of the party.

o S -

(Professor Vin Loyden is an impressive man of about sixty-five - tall

and lean, dressed in black, almost like g priest. His face, with an
aqulline nose and wide, plercing eyes, is framed Dy a rich mane of
white hair. There is an odd mixture of tyrennic arrogance and absent-
minded kindness 1n his attitude. He 1s a domineering personality and

yet strangely aloof - not qulte here, as it were.)
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professor; (curtly but not impolitely:) A .lass of water, please, for
Alice McUlster.
Kenneths:(who ot up with a start, ss soon as Van Ioyden entered:) Just one
second, Mester... I'll rush to the EKitchen... 4 bit of brandy mi.nt nEquq ¢
her. I'11 try to find one of the Seven Dwarfs... (Exit, hastlly, to the Alﬂi.

Marceline: Is 4lice not well?

Professors A malignent. splrit must have hurt her when she was in trance.

Mercelines 4 "poltergelst", I presume?

Professor: Possibly. But I suspect tThe influence of inimical vibrations,

Nzrceline: You meen, vibr-tions from - the other slde?
professor: Something of the kind. Of course, wanton and disturbing ener=
gies sre mch more difficult to locate than the friendly omees j«o,‘r.fx

#lice McUlster; (groens on her chair, in the back room.)

Merceline: She sounds pmedss pitiful... Here's Kenneth agaln.

Kenneth; (returns with a bottle of brandy end a cless of water:) Funny,
I couldn't get hold of any of the kids. Must be somewhere outslde, the
whole lot of them. faveloe 0% lo i
Merceline; Meybe they're sleeping already? It's almost eismsbeiet, yOUu KNOW,
Kenneth: Our kids go never to bed before one or two in the morning. Usuelly
they serve & cold supper after the midnight séance. (To the Professor;)

Mey I try to wake up alice? (As the professor nods, he coes into the back
room, where we see him work on Miss MCUlster - throwing water into ner
face, shsking her srms and shoulders, infusing her generously brandy out

of the bottle. Finelly she changes her rigid position, moves, sighs, and
rises toilsomely.)

Alice McUlster: (strides slowly end with gravity from the back room to the

main scene; she passes by the Professor and Marceline without lookinge at
them, and stops in the middle of the scene = stiffly erect and silent.
She is a woman in her late forties - remarkebly well preserved as far as

her figure is concerned. In her tight tailor-made costum of wlossy, black
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meterisl, she looks like a slightly neurotic ‘mezon - expsrienced
norseback riding end 1in black mszlc. Her features dre hard and tense;
her complexion eppesrs drlecd out, &s if parched by mysterlious Iays. P
There 1s nothing meen or petty about her physioznomy, which 1s met without

cortain tre.ic and dangerous beauty.)
(She remeins motionless in the foregrou 3, while the other guests gradw By
drop in from the bsck room. One after the other, or in smsll groups,

ara iy Ted and Toy, the twin ehildren of s plttsburgh incdustrielist -

2Pl = : J 9

he, en effiminste youngster, sie a boylsh~looking cirly both about 2o

dressed in white tuxedes, slrrming iy freil snd anaemic;

Fifi lerue, &n elderly, dwerfish ecreature shrouded in colourful ghawls;

=

the Yogi expert - censplicuously Indien=locking, with

1=

-
%

Kedormeth,
arlk slkin, beaubiful bleek ng"d, ad big, purple turben; Jo 0'Matty,

Mol oililyg

e pugnacious Irishmen with e terrific red megne and s blocted, expressive

f:ce of almost equally intense redness; Frince Iior Frolevsko, an ungainly,

da 3 r-1

flebby glasnt with dresmy, beautiful eyes in a grey, shapeless ITace;

Princess inna, a spectaculur personality with bluishly colored helr,

monocle, end & long clgeretie holder; Peter Brack - long and thin,

very British, his eyes hidden behind thick double-eye lesses, hls

[

-~

ar turas marked by omewbhbemb intelligence &nd hepedess weeriness;

end Yrs. Potter, & homely-looking little fema];E? g wheeled chelr, which
she csn move with her own hands, thanks to an ingenious mechenlsm.)

¥rs. Potter: (is the first to arrive, She zlgzegs the room = remerkebly

sgile snd eninmeted. Peasing by the
e
muich fun, Professor! I M a |

she cooes;) It was so

FProfessor
OVEEOTT 7

ime! Thank you ever so muchl

Poor little alicel I feel so sorry for youl (She wesse rolls ner chalr to

Alice, who still stands ss if petrified,) Whet'!s the metter with you,
M Eﬂ‘“" '('E,f"r,'( dsprvieel nwe Qe
honey? Do you reallze ) waWREe, And whet e pity thet you deve=
loped your nsu.hty little oeessmibesss cr:-ip JUs before you could contact
my poor Ferdinand., I'm sure he'll be as disappointed, on his hi_her




plene, &s 1 em here, in ny eerthly ¢ westment, I'¢ heve loved to tell hinm
the gorgeous news I hed from the lewyer today. It seems tThat the ayll

an who &lmosh muardarad me - I m3an, the nasty & driver whose car bombed
~QGraeslpe . £ F of

into ours - it reslly seems that lhe'll have to pay pc-ﬁ money Tor hils
nastiness. Yes Sir - it's § 20.000, or slse, fifteen years. Wy, ha'd

lagarve an aven more drastlc sentence. Lo ruin my brandnew rosadsterl! and,

on top of it, to kill my Ferdinandl

pPater Brack: (who listened to her with seeming serlousness:) How rl_ht.

you sre, lIrs. Pobtterl 20.000 18 certainly not too mmch for : fine motor
r snd @ well-presarved husband.

Lrs, Pottar: W¥ell, as far as I am concernad, I don't care mach for monay.

sub I know my Ferdinind. 4 bualness ., every inch of him., So I presume

1+t wonld muke e him feel better, if I could tell him sbout =211 thsat
lough we'll gzet. Dontt you agress with me, Allce lar ings

licas (still motionless; she moves hardly her lips as slie saysi) 3SO0rry

he didn't come through. It was one of the worst sssnces I've ever had.
Lerue; (in a grotesquely hi h, chirping voices) MNels, ms peuvre MNadsuel
Maie pgs du tout! iu contre iref... I think you have been as successful
g usnal. My 'l;':rc- itttle friends - Chl-Chil 2t Cho-Ciho - ah, qusl pluisir

1tantendrs leur volx dz aghavesu.... aftsr 5o many years... J'étals ravi,
Madame, j'étris profondement ému.

£lice: (rigidly:) Thank you, Monsleur Larue.

Ted & Toy: (approaching her hand in hend, like & couple of anaemlc cherus

by T T ie ars theanking you,

bim hovering over the floor:) WM Emamwme!'w:wt*m
desr Allca,

Profassor;( from tha background, whers he stands with Princess 4nnas and

natafMil

with Jo 0'isattys) The Fwins are perfectly right. #We all are"}#ﬂiﬂd. to

Qfn
you for juesslséim. inspiringg performence.

2lice: (seems to relsx at last but does not turn her hesd to the Professor

ylien sl




me, Mester. and you too, Twins. You'rs sall much Too sweet and indulgent.
Youtre making me very huppy.

— T . - o o

Mrs. Potter: But you don't look 13, dear! You know what you're looking

1ike, poor thing? ILike one of your own ghosts! (She bursts iato cheerful

e D

s hter bDubt stops 1t as she motices the hostlle silence around her.)

Desr mel Have I sald somzthin

ul,
=}

shocking again? But Allce knows how I
mean it. We're o0ld friends, after all - alice NcUlster and I - aren't we,
dearest? Of course, I wouldn't make cracks about your looks or your health,

yr anything of# the kind, if you dldn't looksg as swell as you really do,

L=

I}

and 1# I dldn't know who strong and wholdsome you sre. illce is the
toughest zirl in the Unlted Stobes - take 1t from mel By far. the touchest
girl between Stn Disgo and staten Island.

xlice:s (her face slightly distorted in an effort to smile:) Thst's ri_ ht,
Panny. The toughest girl in imerics - that's what I try' to De. Just a
1ittle tired toni ht. I'11l be fine tomorrow. Will you excuse me nNow.
(Her galt is composed and self-assured, 1f somewhat forced perheps, as
she crosses the room and leaves throu_h the door to the ri ht.)

he's as splendid a gal as thay come.

-

Fy

Jo O'Mabtbty:s (sazing after her:) 3

Believe 1t or not, I'm 1n love wlth her,

xeopt our beloved governess on Lhe other side.

i *

Hurcaline; I'd better look 1f she has everything she needs. She dld ssem
a iz#"r :z\ak 5 ) b,
(t”-nh#nuﬂ--y,yhlan't gne?

Mra, Potters: Nerves - thatl!s gll. Too mmech nerves snd mch too umcht 11-_11.10::
ey

that's Alice's ciwwgses. W10le trouble. ’r.?z_r.
L ]
Marceline; I'1ll be back in a few minutes. (Exit, throuih the.)FllTT/

Prince Ijor: (in a desp, sonorous voice with a melodlously Russlzun wccenty)
There is one grest moot questlion, Profossox», wiileh I shall never solves

jho is more satiractive, your deupghter lierceline or P owr friend Alice?
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Professor: (laughing:) There you've got me, Princel

q
Princess 4nna: (speaking with a f«lntly exotlc vablier @ffected accent:)

What a silly question to ask, mon amll Toutes les deux sont charmantses.

Frince Ijor:(_entle but obstinate:) Et slorstf Ef elors I went to find out

e

which one is more charr

rigg. No: doubt fademoimrelle Marceline hes the
& [

most fgseineting eyes...

O'¥atty: But allce has more pep then- -any other liwving womin. She 1ls slumost

as dynamic as ny ledy friend on the other side - Jucrecis Borgle. keybe
i 2

LA1Mlce 18 Increclals relncesrnations

Peter Brecks Not very likely, old man. Ledy Borgis seems stlll confined

to otherwordly reglons. Lf she were here, embodied as Miss lcUlster, how

could you converse with her, every:-other ni ht, throu_h Miss lcUlster's
'

Crenspissiong

O'Nattys (sulking;) Oh, you, with

= |

no inspirstion., Typicelly English.’

e ]
&}s I pointed out in my long poem, "Mephlstopheles"....

&1

Prince Izor: (misingly:) Mercellne's voice ls' sweeter than ilice's; bub

£13ce has finer hands.

Princess Annc: dnd you, mon cher, seem mortelly in love with both.

oo~ TTONE (EFTVe Iy BoH BIOWIYT) BT EEiemomtr Y e mot i T Ty

v
3 # ¥ g -

ilf for slice is jeven moma overwne ludyg tien iy wm{ u{-.;sr wd.tﬁ Maraélinb

*H}-"H"'"J

cr she has 5 dear one on t othéy sfded etivegbiyy . as s:JL-E: 15, .8he n_.;qrﬁﬂ
¥ ; F r o
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= iy

B S

e

Mrs. Potter: (raether fidgety in her wheeled chalr:) Well, I think itre

MU tlne to get a 1little sleep. Frenkly, 1 am desd-tired. (8he moves

)
Gl
Frincess Annsg There you have =a womyn/¥;-h real Aeerdoem conmon senssel




= Y

Wie ere sleepy too - gren't we, Igor deer?

Prince Igor: On the contrery, my dear inns, I've never felt more snperetic
in ny whole 1life. In fact, whet I would like tec do, just now, is, to lwwe

tell Professor Van Ioyden everythlng about my eslchemic experiments. Thet

would keep us busy for the resat of the niht.

rrofessor: Another time, my dear Prinece - tomorrow or next week, I hope.

i
v

I'1]l be only too pleased to dlscuss your experiences with you. But tonigh

I would hardly be &n sdequate llstener or advisor. 1'm afrald the Princess
ig righty 1t is indeed very Jlate
: Jov Rusbord,
rincess( énns; (pushing JE ‘radually towards the doors) Yes, ny little
.

s |

Igor is indefetigeble when it comes to searching and experipenting. He

.

pes to produce W =sufficient supplies of _olc, thenks to the Phllosopher's

Stone, to reconstruct the complete Wl gala set of plats, bowls, and

dishes, which the Bolsheviks stole from the Frolevskos in St.Petersburg.

Prince Igor:(mumbles somethlng, rather angrily, in Russlen.)

Princess Anna; (with e shrill Memgke l:gle:) Very goodl Thatts indeed

very funnyl .... But, chéri, you sghouldn't speek your netive tongue, hLere,
1h o foreign country. Rememberl! Qur friends don't understend Russian.

Prince Igor: (in a lowered voice, as he leaves the room, srm in erm with

hls wifes;) Nelther do you, ms belle.

lirs. Potter:; {mplisbNaeeosguotttelsdes) (., those msrried peoplel It makes
L € 6

you feel so lonely to ‘we their happinessli

And I, poor thing I am, don't even have a man to carry me upsteirs, Dighs

wwasded-ehalr is ﬂmﬂﬂ’&_" miraey - uﬁ}h:sﬂm’hﬂie-ﬁl’g‘“ﬁi‘th

—_—

oo mrsrm//

Larue; (tripping through the room:) Mels, Madamel Il me fera un tel plaisir
de vous aider. Si wous permettez... (He trises to e help her iseft up.)

lirs, Potter: (laughingly:)No, I'm afraid you're not gquite husky enou.h,

Mfiy = not to carry me; I am heavyewelight. Our mute friend, over there

e




T

\n the corner, has muscles ,# gteels he should be asble to transport ma
| 0 il AL LA 3 | Ly a =

gomehow up to the second floor.

Kadornath: (wes standing during the whole scene in a remote corner of the

room - mobtionless, erect, his arms crossed over hls chest. &8 Mrs. Polter

telks to him, he bows with Oriental solemnity and then strides scross the
scane, towards the wheeled chair.)

urs. Potters (jubilates, as he beglns Lo move her;) Isn't he cute, thouch,

our silent Mr. Kouculou, or whatever his name 13?2 He does 1t with Yogl,

Ak

you knowl r.r.‘?ﬁf'

K:dornath: (pushs Mrs, Potter's chair through the door to the F; She

3
i 2

disappesaring.)

Q
i
o

beckons the party with frcetiouns coquelry be

pater Brack: A fasclnating chars c}nr, isntt she? "::31: extrgordinary indeed.
Lar 50
There 1s nothlng in the wor 1rt§pﬁ6'aﬁuti ng to ﬂe,?i-n the spectacle of

pure, blaring stupidity.

3rac s %mw caz'ta‘ﬁr-sﬂ*artléﬁ‘ ENATASFEsE - Most
Professor; Mrs. Potter 1&%@%“
M:M-SM here on the recommandation of Alice's control spirit,
the German philosopher, Franz von Barder. He adviced me, through aAlice,
to invite Mrs. Potter for an extensive stey when she hm& lost her husband
in a motor car accldent.
Peter Brack: Yes, the German mystics of the early nineteenth century are

full of baroque 1ideas . Weeissanbrecndispge [n partlicular Herr von Baader

struck me always as most extraordinary. What odd compound of confusions

and intultionsl
Larte: The ninsteenth century is so vesbmeanese Clresomes even its mystiw
elsm has a touch of democratic wvulgarlty. I live exclusively in the seven=

teenth - the period before Voltaire. sh, ce Voltairel guel monstrel
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Peter Brack:fery=casaedly® Ho is indeed quite a bore. (He yawns.) Well,

professor, I suppose we are all more or less exhausted... {Heswalkschowords
Laer-de Pbddoor i)

Professor; (smilingly but with determinstion:) You forget your dutles, dear
friend. It's yau:_turn tonizght to control M O'Matty's mwsdbe 'rctic expe=
dition.

Peter Brack: Is thet so. I was under the impression that Nr. O'Matty had

oy
W eonded his extﬁodinary journey.

O'Matty: On the contrury. We are due tonight at the village Aklavik, on the
Mackenzie River. as Pat informed me this morning, vis telepsthic telegram,

wa'll have quite an occaslon tonil;ht - with sZskimos and a bunch of Russian

girls,

Petbr Brack: That aounds all too amusing. The trouble is only that I am

-

developing one of mylgfiay migraines and rather feel like going to bed.
Professors I am extremely sorry, Peter Brack, but I must insist on your
spending the night with # O'Matty. I have done the same thing yesterdsy,
Prince Igor the night before. Ted and Toy werenrary ?elp“ul last week,
and Monsieur larue accompanied our friend oﬁhﬁiiéfli_htq from liew York
City to Winnipes.

Peter Brack: You meke me feel exceedingly ashamed, Professor. But I can

assure you thet my reluctance to join Mr. O'Matiy is not entirely selfish.
It so happens thgt{};z; gentleman does not 1llke me.

Q'Mattys I certainly don't, As far as I am concerned, I'd much rather travel
by myself than with an Englishman.

Professors: (with force and dianity:) Gentlemen] Nutional frictions and
jealousies are excluded from this house of pesce. We here, in the villa
Universe, smmmi despise such obsolete prejudices. (After a long and
suguestive pause, in a more matter-of-fact way:) Besides you know perfectly
well, O'Metty, that I'do not went you to travel elone. Your telepsthic

experiment mey turn out to De of singuler importance: provided that you




cerry it out under the stribtest sclentific control. If you make sny entrles

into wour travel sccount without at lesst one other person being presen

&

oF

to watchimse you, I heve to withdrew my promise to write a preface.far

pems I don't want people to suspect thet your friend, who does the actusal
traveling, kept providing you with cable reports, snd that your telepathilc
contect ‘with him is all faked.

O'Matty: You know that ian't so, Master.

Professors: I do. But the world is skeptical and lezy - always afraid of

new discoveries. (Pulling a blg, old-fashioned wetch out of his vest pocket
and looking at it:) Gentlemen, it is time. You'd better hurry, or you might
miss your rendezvous with the Eskimos.

Peter Brack: I do 1t as e fsvour to you, FProfessor.

olﬁrtty: For your ssake, Master, I'll even endure the ccompany of the most
; , a . i
dreary crsature there is - n¢hely, an En _lish # hl_lhbrow.

(Both exit.)

Ted & Toy: (approachning the Professor hend &n hand{} yood ni ht, Master.
Thenks for snother blessed dey 1n the Ville Universe.

Professor: (with sn absent-minded smile;) That's gll right, children.
Sleep well,

Toy: It was en especially importent dey for us, Master.

Professor; (even more distraits) Is that so?

Ted: Our beloved governess on the other side...

Toysrour dear Nlss Prixler ln her present splrituallized form,..

Teds ... sdviced us, through e trence conmunicaetion to Miss McUlster,...
T0Yiess-to drop our Surreglist aspprosch to asrt snd to psint from now on
recllistically.

Ted: Real apples!l Reel feces! Reesl clouds!

Toy: No more abstractions at alll

Ted: Isn't that too funny for words?

Professor: Quite surprising indeed. Why does Miss Prixler suddenly dis=




spprove of Surreslism? To me, it is the most adequute expression of our
new irrationel philosophy.

frj*o?- we do not—kriow, "Te atef‘

--'M‘wa ﬁ%pi‘ﬁ"j:ﬁ‘.".n {,;roper +to kLTI brel-when-jias-Frixled..econ=
*‘ce&aencfaﬁto stvied 1:1.:-1)/ '

Toys ps Prixler is infallibles she must have uﬂr'coageht regsons when she
turns against Surreslism.

Teds 80 we'll try very hard to paint things es they ere. It mry seem para=
doxicel...

Toy: Psradoxical or not - B#ss Prixler's wishes are our lsws. Good nightg
sgein, dearcst laster. (They stoop simultsneously each kissing one hand

of the laster. He tolerates thlis ceremony without any surprise.)

Ted & Toys (exit, hand in hgnd.)

Lerues (crowing with enthusissm:) ah, les enfants! comme 1ls sont superbesl!
Quelle douceurl quelle grecel

Professor; You ere not going to bed, Lsarue?

Larue; Muigjnaturelleaent - mals toutesuite... Clest seulement... C'est que
‘rr.oi aus:--i;?{ei recu des nonveallei assez exbtraordineires ce solr - des nouve=
less de - llgutre cOté... l

professor: (looking very tired now:) What is 1t, Fifie

Lerues Pas grande chose; mals, enfin - c%a me falilt oseemd plalsi
ped friend, Madame Recsmier... Vous la conslssez sans doute, Frofessoury
Frofosczor; The greast letter writer of the seventeenth century? Yes, I remem=
ber, she came throu:h quite a few times. o

Sad

Lerue: C'est Ga. But toni.ht she was unususlly gentille; 1n fact, ﬂll@ﬁﬁl
e thet she loves me es if I were her "petit frere." Clest ravissent,

n'est pas? Her llttle brother - after Z250 yearsl

Frofessors (faintly impatlents) And....?
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Kexwoan o1
Larues Medameqsuggested, in hier graclous thacsepupwdipy foshlon, thet I

wegr from noew on my pretty rococo costum more frequently - vous savez,
a

14 grende péruque, le mentesu su satin avec les jolles broderies... Srte
thinks B tle 1?1;:.-11: ontfit may help me to live even more intensely in

. Y O

gpirit « “WM epoch.

s o~

the
Professor; That sounds like en gxcellent ldees to me.

Lrrue; So you do not object to}*&flittle masquerade? You do not feel, then,
that it might offend the style of the Villa Universe?

Frofessor; Our little commnity recognizes but one style: thet of kindliness
snd of besuty. 4nd I am sure you'll look gquite besutiful, in your fancy
clothes end your powdered wig, my dear Fifl.

Lerues (cepering with delight:) Ah, voliseergBmao i otwumy. ton maitre! vous

sl bon, sl largel Vous tes en effet un grand hommel (He too klsses the

professor's haend - executing the little ceremony with exqulsit daintiness,

much in the rococo fashion. Then he trips towards the door. kxit.)

Professor; (thinking himself alone, he si hs deeply end covers hls forehesd
for one long moment with his hand, as 1f in utmest fetlgue. He hes evidently
forgotten the modest presence of Kenneth, who has been sitting during =11
tkis time in the back room, half wvisible to the sudiemce - complling end
correcting WR parers.) :

Kenneths (comes from the basckground - walking slowly and glencing et Ven
loyden timidly:) Well, Master, I think it's ebout time for me too.
Professor:(starting at the unexpected sound of a voice;) Oh, you're still
ground, Kenneth. What were you doing, back there?

Kenneth: Going throuzh the stenograph of tonight's séence. I found 1t kind
of messed up. But now it's 1n a good enough shape to be filed tomorrovw.
Good night, Master. (He walks towards the door, but stops lumedlately ’:;Eh

"the Master" cslls him.)

Professor: W:.izt a moment, Kennethl All day long I meant to show you some=




thing. Here it 1s, in my pocxet. (I OCh1Cs E » and unfolds 1t
rith =sole ciy s $61itv:) The Ios ingeles "Tir s ¢of lest ¥ondsy.
I found it in you room, on your desk - ghenelessly displayed.

Ferneth: (stammering, very nonplusseds) Why... I boucht it the ecther day,

i toWn.... you know, when I went to meet Nrs. Potter st the train...

i 1
I pAsingss

professor; Never mind whomf you met at the
whom you choose to meet or whel you dc outside of this house. But here,
my desr boy - within the wells ol the ville Universe - I still am the

of combtempletivn end crestive

mester. I want this plece to be & harbour

thought - comforting to both our decr spirits snd ourselves. The sgtmospliere
of my home rust not be poisoned by the lles &n the trvielities with which
this sordid sheet is filisec

Kennesthslell, I suppose resl 1life has -lways a touch of sordidness and of

vulgerity.

Professor: _Feaderifemtnwo-wotl - lnet—etiTrous senee, hennetiivJ ek aon?
you asisswily think that the toplcs discussed in this fewmgme j&per heve
anything to do with real life? The death of a flower or,the song of & bird

are more relevent, from a cosmic point of view, then Che outcomd of g

bettle or of «n elaction campai:n. The laughter of a child or the tears of
a lonsly womsn posseas more mebtaplysicel valildity then loes thie tlresome
rant of dozens of kings, presidents, editorisl writers, and other dreary
lupostors.

Kenneth; To some people the wer is real. My younger brother, for lnstunce

profeasor: (saddenly miller - anxions rather then indignant:) You don't

consider to join him, my boy? You wouldn't do that to me nor to the invi=

sible, who =dvice snd protect you. ##e Hauve you for otten the messuge seni
to you from the other side, on bLohalf ol iy desr late wife?Your Tendsr
Al :'ff-l 73"0(

contact with the spirit world will be d - she ssid - as soon as

you take up weapons and become a part of the ek, rderous,machinery.
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Kenneth; ¥Yes, ppomised-you-Lo-bacouela wnwim»i-t.}.n___u Jl2ctor,
professors Do you regret your decision? Would it nc longer woun 1d upset
sour consclence to participate in the hideous slaughters
Kenneth: Nobody enjoys fighting, I think, But why should I be more salntly
than . millions of obt'ier boys?
professor: Becsuse those millions are blind; without mor 11l conscilon 883
wowsrdly; prona to compromises. If they were different, tnsere Wwe ld 1
F L
Kanneth: But there happens to be one...
professors (ending the dispute with a short but expressive gesture;)
1".-11 hi 1_?v= mur wr'j?,_(j Know you, _em1r=t1 ;a;:'.-{sr_a.'.-: TOU anewgstRets
aa L e oA Lo
.wn a promise m ve veluntarlily to X

ﬂw"’mm

teacher and friend.
Kenneth: (bending his heads) Thenk you, Master. Thank you for the "friend."
No, I will not break my promise.
(While he pronounces these words, Marceline enters from the ri_ht.)
I beg your perdon, Father, I didn't mean to 1ntrude...

Professors It's all right, my child. I am heppy to see you. Kenneth was
just retiring.

Kenneths YeS.s.s Of cOursv... I'1ll have to get up pretty ecrly.... Well,

zo0od night, then, Master. 30 long, Marceline. (BExit, through the ri _hi,)
farcalines (with a soft, affectionate chuckle;) He seems always so peinfully
embarrassed - dear old chap lLie is.

Professors m Somewhat maddled, at times. How 1s glics

nowy
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Marceline: flldWenversrsoedmindiervburnd). Better, JSnsuppesss She was in
an awful state, thoush, when I came up to see her. Screaming and weeping
like mad., It was really quite upsetting.
Proféssor; (rather casuslly;) She has such fits falrly often - particularly
after a séance. Every trance implies a considerable straln on her nervous
system.
Mercelines I see. (T, ere is a short stillness; then she says, very goftly:)
I do not believe that .lice 1s happy, Father.
professors (somewhat nervouslys) Heppy...happy... What 1s happlness? The
very notion seems vague and illusive to me.
Marcelines: But, undoubtedly, a woman can be more unhappy under certain
circumstences than she would be under others.
Professor: Sorry; I don't quite get you.
Marceline: Don't you? Well, it!'s just that I belleve you may have the power
to render poor Alice less unhappy than she is now.
professors (very disconcerted:) What ere you driving at?.... What right do
you have to suspect thet there is anything between Alice McUlster and me,
except good comradeship end the solid tie of mitual interests.
Merceline: Ny sole suspicion is, Pather, that Allce would be happier if
your feelings for her were somewhst less - ¢.-..h.g'f"tgmperate.
Professor: You don't lmow Alice. She has other 1lnterests. Her vocation is
her happiness - her lofty mission as a wo-between and transmitier Detween
the spirit world and ours. Do you realize that glice 1= one of the most
remarkable mediumistic talents of our century?
Marceline: I did & not mean to disparage her gbilitles as & medium by sug=
gesting that she may e a woman to boot.
Professor: You have not yet seen the kind of work she can do when she is
at her best. Her performance tonight was obviously hempered by hostlle

ener.ies: otherwlse she would have succeeded in materiallizing Mr. Krofta's

ghost.
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Marceline; You mean, Edwerd's ghost.
Professor: Of course, it is difficult to define the circdmstan;és which may
have buffled her efforts. lMeybe your husband hss a definite aversion to
Alice's ectoplasm, althou.h it seems to be popular even with the most
fastidious spirits.
Marceline: Why, then, should Edward be more choosy than the rest of them?
Professor: There are peculiar snimosities. Evidently, tihe process of materia=
lization implies a good deal of intimacy between  host and medium. The spi=
rit haes to asccept a living person's ectoplastic emanation, not only as hls
TOvenN
ofowmes, but actually as hls body. It is indeed a kind of temporary sym=
biosis between the otherwordly visitor and the medium.
Mercaline; Symbiosis sounds rather shocking. (#fter a brief silence:) and
yet I wouldn't mind Edward's intimacy with Mlss lcUlster's ectoplssm, 1if

only I could see his face agein.

cr

L]

professor: Of course, there might be other reasons that prevent hls coming.
He is perhaps in preliminary quarantine - not allowed to .0 out. Some sort
of punishment or precautionary megsure -~ they are rather ri_orous, over
there.

Marceline: But Edwerd hasn't done snythin

PFrererte-nothtnz=te-punieh” What could they punish him for?

professor: You never csn tell. Some sctlions we deem innocuous are consldered

.

on the other side. He took you away from me, after all. That was
M perhaps.
Marceline: (rashly:) 4hat en absurd thing to seyt (He looks at her =~ deeply
surprised rather then indi _nent. She blushes and lays her arm around his
shoulders;) So sorry, Dadl I've become unpardonsbly rude 1in the sevsge
countries of Europe. But it certainly wes not Edward who sent me to that
stupid boarding school in Switzerlend. Don't you remember, Dad, that 1t wes
you who wanted to get rid of me?

S/
Professor: me lNow it's you who ebeeSRkagaabannd. t‘ﬂm rubbish. e
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My purpose in sending you overseas wes not to get rid of you - you know
that,Marceline., You were radiant with youth, wit, and lovellness, whereas
I -~ I was & moody old fellow. I did not think it fair to keep you here, in
this ca,loomy houase.

Merceline: If've seen gloomier houses.

Professor: My way of 1life has sltered during the past few years. I have
escaped from the arrestment of opaque, Jjoyless materialism., New revelations
were granted to me by the invisible. I am happy now, Marcelline.

Marceline: (embrscing him:;) I'm so glzd for you, Dzdl

Professor; But I want you to be happy too.

Merceline:s How could I, without Edwardf? Of course, it would make things
much essier, much less hopeless and sinister, 1f I were permitted to see
him once in a while - or just once, one minute.

Professor; Another element delaying or hindering his msterislization nmay
be his dogzed skepticism # as rezards the occult. It seems utterly diffi=
cult, if not impossible, HemswbeslERlw= for a splrit Lo materlslisze 1F

he denied formerly the possibility of spirituallistic phenomens.

Marcelines It is true, he was pretty obstinate in his opposition to all
mystic systems and experiments.

Professor; His political dosmatism was more mystic, though, than our metsa=
phyiscs1 science. Edward was a fanatic and a partisan. ”ﬁ orthodox princi=
ples he adhered to are indeed incompstible with our cosmic vision.
Merceline: Hdward was g masician - primerily, above all.

Professors Being of Czech descent asnd naturalized in Britain, he was literald
ly posseassed by his rabid hatred of the German people.

Marceline: I've never heard him say a single word against the Germsn people.

: e-—ﬂazis- -%—Halim_thua--&mmvhﬂ_, e
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He played Betthoven d Brshms in London, long after the Nszls had 1n=
veded his natl ntry and ev at a time when Brltaln was alre: dt
rexr: with Geruanty. |
Frofesgors He may heve played the works of German composers nmt he cer=
tuinly dild not mind the R4P destroying the very citles in which thos
caniuses were DOrn.
larcelines Now, thet?s enouzh, Fatherl I didntt come here to llsten To
ronr attacks on the RAF or to your eulogles of Nezlism. (There 1is en appre=
hensive stillmess; then ghe touehes her father's h with rueful tender=
1essy) Don't be angry at me now, D-dl One is so irritable, these Y&, e
o ld Mty [y
Prof or: "one' 4s, perhsps; but not I, No, ehild; I Fﬂaﬁ an. o'y =t
VO, e, joksc. If you knew how mmch you ar
like your eSS Manner 0 UCUraris Y
Jerogsive an urifiuﬁ wew wea kw0 L eourfe Lo ha!

“she stepped aﬂroasw?ge Joaﬁu “'.

a3 ihrﬂ--ﬁi'ﬂm o n-m' 1 dﬂ&pﬂﬁ

Verceline: Lo you heer mch from her?

Professor; Every other dey. Didn't Allce tell you thaet Mother and 1
colleborete on & book?

Merceline: She said something to thls affect, I suppose. But I didntti feel
1ike insisting. afber egll, this is a very intimate affelr between you,
your wife, snd your medium.

Professor; Alice acts only ss & recelving stetlon. Jother dic 8 T

1er from the other side. She often preises glice for her detachment and
condcientiousnsss. "The best secretary I've ever led," she sald recently.
You may imsgine how ntterly pleasad .li KeUlster

Fereeline: Whet's the book going to b 1 ?

Professor: Mother

Marceline: I hope

wants to call it,

"Cosmos of Teomorrow.”

with curreant politica?
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Professor; Not in the usual sense. You lmow how despicable this most sordid
aspect of modern life 1s to me: a newspaper in this house offends my feeling
of clesnness and dignity. W@ Your mother agress with ume. From her aobealied
point of view all our current troubles are wlithout any significance. Still
che smedesbmean chooses to dwell on certain political lssues, mainly to
disclose and prove their utter hollowness. That is why she tackles such
inflated concepts as Freedom, Progress, Democracy, and reduces them, most
tnclisively and most shrewdly, to their proper dimensions.
¥Mercelines (who hardly listens to him - absorbed in her own thoughts:) I
wonder if Bdwerd will ever dictate a book to me, from the other side.
professor: The most striking chapter is the one called "The Great ainachro=
nism." There, your mother arraigns the corrupt and short-si.hted inglo-
samerican politicians,'who think they can stem powerful revolutlions DLy means
of the most outdated strategy. Wab 1s of course a 2}ar12§ anschronism in
ﬁ;s ; a O 1A
mer cpoch, The wave of the future will sweep aWaj:hié obsolete devices,&&
Marceline: Where 1s the Wave of tﬂa ruture?

Professor: At any place where men and women are gsensible to the elating

volces of the invisible. The wave of the future is not confined to any
party or country....

Marceline: (with a sudden simdder:) &Zxcuse me, Father. The word always e
causes a sudden pang in my stomach.

Professor; Whet word, darling? I don't euie understsnd...

Marcelines | The word "wave." It's laden with terrible memoriles.

Professor; Iy poor child...

physical
Warceline: (clinging to him, as if in st pain:) Oh, Father! Can you
promise me that I shall see him agein?

professor:(caeressing her:) Promise you? iy sweet 1little Marcellne, how cou.ld

1§ do such a thing? The moods and motlons of the other side are unpredictabl

(.
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Marceline: But you ¢rn help me, Fatherl You are such a greet man, you cen
e

syerything. Oh, Fetherl 1've always believed in you - only for e few

deys or weeks I hed doubts... 1 neen, I wasn't guite sure 1f you we
the rightidirecticn, with ell your spooKky devices. But since then I've long
understood that your new faith is true - it mst De true: otherwlse there
would be no hope for me - no chence to see Edward agaln.
professor; (caressing her hair; with a great, sincere paternsl tenderness;)
On, my child, my childl Belleve me &nd be confident] There is lmmortality.
1ife only changes its forms: its substince is ever-las ting. Ccur pilglrmage,
here below, would heve no point, would be tooc much to ask of man, without
immortelity. :
Marcelines;(whispers:) I belleve you, Father. So I shall see Edwerd agasin?
Professor; Yes, my desr: if you call him strongly, passionestely encu.h.
Do you really love him so E%fhﬁfodtﬂf _
Merceline; I love him - E%T‘O nertm. I need him, I depend cn him.
I rmst see his face %o find out whether he still ceres for me. 1 rust see
him, Father, to believe beyond any doubt thet I shsall heve hin aceln; that
there will be a reunion on the hi her plane.
professor: So you're not yet quite convinced, efter all, thet there 1s

a person's
such a thing as individual survival after UeGhesgds death?
Marceline; (trembling in hls srms:) I don't know, Father... Yes, Ifﬂ
convinced... I want to believe in it... It hes to be as you s&y...
Professor: (with impressive deterninations) It 1is as I tell you, child.
Degth is just a dropping ewey of the physicel bedy; we put it off, as we
put off a suit of clothes - thet's all, Belleve me, Mercelinel I am closer
to your mother now than I used to be when she was still alive. Here, we
are all muffled from each other by opsque barriers. is scon, however, as
you step across, you become welghtless, transpasrent, endowed with never

heard-of sensitivities. Iove in the spirit world is infinitely .purer, more

loyal and more intense, then are our sensual, summg emotlons.
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Marceline: Thank you, Fatherl Thank youl - ¥het cdo you went me to do?

Professor: Try to believe - firmly and erdentlyl (Overcome your doubt sl

Be strong and feithfull Be purel

Merceline: But besides? I mesn, technically?

professor: (in a more metter-of-fect ways) I think you made a mistake when
you stopped the phonogreaph record. The music is likely to attrget your

imsbsnd, I don't ssy, to sttreet him immedistely; but 1little by little;

slowly.

Mercelines It's so painful to me - this music. I cen hLerdly stend 1it.
professor: Pull vourself togethert Don't be sentimentzll Your refussl to
hear thet tune indicstes thst you still question Edward's immortality &nd
your own, Put the record onl Pley 1tl it least two men 71ll sppreciste your
fortitude; I - and he, on the other slde.

Merceline: (walks silently end slowly to the phonogr:ph. The Slavic melody
sounds agein.)

professors (withdraws towsrds the left door gs soon as the music beginss)
I'd better leave you sglone. Your invisible guest, who might be in this room

wounld 4§t s wy
¢ Iready, ihli?pf€ise;pﬁinted if he found you iﬁﬂcompany. (Exit.)

Merceline:; (stends motionless near the phonogrrph, her face covered with

her red, swollen hends. She listens to the music - sometimes swiwiawiy shsken
by & nervous shudder, )

(When the record gpprosches its end, but is not yet quite over, there is

¢ certein movement behind the dark curtain covering the door to the gasrdem.
Somebody must heve come from the park and seems now hopelessly entangled in
the smooth, hesvy drgperies, It seems to be g tall men. One hears him

cro=n and curse.)

Mereceline: (prouduces g soft, yet intense scream, while she removes her ha

m
-t
=
(o)
o

from her fece:) Whe is 1%

.9
Johnnys (fallﬁ into the room, from behind the curtsin. He MFeEwseingNe
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is a young men of sbout nineteen or twenty years, in & ssilor's unlform
ell in rags end sceked wes weter. His hair, his hends, hls bere feet -
ovarvthing is wet. Some ocdeanic plents sre entengled In his dripping hair.

He lies for s moment like dead, with his face on the floor.)

Marceline; (joining and 1lifting her hends like & preying child;) My Lord...

my II‘I‘ Xiie'a wht t is tha Blame

o

Jonnny: (reises a hesd 2 little and turns his face tc 1lsomely towards
yerceline:) &n sngell There is &n engel... Dem 1it, I mist be deed...

v:) From where do you come?

W

Mercelines (with sn outer
Jonnny: (stemmering:) From... from... dovn there. ..

Merceline: (stooping down to him; shsking his head and shoulders:) From
where young men? Tell me, for God's sske, from wherell

)
Johnny: (still with e heavy snd restive tongues) From the ground...fron

&
the depth,.. from the bottom... {Ei‘s hesd M8 :1ides back to the floor.)
Couldn't I get o drop of whisky, or something...?
Merceline: He looks like the boy who clung to Edward &nd killed him...
Johnny: Just a little gless of...of...something...

Verceline: Ohl he's blesdingl his foot...

- - - g % 2 D, A :
Johnny: (mln his eyes closed; dazed:) Whetls...1ls...the differences? I m

am dead, enyhow... It'es kind of fun To be dead, for & chenge... A Uy sees
en els if he's dead enou.h... But wilsky - nol No liquor for the decd...
Marcelines (yells:) Is there nobody to help me? A sallor 1s here - wounded]
Is nobody here? Help! Pleasel Helpl

(Almost nolselessly, the seven Negro children giWe sneek into the room,

ﬁ fou

from the beckground. They move rhythmicelly in ¢ 1Lr.-;'];\ the smallest chilc’.J

closed by oldest one - a girl of sbout thirteen or fourteen years.)

The geven Childrens(unisonously, their chirping little volces perfectly

what attuned to sach other) Thears we aref, Miss! Donft worryl We are tough
enough! We'll teke csre all right of the wet blg men. (They surround

Johnny and begin to 11ft him.)




for rong Wan. - (They 117t
- gually. )
-
Johnnys (copens his eyes as they begln to cerry him vowsrds the door;) 34ait
- "" L 8 e T o
I'm not in neaven, after all... Thoug mete 11115 iake, in the Tir
+lace... Dem it, bunch of 1i le devils carrying me U el s Thatks F
and that =in't good... s
I|§t“
Msrceline: (still standing tof the aiemet; nesr the _lass door. Hor eyes
follow the Zroup of 1ldren crossing ywly the room with thelr heavy
hurden., Before the 1little csravane mwm roache§ the door at the et -1:ht,
ahe says weme in surprisiazly clear 10 10rona 9s) Waat's your
o =1 *“ = v Y
1ama, Lor?
Johnny: (already from the door, tihrough which the Seven try to transport
himg) Johnny. Don't forget me when I'm in hell. Nice having met you,
1Zel.
(The scene becomes gradually darker, while e Seven Kids disappesr with
Jonnny, and Marceline stends motionless near the garden door. Tae dim
1light fades by degrees away altogether; the scene 1 slacked oub a
short wnile, to indicate that the night pssses.
Then it becomes one shade lighter agrin, but 1 111 s0. ghs then 2
- a1y discern the Seven Negro Children,who hsve lnsinusted themselve
+14
int ¢ roon “zain, One notices Aulilsaaessnts O 17 en & beglin to
3 . . E
produce all kinds of o0dd noises, such as barking, moolng, twitfering, and
yle=ting. At first ewe ths curiou icort samesesslle scons to suggest the
presence of a well-asscrtasd mensgerie. Finally, howsver, the chlldren
agin g 1z we recognize the Slavie llelody somewnst adapted EO Jez2ay
rhythm. The s8I llest ¥ draws The heavy 1r G i gle) 12 lzss or
the left. The bright Ilght of Californian morning presently fllls the




= 1=

(When the scenes 1s bri.ht, we see the Seven Negro Children hopping and

deneing about - oceupied with setting one of the small tables, which they

heve moved into the middle of the room. They bring bresd, butter, & bowl

f1ll of geudy frults, spoons, knives, forks, etc. - errenging everything
neetly on the teble. While thus busying themselves, they keep hummimg snd
twittering. Thelr musical veristions of the Czech Melody become more &nd
mere sesucy and eccentric.)

The oldest GrAl: ( balancing a tray with one cup and & coffee pot:) Hand=

some guy, our prisoner, isn't he?

The smallest Boy: Pretty heevy, too.

snother Child: Kind of looks like that lion tamer we've had at the circus,

remember? Kind of falr and tough, remember?

The oldest Girl: Kind of handsome, too.

4 third Child: They're comingl ILook outl

(They ell rush to the back wsll, where they form swiftly & nest row -

atanding motionless, with hypoeriticelly lowered eyes.)

1
( aldce Miﬁlater end Johnny enter from the right. She is now dressed in

light gray; the style of her costume, however, 1s almost as severe ags wes
black toilet

kmr\)piiirfﬁrﬁfé preceding scene. Johnny weers a colourful pajeme, defi=

nitely too large for him, and huge fency slippers. COne of his ankles is

bandaged. He mpkes the impression of somebody who has had some hours of

sound, even intense sleep - very aweke and eager.)

Alices (efter having reviewed, with a cesusl snd yet penetrating .lance,

the silent parsasde of Negro Children:) You'll be starved, I suppose.

Johnny: (with & grin:) You've sald it, Ka'em.

The oldest Girl: (stepping out of the line, like s soldier who has to

report:) Breakfast is readdy, 1f you pleese.
Johnny: (leering at the tebles) Iooks mi:hﬁjﬁ wood, too. Who are them klds,

Me'sm? They couldn't be all yours, could they?
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the experiment. But it seems that our dear ones on the other side are
pretty fastidious es to the kind of ectoplasm they choose for thelr
materializstion. The ectoplasm of Miss McUlster doesn't appe&l to your
late husbrnd, perhsaps?
Marceline: I wouldn't be surprlsed.
Kenneths (musingly;) For it is not likely, in hls case, thet he beglns
already to forget ™® his own esrthly appesrsance. You know, of course,
that even & master medium 1s unsble to materielize a spirit, unless he

- the spirit - remembers distinctly what he looked like in s life.
It seems they are rather obliwious, up there, on thelr higher plane.
M¥arceline;Not my Edward. He was much too interested in his looks. He
‘'won't forget so quickly how very handsome he was.
Kenneths Of course, there might be other circumstances preventing him
materielizetion. A kind of punishment, perheps, involwing ¢ temporery
immobility? It 1s also possible that he hasn't even realized, at this
point, the fact of his being dead. In certain cases it takes surprising
ly long until they understand thet they've uraduated to a different
plane, Suicides, for instance, or persons killed in technicsl acclidents
are often reluctant to recognize their new status. Be this gs 1t may,
I feel it would be indeed unfalr 1f you blemed Miss McUlster, S8

yousehnsbandles fab lurevto appear. She certainly tries her best,

Marceline: (milder, as if exhrusted by sufferings:) Ofl~course she.does;

I-don't doubt it. There is. no%higEhI ho%d against-her. It's just....
itts just that I cen't qtand-iﬁqunm;ré.‘lf'iga would try it without
misic at least! The music, you see, is the worst part of the whole

ceremony. It's the muaic thr t gets so terribly on my nervesy - this
lovely, aconizing pieoa hx_Qghpin... D6 you kmow that he intended to

open his first Hew ¥brk recital with precisely this é&tude? He played

it in the drewing reom of the City of Bombey, Jjust when th&;orﬁiédc

S eEurs I e P oAt A L
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Zerly evening. The .lsss door to the gerden is open. Cne seeg the

palm trees end the distant ses 1n the pele li ht.

The scene is empty when the curtain rises. One heerd music - §e Chopin's
Etude 1in ,known e£s the Rein Etude. The eudience 1s not supposed
To Imow at first from where the music comes, ss the phonograph is invisible
inside the back well of the room.

Marceline enters the room throu:h the large door in the background, which
she opens very cerefully end softly - just meeeiesses Wicc@p enough to slip
througzh on her tiptoes. One has no chance to caten &  limpse of e whet
is behind the door. For the brief moment, however, when the door 1ip some=
what open, the sound of the pilano mmsic increcses, which indlcates thet
the phonograph hes & direct comnection with the other room.

Marceline is & very delicate and lovely girl, about 26 years of sge. Her
pale face hes the noble fra.ility of an antique
gzem - the forehead nostalgic and intelligent under the dark crown of her
heir which she wesrs parted in the middle.

Pebmouniniss fcemm ig dressed in black, in a simple but not too sustere
style. There should be a few cogquettish touches to her outfit, such sas

a brosd collar of fine old laces,t?iqa shoes, or the like.

She lingers for a few seconds at the door when she hes closed 1t, 3She
covers her face with one of her hends; falters, seems on the point of
fainting. Presently, however, she pulls herself together snd poes to the
phonograph, which she opens. With one guick, surprisingly energetic motion
she stops the playing of the piano record., It is still. The .irl stands in
en attitude as if expected the music to continue, althou_h sle has just
stopped it herself. But there is no sound.

Marceline walks slowly from the phono.reph to the left, where she stops
neer the open door and stare$for a few moments at the dli panorame of
gerden lsndscape and sea. She simdders end has the seme helpless .estures
she showed before when covering ner race with the hand.

Mercelines (still neer the open door)p , speeking to herself; 1t almost
sounde like a groan:)/I cantt stand it... I cent...I cen't..JLHarh
voice dies awey in s _himﬁgi. 8he. makes en effort to move th2 hesvy

“purteins over the door, but fellsy and sinks into the chalr in front
of the pieno = utterly, despondent; -weeping noliselessly.)

The door in the background opens agein softly end cerefully. This time
it is a young man who insinustes into the room - Kenneth Jsckson. His

ace is about the same ss Marcelinefs, He looks serious end wocod-nastured,
gomewhat scholsrly, buznée.a ridiculous wey. A frenk, nealthy and pensive
face with eye uslasses.

Kenneth: (whisvers st first, but soon enough speak in his nastursl, 1if

-

somewhat lowdered voice.)
What's wrong, Merceline? Why did you run awey? Don't you feel well? You
look terribly pale...

arceline: (tries to smile) It's nothing.

st do we—e—favour nd e ruil-these , don't know why

couldn't do it myself. Felt kind of dizzy wadd 3 i,
A i ;.P__q-(- i kel '.' i
“ghe to l'c‘i'?-\to c:'it;:uyg : |

wpnraths (Does ailent1y i$ ie
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Marceline: And who produced that silvery little laughter?

Kenneth: A "poltergeist™, I suppose. One of those malignant entities, you
know, who smuse themselves with all kinds of bedevilment.

Marceline: I thouﬁht it was Fifi Iarue who glggled. What a ludlcrous crea=
ture, with.hiq piping falsettoi;i remember thst he ceme onte for dinner
years ago, when Mother was 8till with.us. She‘dispikadhgifhintenaely, rigzht

at the first look. "Quel petit monstrel"she seid. It embarrassed her/ I

think, to heve such a ridlculoud 00mpatri9t,h1§q know, -Mother was véry
‘proud of her PFrench oribinﬁf

Kenneths She changed her ;iaws since she passed over to the other side.
Not that she 1s now less devoted to France; but the character of her love
has altered, together with her own form of existence. Her feelings are now
quite free of arrogance and of aggressiveness. The defeat of France, in
1940, ol failed spparently to impress her. Messages came through from her,
at the time, to the effect that France was deserving her fate and ml _ht
srectly profit by it.

Harceiine: (shaking her head:) It doesn't sound like Mother,..

Kenneth: It seems indeed that our friends over there live and develop at

a mich higher speed than we do here, in our materisl condition. I do not
mean to question the fine intelligence of the earthy Mrs. Van ILoyden...

Marcelines (now in front of the portrait on the large gold easel;) She was

o

not eartly, really. Not Mothaqff'no. She never seemed one of us. There was

somsthing celestial about Her; something indescribably moving and dellcate...

i

N ————————————"

Kenneths (looking at Marceline:) How you resemble herl

Marcelines; Donft try to flatter me, Kennethl She wss infinitely moré lovely,
on each dey of the week, than I am on Sunday afternoons, in my c¢leanest
clothes. Pesldes you dldn't know Ma, anyhow.

Kennetﬂ} I had the privilege of meeting NMrs. Van Loyden, 1f only once and

rather cssuclly. She was graclous enou:ih to materialize on '‘pne solemn occa=

~gilon. It was the evening when she dlsclosed her Inteénitlon/to collaborate







-

with the Master on his new philosophic work, The Cosmos gfﬁfﬁmprrow.
Merceline; I wonder how this collaboration is possible -ftechnically, I mean.
Kenneth: It proceeds most smoothly, wlthout any disturbances - thanks to
Alice McUlster. She 1s a remarkable medium, as you may have noticed. Absolute=
ly detached, neutrai, conscientious =~ the 1desl receilving station for other=
wordly messsges of such a unigue importaucE;

Marceline; Do you know Fether's scripte i meen, Mother's dictation? I mean,
the messages Miss McUlster received when he was in trance?

Kenrethy The Mester kindly showed me the two opening chapters.

Mercellne: And how is it?e

Kenneth: Extrcordinary. Most unususl, indeed. Rether disconcerting, in e
sense, Rather controversisl, I might be inclined to say, if the Master's
views were not bscked, or rether, inspired, by e highly developed spirit.

Some people may deem The Cosmos of Tomorrow an unpatriotic, even trescher=

ous book.

Mesrceline; Tresacherous? Dear mel Why?

Kenneth: Because of the su.ust aloofness it manifests ss regsrds 8 current
events. The 1s%ues at steke in the present War are dismhssed with a few
mordsnt wetdé. The matter of Hitler's defeat or victory is of no actusl

/
releyn&g@, according to the Mester's metaphysicel sources of information.
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Marceline; Ne-sebtuel relevsnce? The French disdsterg Britaln's herolsm?
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re,a“-: moments when-']I s haunted by
4:1"4 disre=

e%}ities ¢f this time} B@:’,"[-agﬂ,_irf end
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The vest develepments in Russia and in Chins? 1T wonder... K/"'

Kenneth: I've been wondering too. The
doubts. Is 1t right - I kegP asking myself - is it pardonabls

d
a

gcard the imperative requirements an
agein, F—owmeshomblye concluslonys

E would be wrong, or even sacrile=

‘-—J-e d&ef n“f‘f

gious, to demur to the Kaster's order.M’ma

kes W mistekes - especis

ally when he is gulded Dby the friends on the oth

er side. So if the Master

decides that Fascism, War, Democracy - in short, politics sre of secondery

importence, then it 1s as he says, &nd all our qualms sre futlle.

<:||_ "

Merceline: How muich you sdmire himf f
: v of f vl 4

J

Kenneth: Don!'t Yyou, Marceline?® el

Merceline: I alweys did - you know that. Of course, I don't know him as
intimaetely as you do: I've been living abroed too long. How many yesrs
auo0 died my mother?

Kenneth: Just ten years ago. She was sradusted to the higher plene in

September, 195

2 - one month before the Master's book, Blueprint of a

Wworlcd Federstion csme out: the book, you know, for which the Peace Nobel

Prize wes awarded to him.
Merceline: And you soNEsaee bocsme his decretary twe yeers after=
™

wards - isn't thet correct? I try to keep trgek of dates end went to re=

collect the sequence of events. But things reel in my mind... It seems

L
)

ages ago thet I mede pdwerd's acquaintence. I lived with him for hundreds

and hundreds of yesrs. Whém was it thet I first hesrd about Father's

~—

interest in spirituslism? In the beginning, I didn't want Edward to ¥mow.

probably thought he'd laugh, and that I couldn't have teken - not even from

him... But when I mentioned Father's new hobby et last, Edward remelned

e
LY

&

surprisingly serious. "Your re’u’thel-
" ‘phat was all he said. And then, e feff

r ir p_very courageous men, to venture
I ol | . ¥

on such a dark, unexplored
J o
tugdism again #,in a half bantering menngr.
: %
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"In case you'll have to survive me, poor child," he said, "I'll certeinly
wetch you closely, from the other side. In fact, I am determined to masteris=
lize, once in a while - just to remind you of the basic fact that your
husband, even ss a ghost, is infinitely more handsome then any of your
living lovers could be." That was a regulsr promise: I knew he meent whet
he segid. #why does he let me down?
Kenneth: Don't say such things, Marcelinel HeWg probsbly 1isteqik;g_t0 you.
Marcelines (looks around; timidly:) Do you really think so? Well,{ﬁiﬁggéc
heer me, my beloved one, I may as well tell you, once more, that I love you
- love you beyond words. Listen, dear, listenl I'm longing for youl

Father is richt, as usual., The so-called great realities sre fundementally
unreal., Only my love for you matters:; there is no other reallty as far as

T am concerned. I forget the air raids of London. The fall of Freance

fades away. Victory or defeat - what'!s the difference? If only you eppesrl
If you permit me one glimpse - just one fleeting glimpse, deer! - of your
beloved face.

Kenneths (steres at her -~ fascineted:) You're very attractive, Merceline.

You'll shswmeiesepm surecly sttract him, Weit snd seel He'll come.
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Pt yercsline: (sighs, rellieved for the moments) Thanks. That's much better.
: 1 ] II\LQ ; i

g, It's the sea that gets on my nerves, day and ni ht,... The sound &

M end the sl ht of the s sea. I cen't besr it 4
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eths »-«-.__\_OI]G“I‘, -p::sﬂiﬁ'-'ﬁ_-ae - after you've passed through. T —————

i’

%ﬁ—h’r ~H-OPLE—DOE e tiavenebeslieii-sirrrer—y—rhe-eoIOTTTTTWEVER, ..

;_‘qﬁ Fhta—boo-dpesdinl-to-think 01 1% 1 can 't te1l vou, Warceiine, how.deeply

& g “{d w i ‘fﬁ—""* i NIZrief 7 [ [
L. I rdmire-your--aeroiem:

) n—’f?m!'
N Marceline: Whetts uﬁlﬁc about H’.? Fejust-rrentea- Howdiiiey—cariovsiy-enouril.

-&."@.‘;&% by _the wmﬁmmwm%WWMTTWW'ﬁh her

> hends. pgein.) I am SO ashemed, Kemneth... I am 80 ashemed of myself...
Eenneths #Ashsmed? imepssowia~pon There 1s nothing you'd neve to be asshamed
: s Merceline. ‘{2&, 6f all people! You are so pure, sO perfect; there 1s
nothing evil in you. You are the Mrstertsa deushter - every thought in your

mind, every fibre of your subsbance...

! ; il
=4 by S o
o | & Larceline: feesheseeesbwin-vielenoer No, [ om notl W@ 1s & grest men, but
3]
‘«.i 1 weak and corrupt snd stupld. Why dld I seve my life? 1 should heave .oOne
.‘S
bu.:’ <p cdown, with Edousrds. B T e L called me before he
iij_"‘ asnks "Mercelinel.. Marceline..." ...0h, Kennetht I loved him sol
;3, "' Kenneths: (with/gentle gravity) I know you loved him, Marceline.
A 5
“ g
wi I WWM g
3‘ Y
-§-TL Wibro& b bo—lovewanotier s T DOtHEEF-Worsntppee nIn -
i i
{ .

Thet is why you must not be too sad gbout e your

seeming bereavement. You couldn't have for . otten Marcelipe, wl}s:t your

: 2% i< thfaMﬂfm o 5 c.
frther tans ]"l.t us «aest deaths—thet—tt—ts Jr.r.v—‘i— P R Tely C‘HBI] e, & drop ;ln

sway of the physicrl body; we put it off, as we put off a suit of clothes..,

apceline: (whimpers) I know, Kenneth, I know... Deeth is nothling, really -

just a chenge of gppearancée... But why, then, is 1t so peinful? I've seen

how 'mit*._:ex-lgr painful 1t 18...
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Mrrcelines(still sobbing:)

\iadon't give a'dam...

Kenneths Yoquhnuldn't talk to yourself, anyhow. Or 1s there somebody
around? (He looks sround, shyly and respectfully.) Did your desr one

come through, after all? I mean, did he materiallze at last?

Mercelines (painfully irriteted:) No, he certalnly didn't. Miss McUlster

promlised me he would, but he didn't. Fether promised me too. g??ﬁg%l;~

lied to me. There was no meterialization, And there never will be onérx

Kenneths (with & certein .revity:) Don't say such ugly things, marcelfﬁ'

You know better. Don't you remember the magnificent materislizetion
thet Indian medium msnaged to bring sbout? It took him weeks, even
months. One has to be very patient if one wents to do, or to witness,
g good job in this particuler field. And when I say, "e wood job%,

I don't mesn just some floasting smoke in which you may, or mey not,
reco:nize the fertures of your deasr one on the other side. I mean

an sdequate, neat performance when all the sitters present recognlze

identit
present ly the M&mﬂ;— of the appsrition. I recall

one clorious séance in Boston, with old Murphy as medlum and Pythago=
ras scting as his control spirit...

Merceline: (still exceedingly nervous:) Yes, I've hesrd the story,

You went there with Dad to attend = Gongreﬁa.of the Psychic Soclety.
The séance took place after the opening cerempnées. Alexander the Great
came throuph, and Prstor Saur from New Haven, Conmecticut. It must have
been & truly great experience. Unfortunstely, we were less successful
tonight.

Kénneths (despondent:) Well, you know what & lot of prépgrationt is
needed on the inner plane before one can venbumesen expect' even the
most frmiliar and most docile spirit to materiaslize. Of course, every

real medium is in s position to produce the ectoplasm necessary for

/







GHOSTS

I

Ruth!s arrival in California, let at the statlon by Mademe Julir van
Nessroff, whom she knew in London. Describing of both ladies end their
respective backgrounds: Ruth's tragedy (flash back: the torpedoed boet;
her young husband - Peter Perutz:sa Czech pienist; his deeth; the un=
speakable hours on the bottomless bark; why did she cling to lifer?) =~
The oW shedows in Julia's life: her affair with MynheerTer Bragge, who
is not in e position to merry her, because of Mevrouw Ter Bragi€es.
However, there rre consolations..., First hint at the "experiments."

Ruth moves into the Senta Monica house - plecked out and furnished by
Madame van Nessroff.

Diary. (Memories of Peter. Longing. Lonellness. Landscape. War,)

1T
First dinner with Mr. & Mrs,., Ter Brugge and Julla van Nessrqoff. They
explain the ghost cdmem situstion. oy 20 DR Gl 1,

Ruth, irritsted, has harmless car accident.
Entrance, Jim. Offers services as chauffeur.

Diery. (Jim. Ghosts. Reminiscences of own forebodings, sensitivities.)

111
Jim. His draft situation., (Marriage. "Dependence." His mother cult.)

First sesnce with the Ter Brugges, Peter fails to enswer. Other un=
wished-for dead interfere (Aunt ILula, etc.)

The Hungasrian admirer - Kobes. Ridicules gpiritualism. His Marxism and
martyrdom. (Concentration camp tales etc.)

Jim attescks Ruth. She refuses, scolds him, but does not fire him.

Diary.
IV
Mrs. Ter Brugge estrblishs contsct with Peter.
Following, famlly scene between Mdeme Van Nessroff and her.

Kobes tries to unmesk Mrs. Ter Brugge. Falls.

Diery. (Ineressingly involved in ghost sphere. At the same time, Jim
attractien.EjMfﬂﬁff-f {?‘A.,u fiu & 7j-¢ T A flye ]

v . - 4 . - &
Peter's invisible visits, Yet unsatlisfactory.
Zmberrassing situation at the Ter Brugges., Julla begins to flirt with
Jim, which irritates Ruth.
Arrivel of Signor Cecconi, who promises to "materialize® the desd.

His medium - paralyzed.(Miss Nathan.) .
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«ese supernormal commnicatlon...
«sss those who have gredusted from our plan€... :
»
«seses Lthe study of pos Y n ke phenomena ssese

TRANCE...: cataleptic sleep...
'ﬂlqgr-h (catalepsy = "a conditlion

e

;Xibresthiné

Pendﬁfv& gngesthetic...

s e

a &k obin

of peculiar muscular

rigidity in which the body and llmbs

keep eny position in which they are placed)
gstertorousliy...
(cherecterized by a deep
apoplexyees)

snoring, as in

(anesthesia = entire or partlisl loss of

feellng end sesatlion; a state of paralysis

of the sensory apperatus produced by dis=
ase, hyphotism, etcCeses)

Spirits..."

those Dear

tence unique in the history of psychic annals...;

»see80 €Xperien

unknown

((x

in

psychiestrical symptomatology...

was thunderstruck...))

" yig 1ittle femilliar

he saw a wh i t e

L =

the medium!s

L O

— e

spirit"

B.'s segnces

8 h

Eaaae

8 p

guldes
[ ——

g female form floated out.e..

esases the fece not fully meteriaglized...
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-
Pytagoras, & frequent "visitor" at B.'s sesnces...
~—————————> "ighen RR, who in 1life had been 8....s, "Came thivough® oid s "N e

experience in materialization, independent voice, end telekinesis

* LS R Bl ‘-'l"&B a ntPB noe.e d‘..-- *

((("By my developed friend, Sir X¥z")))

ves "How will the spirit-baiters explein this?"...

"under conditions of strictest control"

regarded es Miincheusen yarns...
(e lot of hot sir, hooey, etc.)

L

"ander the influerice of suto=-suggestion".....

= s 3 ok o ook ke ok ok ok ok

psychic research

o P )&glided by enormous hands"......

-—m———-} % ",,.one that had meterialized out of something less than

thin air and went back into the seme nothingness."

—_— The observer i1s... lifted toward the celling,.. levitated by ghosts

((The ghost 1 den tif 1 ed himself ss pAunt Carla...))

"I TWO TRUMPETS began to moeve around the room.....
..eehls knees were struck alternately with a steady rhythm
Or t&ps-..t.

A steady banter was kept up between the ghost and the sltterscerscesssecce

soft rubbery end boneless hands
A SR —————
((an 0ld slchemist,desd these two hundred yoers.sa))

((((***"scoffing at results does not explain them..."*#x))))
PRSP - 4 | illu?_inated TELEPATHIC II'I-AGE- a0 w
w T —

cesss the APPARITION then disappeared, efter being vislble for
s = o v about a minutess...
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"WEDIUM", (W. H. Evans)s
s

The purpose of Death:... The practice of mediumship brings to those

To exerclse 1ts powers new views of life end deathesse

——3% close co-operstion of spirit-guldes &——

S —— _P t: s -

(Death regarded by many = obtuse and foolish Babbits - as
cessation of existence...)

—

--===-many planes of life----= R S e S M
{Life tends to inerease its number /
| of forms and expressions.... .

. *Jﬂt_"hwﬁﬂ:;m#

#

'AXIOM:
o LA I 1 only forms which perish; 1life never dies.

e
e e o ot o e

e

vess Death...z an aspect of eternal chenge...

The whole procéss, not wanton, but orderly (11),
gerving some great purpose.

e = ® e ——————
e — = e —

-

AX I OM:
MAs AN ahind Neture is Living Spirit: everything is ;k/

en expression of 1IT.

e

——————

Hierarch:g..l

1 diegl to the mineral snd became a plant; I died
'to the plant and became an animal; I dled to the
enimel and beceme a man, Wherefore should I fear
death? When did I become less by dylng?"
((But how about the guestion of individuality?
Does men remember his identity es a cat? And
if not, whet 1s Identity? What}survival??}}

The Process of! Death:
~... things observed by those possessing the
clagirvoyant feculty...

Certein spirits whose duty it 1s to help the soul in its passing -
Trained for thelr work...(Metaphysical midwives...)
RS — e ——r

((Those who watech over u Bese))
He will, if his life hes been evil, be in gself-created darkness,
If too elose to materisl things, he won't realize the '
change which hes tesken place, and mey think he is still
on earth..... (?727?)
Detalled descriptions

The formation of snother head = indeseribably

compecT and intensely brilliant...
vees the entire spiritual organization...
ve+s the defects and deformitlies of the physical
AIMOST completely removed in the spiritual
DoGYesse
DEATH = BIRTH....(("a bright stream of current of vital
electricity = the umblilical COPAe oo )




The next stece of existence is one thet is as resl as our own.
(Friends on the/pxﬁer side insist it's even more intense...)

The environment "over there", more responsive to our wills than here..
But by no means completely, "Think of the confusion 1f there were

no staebilityl Suppose everyone's wowdel outer world were different
from every othert?"

* % %
SPIRITUALISM as form of ideslisms
"Behind the phenomens of the universe 1s One Reality. All that
exists is en expression of it, form belng 1ts presentation in time,"

((M or a 1 implicetions. COOD & EVIL...: "gvil¥? is a problem set
for our solution..."))

v A I 0 | s
GOD IS LOVE

cess In the age we have entered we shall witness the mastery of
mind over matter....
K K
Pre - Exlstence
vess(Materislist regards ey the SOUL es the sum total of our
bodily functioning...)
Free choice??? ("We cannot, at present, know the degree of en=
“~Yightenment which souls have before meking their cholce.")

((=-=-- We may persist as conscious individuals only at last to
become gbsorbed 1in God =====- ))

"one feels the need of a view of life which mekes effort worth while,"
(Metaphysical career....)

Fniversal Substantcei..s

—~—p5%IstIng prior £0 1te mMaNiTestETIons es suns, planets, ete,

Life & N 1ndbeing omnipresent are inherent in universal
substance, as the principles of organization...

AX T 0 NS =
It is the impuMlsion of the Divine Thought, which is creatlve,

«ees Throughout the universe we find its rhythm is based on the
musiceae l 0¢ 1t 8 ¥V 0usansa

SEVEN PLANES:




-
.+ssohe experimented with a great many luminescent compoundsess.

* %K

The nesty Magilclans...:

JOSEPH DUNNINGER - the Wizard of the Bronx... HARRY HOUDINI soceses

g e RN (T s TR

seys: "eny child of three can do it - after thirty years of practice"

((To the Editor of THE PSYCHIC WORLD MONTHLY) )

...."a marvelous performance of juggling a trumpet with luminous
bands at superhumen speed all over the room™ ceee

vees Medium relessed from a closed, locked, and doubly-sealed mall sack...

"Jim Riley - Master NMateriallzing
e T

'ﬁ‘ "] went my medium to sit for materislization..." (Ghost requires...) >3

((SIR WILLIAM CROOKS, greatest among physicists of the last centurye..))
(Hies wife sees ghosts, ..}

"For he wes protected by spirit guldes who saw to it that he
was never molestedis.ss”

MALIGNANT SPIRITS ("Poltergeists"):

o

‘ "We'll hurt this men if you don't stop your sittings..."

-

e A e s A R e B T S ek i

eees throwing things ..eee
«esss bedeviling the place....
Pl e mulignsnt Entities. .0
(get rid of them by turning e brillient

flash 1light directly upon them)

that dear 1life to cOmME..+f =

— : the 1ife that only spiritists can know anything sbout, while
\___on this eartihr plane....

-
x* DEATHE 18 ] ® & change, a dropping away of the physicel body;
. we t it off, as we put off a sult of ¢ lothes...

sees GHETE iéﬂgbundant hagginess for all; there 1s immeasursble

/

forgiveness.... '

/

vveuu"There 48 no h e 1 1/ but that which lles within the spirit
itgself. One does not/ make amends, or receives forglveness in a
moment, in a day, or in EWO day8ecsee

"The spirits who folg?w evil are not punished as we understand
punishment, but

they E#re not happy'..e«.

!




e 1S
(THE UNOBSTRUCTED UNIVERSE) s::

rhe message 1s what 1s importent...the message gnd the fact that

we are able to gilve it: not you."

({Ghosts around...
: the cozy, intimete feeling of companiong¢hip...))

In this 1ife: individusals more or less muffled from each other by
the barriers of encessement in the body...

+ssss more than compenvated for the little fact (11) that she stegﬁ
a¢ross

LA
——

our friends;dﬁ the other side

Z
»ees Where B@ftv went after her body dipd...

/r)( I.... Al eveninl I had g sense of Betty...\ P

WeeoWe 'uead are thnved, glorified with our own immortéility."

"‘."

o w e

e Oh, my dear, my dnar' Earth-11fe would heve no point, would
be too much to askof man, without immortalityil™

Former ly: man concelved the thereness of immortelity; now:
B R ——

the hereness of ilmmortality, entirely and triumphantly

regaleesss

T T e L o - B

INFINITY we do not, cannot, understand, for the supreme
degree 1s beyond our comprehension...

e ————
————

essss to overcome the Newtonlan physics...

i

No "absolute". (("Consciousness, the reality of the entire universe,
g————— is. in ev o lut 1o n; what is in evolution
cen NOT be en 'absolubte.: "))

TIME - SPACE - MOTION: the co-existent trilogy of the obstructed
b 4o ooy ~—"~~ universe (Earth).
The co-exlstent trilogia of the unobstructed unlverses

Receptivity (= essence of Time)
Conﬁucfivi%y(: essence of Spece)(=power of treansmitting,as heat,
electricity, etc)

Freguenc% (=the essence of Motion) (= in hermonic motions, the
number of vibrations or cyclea in a unit of time.)

o~y
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The higher freguence of the ghosts:like electrlc sparks...s

"vyour obstacles esre not obstacles to me..."

(That's why they can rush around the world so rapidly...)

esse Outmoded empirical knowledgeesses

(("How's the cosmos?" he asked lazily.
"Gathering no moss," fleshed Betty.))

I
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A f - - |
ol AN ' —J
the medium as the .r ec e L ving statililonsiees

esee the eerthly a » 7 e 8 t men t,.,:
' gometimes we are being lifted out of ourselves by great music...
Under the spell of art we escape our encirclements...
/ "urged as we are by our deepest nature to break thmggh whatever

it 18 that confines US.esss"
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The room was clmost completely dark. Nobody moved - except Miss
£lice, the medium, who writhed in her chair as in throes. The

"gitters" - 12 or 14 of them, mostly elderly women = seemed petri=
P

fied by suspense. % This was 2n exceptional sssmest
oxedbing cvent - most exciting indeed to the West Los ﬁngelea
) § ; /

J® " pgyechie Circle., For 1t happ pened but rarely that hkiiss }lice,‘

one of the more successful trence mediums in this neighbourhood -

sgreed to venture on M4Mion experiment. In general

;;-\ES. she flatly rbf‘used to do so - nwwﬁe—ﬂﬁﬁ—iih A
H: i _inho;-’cﬁnr to spare the feelings of her friends
;-\:__ on the other side.l“ "My spirits gmsé don't 11-59-{_ that's all,"
PR Miss 4lice would 3;"9,,___me&?‘_*!' It seems
:5.-. ': useless to them to mhterialize - just to satisfy a childlsh whim

L=

o of ours. My develor ed xeacher, Cicero, told me the other dey
2 .f {
~L that he suffers i-nttﬂ'!’m*ibaﬁ“.ty when he has to appear. @f-course,
o ogle ¥ Ty ar b Coglt, o frns
Ph e,

they sre spoliled over there, # mbod:f, no.elght; -no~pein..."

¥iss 2lice got along without hebapiniissttonsr-and=ablhel.

-~ e '-
= el
— -
)Tepe spectaceular, devices, smhaas__"direct voi. c.aamminaj..iops
Ny L, ) 1.-'1711 1
2 L s —thronghophesphorescents trump"hbh+.. Her séances were A.nﬁaipeu&eess:
o

' 7 [ ffl 1 | &~ { }]
o \ fo®, thanks to her dignified,w peraor}alit}rn.‘ihe was

-

_ - ~ '/ £a11 8nd slender - & well-preserved woman in Her the middle of

. ~ ° Q\. her forties, not really pretty with her long @smd bony face, but
¥ elegant end attractive. -~
“

/|
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.mtchin,_, her in the street, one might have taken her for 8 smart

i -
‘ ﬁ,r“ F ., g
A:-eﬁ‘!'.ﬁ-nt business womsn - say, the manager of a im»—-h ovse
orﬂlocsl ehein of movie theaters, At home, however, when she recelived
AR
her rWstemers - "my little flock," as she waes wont to sey - she
Lo fly ~/ 4 4
geppeared transformed into a ) priestess dressed injfency
~N/

garmeét of heavy green s&tin, lavishly adorned with Oriental bracelets,

rings, chains, andﬁshawls. mhroider'md, Shewmemwdned Lven her galt

————

and smile became solemn and sacerdotal to remain in keeping with
her pompous outfit. But her conduct end speech were all the more

unessuming, even humble. ... just a receiving station," she
‘..:1‘ ¥ Wq——"n—-’-\——-ﬁ_———.__-rhﬂr"-

would ssay = apologetica , Gidd-goneeientious meclirrey,

b i W

conveyed the messages reaching her from the ovher-wide spirit -world-

higher planesf, ?g " [ r{h.. A boncrs: & )

y—Honever
¢For_this- perticular géance, howeyver; materisiizations-were

chedulgd—=—mr=inly—for thesake-of
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early sixties - some of them even older. essor™ Toyde ,

_house- the ﬁamem

vl hua bc;pﬁt of%a 1itt}§~baﬁtlﬂmang a pink,

3 fxfséd by,a'lgjaﬁe of em,t’ﬁ/ feat‘\}a/lihir.
ec,,;w all rbgé/’fny dear, e‘:uld " ggid Proﬁep‘so*‘

7 ; |
Van L. pegztrpting,fﬁ]ﬁé’eyeq \vapderin.i qwif‘tly j;c “and fro

for one,. in. Who

cr
[
-d

his crj.d friend aﬁ'd collaho:‘atm* nass A110€ NcUlsterd, and

J 1"
reqti“ve guest, ;d"s. Marcel:‘me Sartre, néefPilliver. "pgr=

V4 -
fectldy ell right»," he reneated, 1n a soft,fsoc‘:Zh.\ng_\loiec L
—]‘ 4 3, for one n Miss Alice's

- ot i S
i T

sightless, motionless & brow. | h‘”’i-é ~ 1(‘(-"‘ T o—iin

-

——

" Thonks;—Professor; —lirs. Sartré said; with o ca-esntims..
sweet, weary smile, She wes extremely attractive - at once

/ %
}x{a&il and regalrin her mourning dress, with\the delicate and

haughty profile of an antlque gem. Hers w?sx the nonchalant self-
4 assurance of & women used to be spoile“c_i because of her weshbh-—nd
/ looks and wsalth (M. was the heiresg of an impressive American
fortune)‘; but her tragic eyes and the weariness of her smile told
a diff@rent story. No doubt,\ this superbly fastidious cresture

5
wes, versed in suffering, she had loved, and had been deprived of
X .'"f
" phe one she was in love with. /
He was & French planist, world-famous, two years younger than

she. Ths[ got married &« few months before the outbreak of the

EM_J\'\\JMK

War, in 1959. In October, they embarked from England {te—Geneda.

b
The joe on which they crossed the Atlantic was torpedoed by

with astounding courage & enerc:y
a German U-Boat. Marceline saved her life pe=hiissslneode

was drowned - she witnessed his sgony.

- T t-r'._ﬁ :};,_? {U & MO-‘-—L_JA“
T a f. g h ¥ Lf 4 bon / fv-* G f—mo}" L"‘% [_L..t.-.g'
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She had seen him die but she refused to believe that he was
dead. "He can't be dead," she insisted, with disarmlng obstinacy.
"I am slive - thev say. But how could I live without him? He is
my soul, my life. I love him. I don't believe he 1s dead."

ghe had several nervous breakdowns and paid fabulous fees to
e number of dlstinguished psychistrists. The doctors suggested
that Mrs. S. was possessed by a fixed ides, in consequence of
the terrific asceisssheslmdwpe cxperience she had passed through.
They sent her to expensive sanetoriums; she wes psychoanelyzed
aend underwent en electric shock cure. It was a2ll in vain, &
abidet-byahor-Doldeftihet Finally she discovered spiritualism.

The spiritualists.were more~helpful and ‘WO¥s Understanditiy

wz‘:ﬂf;;g?ﬂﬂﬁw&mﬂ. The young widow
LA
wae over joyed to ople-who-asreed with her that the dead

wert 10 treallydesds She—found her dering dreams surprisingly
confirmed and sysjemestized. Ho'g rfeassuring Sntrsaamedelc 1t
i

-

ol ~— = As - e
sounded o Marceinewhenthe—inttieted members of the spiritua.

A poae nt

Church-teld-her, 1n{faﬁfalatronizing, matter-cf-fa:; weys: "But
there is no such thing es death - naturelly not. What the
ignorent are wont to call death is just a change of our physical
condition. A simple transformation - thet's what it 1s; a
dropping awsy our meterisl body. We put it off, &s we putt off
a sult of clothes. It is only forms that perish; life never dies."

She},lliked to think of her beloved Bernard floating about on
elevated plenes - disembodied but essentially unchanged, with
sensitive hands, white tle, spectacles, and everythingJ Beugs
Lore—hendsome—bhan-—evsl- ) always surrounded by waves of super=
&; -even-in the spirit world,

natural harmonles,

;T/IS.lm-/l\'{-'.{zm £ lf A AS ;\_37/.-'?
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If Miss Alice hesd writhed and groaned when producing the

ectoplastic spectre of Mrs,

e
she becams wmcEMNTEIV-Hagroef
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11m as she trlied to evoke the dis=

x‘“‘."‘ =)
o~

0 be called Bernard Sartre, Her face -

cT

embodied entity that used

ess and sightless - appeared transfigured in a kind of

[
53
=

moti
supernatural pesce. She smiled; the upper part of her body swayed
_ & _ ( ; :

\\E?'W I lﬁ{n.. tv firombten g
slightly according to the rhythm of the mug[c.w

ot .
L 4 i ol

B-pubhﬂnqe’ The audlience - breathless with expectatlion...
~ o {__ ‘ e d + )’ gl = ."i/‘-#n -

Musiec stoppeds.. One could hear Merceline's whisper,..: "Chéri..

my love, mon choux, darling darling darling... Please, materielizel

Just a little bit! Please, please, plesse... It may be inconvenient,

but you don't know what it means to me... It means everything

to me,.."

lrade Tocan eauin.

s al

Mrs, Potter - with & 1little scream: "There... nem» the plano...
his hands,.."

And,indeed - there it was again - the nebulous formaetion -
aven more blurred than before - shapeless, floating...

Marceline - surprisingly: "Nol..." Then she covered her mouth

like a school girl who uttered something rash and dangerous...
The hazy apparition presently faded aweY... Mareeline whimpered,

"Come beck! Let me see your fece... while Miss Alice moved her

arms in s peculier fashion - executing swinging circles as though
swimming.«.
From the depth... from the ground of the sef...

inother sitter - the English writer - : "There it comes again...

Most extraordinery..."

4t this moment - noise from the door... Not a knocking: rather

sounded es if somebody were falling against the door...
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"iwhat's thet?" = Scream rose from the sudience...

Mrs, Potter: "4 'Poltergeilst!

o
Door flung opén... Young man stumbled into the room... Almost

f‘ell' re'rine'il his ’\mlillb*‘imn...—(}-ﬁ Q! f‘
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Said, with e hesvy tongue: "Hello, folks..." He was terribly

drunk,- no doubt...
Miss Alice opened wide, 1lnnocent eyes. "Who are you?" she asked
- e8ll dignity and dlsapprovsl.

He guffawed. "Who @ I am? That's a good one.,, /

— "Setitms ‘Jhy, if you don't recognizem me, honey, let!

c's

i

heve 8ome light..,"
Turned electriec light on = glaring, after the darkness,
Alice -~ in an ominously lowered voice: "Get out of herel"

" x

Nope," he said., "Want to meet your friends. Host of them are

a7
pretty elderly, though..." /
Ber. ——d o "
He's evidently insane," somebody suggzested.

L

"If you try to say I'm nuts," the boy seid, Ho Sirle, I ain't,
Now, come, old girl," he addressed himself to lMiss Alice, "why
don't you introduce me to your}‘ﬁﬁfﬁf They'1ll want to know who I
em... Ladies and gents," he asnnounced,/-with s Jjauniy-meilon of
his arm - bowing ;uuntily to_the party. I'm Johnny... %pe boy friend
< (oo To Y Yo , 7] &l | Slen § -Tohu Cr st 4
of that gorgeous crec ture there,.. or reather, one of her boy friends...
"Johnny! You are really maed!" .... 4lice - shaking, white with
horror, lost all her polse...
"Do you think I amf, hendsome?™ He addressed himself swdderniy-
to lisrcelinsy

"NOwss," she said, "I don't know..." She hed stered at him since

he had entered the room... flabbergasted, bewltched...







| LK - L™ %) #
Larceline Sartre. née Pil1l4van o
<9 ~1l1ivVer = heipggsg

"Perfect

Fanaea T 8 » E
- -‘n ¥ LUK L 1 .._1;‘_:: l_._l.'

:|J_|_|-5:u-1:L O sy a
Irs. Sartre
a . 8mile that 1
She. looked




-

"You're mighty pretty," he saild, very softly - sobered, ss it were,

by her cool, perfect beauty. "What sre you deing heret"
VAR 1'{.-.-" < ‘f f‘ F rrl' jl ,f‘ [ —_—

She kept—lovkinmg &t him - very—kerd... "It's incredible,” she
gaid at lest. "He looks exactly 2s he,... The sallor whose life I

85ved, .o

Miss Alice, who had regained her dignity: "Have to beg your pardon

for this incredible incident... Young man used to attend my séences...

Had to throw him out because of his bad behaviour... You can Ssee,

he is heavily intoxicsted.,.."

Johnny, without looking et her, 21l sbsorbed in Marceline: "Bunch

of 1les..."

Miss Alices..." I am particularly sorry because of dear Marceline,

Materielization was on the point of coming through..."

3

The young man, to Marceline: "Was you wailting for some spook, too?"

Did not snswer.

"Mustn't do such things. It's sin, you know, And then, why should

you fool around with them ghosts? Whet have they got I heven't got,

]
i

43

]

jead guy ain't good for nothing... You just waste your time...
Merceline groand as 1f in pain, Closed her eyes, seemed on the

point of fainting...
He propped her with his big, heevy end. She shuddered. "Don't

touch me..."

He grinned... "Why, my hend has more welght than them ghost

hands,«."
f,

=

"Plegse, don't!" Marceline repeated - helpless under bee grip.

And Miss Alice - standing ereét behind the flower table, in suppressed,

woeful voice: "Johnny! Pleasel"
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The room wes almost completely dark. Nobody moved - except
Miss Alice, who writhed in her cheir es in throes. The "sitters"
- twelve or fourteen of them, mostly elderly women - seemed
petrified by suspense. Everybody was slightly shocked when MNrs,
Potter whispered: "Do you sense the vibrations? That's Ectoplasm,
ell right. I can smell it; can't you?" Whereupon Mrs. Rosenberg,

rather erossly: "Qf course not, Ectoplesm is an odourless energy.

Stop talking. My little deughter on the other side is so easily

v

hurt by eny tactless remark.”

At this polnt, e louder, more tor=
mented groen ceme from Miss #1ice. Evidently, she was on the
peint of bringing about a veriteble materializetion,

This was an exceptional event - most exciting indeed to the
West Los Angeles Intimaete Psychic Circle, For it happened but
rarely thet Miss Alice McUlster - one of the most sueccessful
trence mediums in thils neighbourhood - egreed teo venture on such
an experiment. In general she flatly refused to do so = mainly
in order to spare the feelings of her "friends on the other side."
"My spirits just don't 1llke to meterialize - thet's 211," Miss
£lice would explain - gently but positively. "The ectoplastiec
masquerade is a muisance to them., &nd isn't it nstural, once you

heppy

come to think of 1t? They're perfectlyhthe way they are, over there,
on their ethereal plane - welghtless, pwsey disembodled. VWhy should
they bother to materialize when they can communicete with us e&s
pure spirits?"

It was Miss Allce's mission and profession to receiv% and to

transmit her customers, messsges from the other world., As a rule,

she did not even need to go into a deep trance for that purpose;
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she just concentrated - sitting with closed eyes and, if possible,
in physical contact with en object that used to belong to the
expected ghost when he (or she) still sﬁjurned on our meteriagl
plane, It did not take long, in moat cases, until Miss Alice could
smilingly and noddingly scknowledze the whisper of supernstural

volces - audible only to her sensitive, well-trained ears., "Yes,

Mr, Potter... Hello...," she would say, in a light, conversational
tone; and, turning her sightless face to Mr. Potter's widows "Julis
dear, 1it's your husband... yes... he blesses you..." Then, with a

sudden glggle: “Oh, dear me! Mr. Potter! How very naughty of youl"

And, one minute later, very serious again: "Yes, lr. Potter...

of course.., I'1l tell her... Quite right..." Mrs. Potter would
listen avidly as Miss #lice delivered a little message from the
late Mr., Potter (he had died seventeen years ago), to the effect
that he dldn't think much of the wallpaper his wife had chosen
for the beth room in her new flat in Pasadena. "I'm sorry for you,"
Miss #lice would add when the fastidious ghost had withdrawn st
last. "But that's the way he feels about it. It!'s not my fault,
you know. I am just the receiving station..."

The messages from the spirit world were usually of a practlcsl,
simple kind. Far from being haughty and sloof, the "“dear ones
on the other side" sent their bit of sensible advice as regurds
financial investments, medical treatment end the choice of furni=
ture, Aliiss Alice = a relisbly efficient secretary - conveyed clever
tips and ressonable wernings from beyond the grave. "There is no=
thing to it," she would sey - all serene modesty. "Anybody can be
a medium, if he hes the neccessary moral integrity snd the right

kind of vibrations..."
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No doubt, there were mediums 1n Los #éngeles who performed more
spectaculer feats. As for Miss alice's séances, their success
was primerily due to certain enguging and impressive features of
her personality. The whole Intimate Psychic Circle worshipped
her. She was more than just a gifted medium: she was & confessor,
a spiritual leader. "She is such a ¢lean human being - isn't
she?" the elderly ladies said. And the celebrsted English novelist
who attended occsaslonally her Tuesday-evening séances, confirmed
their enthusiasm by murmumring = veguely but suggestively =-:

"Most extraordinary, indeed..."

She wes tall and slender = a well-preserved woman in the
middle of her forties; not pretty, with her long, bony face, but
elegent and attractive. Seeing her in the street, one might have
taken her for a smart, efficlent business woman - say, the editor
of a fashionrble magazine or the manager of a chain of local
movie theaters, At home, however, when she received her friends
and customers - "my little flock," ss she liked to cell them =
she appeared trensformed into an exotlic priestess - racy and
regal in & fancy garment of heavy gold-brown satin, lavishly
adorned with Oriental bracelets and embrolidered shawls. Even
her gait and smile beceme solemn and sacerdotal to be in keeping
with her pompously whimsical outfit.

After the séance, there would be a buffet with iced tea
and sendwiches (included in the § 3 admission) and the hostess
would meke conversation. Queen-like and affable, she strode
through the modest drawing room - honoring her guests with cordiel,
motherly questions end bits of inspired advice. The splnsters and
wldows nodded respectfully when Miss Alice - all lofty poise and

serenety - repeated to them what she had learned, in her turn,




