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Introduction

At the beginning of the story ,“I” was an orphan with plain
appearance and introversive character. “I” happened to meet
Mr. de Winter, the wealthy master of Manderley, and they
fell in love with each other. “I” returned to Manderley with
Maxim after their marriage. As “I” always suspect that Maxim
still loved his beautiful dead wife Rebecca, and Mrs. Danvers,
the housekeeper of Manderley and Rebecca’s personal maid al-
ways created difficulties for her, “I” was very sad and down-
hearted. Just when “1” was at the brink of collapse, a stranded
ship brought an astonishing news that Rebecca’s body was
found. Then, who was the woman that had been buried in the
Maxim’s family crypt?. . .
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tenacions i
Chapter 1 —E5
MARRLAGE M arti05" S
Prelude FE

“I”: Last night I dreamt 1 went to Man-
derly again. It seemed to me I stood by the
iron gate leading to the dgjye and for a while
1 could not enter, for the way was Qa_rgd to
me. Then, like all dreamers, [ was pos-
sessed of a sudden with supernatural powers
and passed like a spirit through the barrier
before me. The drive wound away in front
of me, twisting and turning as it had always
done, but as I advanced | was aware that a
change had come upon it. Nature had come
. into her own again, and little by little, had
encroached upon the drive with longl ta\a
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came upon the moon and hover
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like a dark hand before a face. The illusion | B EH . EERESD, X EMET

went with it. I looked upon a desolate shell
~ with no whisper of the past about its star-
ing walls. We can never go back to Mander-
ley again. That much is certain. But some-
times in my dreams I do go back — to the

strange days of my life — which began for me

in the South of France. ..
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SCENE 1
Seaside, South of France

(Maxim’s feet are seen at close range as
they take two steps slowly and dangerously
nearer the edge of the cliff as if he were go-
ing to walk off. And at this point a girl’s
voice stops him. )

“I”: No! Stop!

Max: What the devil are you shouting
about? Who are you? What are you staring
at?

“I”:1"m sorry. I didn’t mean to stare.
But—I-1I only thought. . .

Max: Oh, you did, did you? Well, what are
you doing here?

I”: Well, I was only walking.

Max: Well, get on with your walking!
Don’ t hang about here screaming!

SCENE 2
The Hotel Lobby
(The hotel lobby, Mrs. Van Hopper and
“I”are seated on a d1van /

ett and indicating acute distaste. )

Hopper
is furve ing the her

Hop: I'll never come to Monte Carlo out
of season again. Not a single well — known
personality in the hotel. Stone cold! Waiter,
garcon! Call him. Tell him to get me

me... Why ! —It’s Max de Winter.
How do you do?

Max:How do you do?

Hop: I'm Edythe Van Hopper. It’s so
nice to run into you here just when I was be-
ginning to despair of finding any old friends
here in Monte. But, do sit down and have
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some coffee. Mr. de Winter is having some
coffee with me. Go and ask that stupid
waiter for another cup.

Max: I’ m afraid I must contradict you.
You shall both have coffee with me. Gar-
con!

Waiter: Oui, Monsieeur.

Max: Coffee, please.

Hop: Cigarette?

Max: No, thank you.

Hop: You know, I recognized you just as
soon as you came in, though I haven’t seen
you since that night at the Casino in Palm
Beach. Perhaps you don’t remember an old
woman like me. . . Are you playing the tables
much here at Monte?

Max: No, I’m afraid that sort of thing
ceased to amuse me years ago.

Hop: I can well understand that. As for
me, if I had a home like Manderley, 1
should certainly never come to Monte. [
hear it’s one of the biggest places in that
part of the country and you just can’t beat it
for beauty.

Max:(To “I”) And what do you think of
Monte Carlo? Or don’t you think of it at
all?

“I”: Oh, well - I—1 think it’ s rather ar-
tificial. . .

Hop: She’s spoiled, Mr. de Winter.
That’s her trouble. Most girls would give
eyes for the chance to see Monte.
~ Max; Wouldn’ t that rather defeat the
purpose?

Hop: Now that we’ ve found each other
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again, I hope I shall be seeing something of
you. You must come and have a drink in my
suite. 1 hope they’ ve given you a good
room. The place is empty, so if you’ re un-
comfortable, mind you make a fuss. Your
valet has unpacked for you, I suppose?

Max: I’m afraid 1 don’t posses one. Per-
haps you’d like to do it for me?

Hop: Well = I = I hardly think... (To
“I”) Perhaps you could make yourself useful
to Mr. de Winter if he wants anything
done. You're a capable child in many ways.

Max: That’s a charming suggestion, but
I’ m afraid 1 gling tg the old motto: “He
travels fastest who travels alone.” Perhaps
you’ ve not heard of it. Good night.

(He bows and exits rapidly. )

Hop: What do you make of that? Do you
suppose that sudden departure was intended
to be funny? Come! Don’t sit there gawk-
ing! Let’s go upstairs. Have you got the
keys?

“I”: Yes, Mrs. Van Hopper.

Hop: I remember when I was younger
there was a well — known writer who used to
dart down the back way whenever he saw
me coming. [ suppose he was in love with
me and wasn’t quite sure of himself. Well,
c’est la vie! By the way, my dear, don’t
think that I mean to be unkind, but you
were just a teeny weeny bit forward with
Mr. de Winter. Your effort to enter the
conversation quite embarrassed me, and I’'m
sure it did him. Men loathe that sort of
thing. Oh, come, don’t sulk. After all, I
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am responsible for your behavior here. Per-
haps he didn’t notice it. Poor thing! I sup-
pose he just can’ t get over of his wife’s
death. They say he simply adored her.
SCENE 3
In the Dining Hall
(Mr. de Winter is having lunch in the

“

restaurant when “I” comes in. When she
comes in to her table, she awkwardly knocks
over a small vase of flowers. )

“I”: Oh, how awkward of me. What a
stupid thing to do. Oh, I’ m so sorry.
Please don’t bother, it doesn’t really mat-
ter.

Max: Leave that — leave that — go and lay
another place at my table. Mademoiselle will
have lunch with me.

“I”: Oh, no, I-1 couldn’t possibly.

Max: Why not?

“I”; Oh, well, please don’t be polite.
It’s very kind of you, but I’ll be all right if
they just change the cloth.

Max; I wasn’t being polite. Oh, I should
have asked you to lunch with me even if you
hadn’t upset the vase so clumsily. Come a-
long. We needn’ t talk to each other if we
don’t feel like it.

“I”: Thank you very much. Oh, I, I'll
just have some — some scrambled eggs.

Waiter: Oui, Mademoiselle.

Max: What’s happened to your friend?

“I”: Oh, she’s ill bed with a cold.

Max: I’m sorry [ was so rude to you yes-
terday. The only excuse 1 can offer is that I’
ve becormne hoorish through living alone.
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“I": Oh, you weren’t, really. You sim-
ply wanted to be alone,and. . .

Max: Tell me — is Mrs. Van Hopper a
friend of yours or just a relation?

“1”: No, she’s my employer. I’m what
is known as a paid companion.

Max: 1 didn’ t know that companionship
could be bought.

“1”: I looked up the word “companion” in
the dictionary once. It said “a friend of the

Max: [ don’t envy you the privilege.

“I”: Oh, she’s very kind really, and — |
have to earn my living.

Max: Haven’t you any family?

“I”: No. My mother died years and years
ago. Then there was only my father — and
he died last summer. And then — I took this
job.

Max: How rotten for you.

“I”: Yes, it was rather because, you see,
we got on so well together.

Max: You and your father?

“I”: Yes, he was a lovely person — very
unusual.

Max: What was he?

“I”: A painter.

Max: Ah—a— was he a good one?

“I"”: Well, I thought so, but people didn’
t understand him.

Max: Yes, that’s often the trouble.

“I”: He painted trees — at least it was one

tree.
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Max: You mean he painted the same tree
over and over again?

“I": Yes, you see — he had a theory that
if you should find one perfect thing, place,
or person you should stick to it. Do you
think that’s very silly?

Max: Not at all. I'm a firm believer in
that myself. What did you find to do with
yourself while he was ~ painting his tree?

“I": Oh, I sat with him—and 1 sketched
a little. 1 don’t do it very well though.

Max: Were you going sketching this af-
ternoon?

“I”: Yes.

Max: Where?

“I": Oh, I haven’t made up my mind.

Max:

car.

I' Ul drive you somewhere in the

“I": Oh, no, please—1I didn’t mean. . .
Max: Oh, nonsense, finish up that mess
and we’ll get along.
“I": Thank you. It’s very kind of you,
but I'm not very hungry. ‘
Max: Oh, come on - eat it up like a good
girl.
SCENE 4
Seaside
(Shyly, rather embarrassed, she lifts a
forkful of egg to her mouth, keeping her
eyes on Maxim, as the scene dissolves to a
terrace balcony over - looking Monte Carlo
Bay, with a car parked in the foreground.
“I” is sketching. )
Max: You' ve taken long enough with
that sketch. I shall expect a really fine work
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of art.

“I”: Oh, on, don’t look at it — it’s not
nearly good enough.

Max: Oh, it can’t be as bad as all that.
Now don’ t rub it all out — let me see it first.

“I”: Well — it — it’s the perspective. [
never can get it right.

Max: Let me see. Oh, dear! Tell me, is
it the perspective that gives my nose that cu-
rious twist in the middle?

“I”: You’ re not a very easy subject to
sketch.

Max: No?

“I”: Your expression keeps changing all
the time.

Max: Does it? Well, I’d concentrate on
the view instead if I were you. It’s much
more worth while. Rather reminds me of
our coastline at home. Do you know Corn-
wall at all?

“1”: Oh, yes, 1 went there once with my
father on a holiday. I— 1 was in a shop once
and I saw a postcard with a beautiful house
on it — right by the sea — and 1 asked whose
house it was, and the old lady said “That’s
Manderley!” 1 felt ashamed for not know-
ing.

Max: Manderley is beautiful — but to me
it’s just the place where I was born and have
lived in all my life. Now — I don’t suppose [
shall ever see it again.

“1”: Well, we’ re lucky not to be home
during the bad weather, aren’t we?

Max: Huh. ..

I”: 1 can’ t ever remember enjoying
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