The Bald Soprano

Eugene lonesco

"Eugene lonesco's The Bald Soprano
has even greater elements of
burlesque humor than Beckett, as
lonesco exposes the inanities within
commonplace behavior and thought.
The "well- made play" is parodied as
being conventionally predictable and
innately stereotypical in character
and plot. Feeling that the absurdity of
modern existence cannot be
communicated intellectually, [onesco
makes his audience sense and feel it
through the experience of a play that
mocks those who believe in causality,
and exposes the meaninglessness and
irrationality of people's lives and
relationships in its presentation of
characters whose inability to
communicate leads them to
dehumanize themselves and others.
Although the experimental nature of
his plays allies him to the surrealists,
his work is not fully surreal in that it
is never entirely divorced from
reality. Likewise, his allegiance to
existentialism is only partial, in that
he would agree with Albert Camus

and Jean-Paul Sartre that modern

existence is meaningless, irrational,

and absurd, but, unlike them, does
not feel that such notions can be
communicated through traditional

literary mode."

Abbotson, Susan C. W. "Absurdity of
Life." Thematic Guide to Modern
Drama. Westport, Conn.: Greenwood,
2003. 2. Print.

How does Ionesco reveal the
"absurdity of modern existence" in
the following passage from The Bald
Soprano? How does the "inability to
communicate" dehumanize the
characters? How does the scene
reveal some of the hypocrisy in our
modern day "text driven "society?

In Nicholas Bataille's production, this
dialogue was spoken in a tone and played
in a style sincerely tragic.



MR. MARTIN: Excuse me, madam, but it
seems to me, unless I'm mistaken, that
['ve met you somewhere before.

MRS. MARTIN: |, too, sir. It seems to me
that ['ve met you somewhere before.

MR. MARTIN: Was it, by any chance, at
Manchester that I caught a glimpse of you,
madam?

MRS. MARTIN: That is very possible. [ am
originally from the city of Manchester.
But I do not have a good memory, sir. |
cannot say whether it was there that I
caught a glimpse of you or not!

MR. MARTIN: Good God, that's curious!
[, too, am originally from the city of
Manchester, madam!

MRS. MARTIN: That is curious!

MR. MARTIN: Isn't that curious! Only, I,
madam, I left the city of

Manchester about five weeks ago.

MRS. MARTIN: That is curious! What a
bizarre coincidence! |, too, sir, I left the
city of Manchester about five weeks
ago.

MR. MARTIN: Madam, I took the 8:30
morning train which arrives in London at
4:45.,

MRS. MARTIN: That is curious! How very
bizarre! And what a coincidence! [ took
the same train, sir, I too.

MR. MARTIN: Good Lord, how curious!
Perhaps then, madam, it was on the train
that I saw you?

MRS. MARTIN: It isindeed possible that
is, not unlikely. It is plausible and, after
all, why not!--But I don't recall it, sir!
MR. MARTIN: I traveled second class,

madam. There is no second class in
England, but I always travel second class.
MRS. MARTIN: That is curious! How very
bizarre! And what a coincidence! |, too,
sir, I traveled second class.

MR. MARTIN: How curious that is!
Perhaps we did meet in second class, my
dear lady!

MRS. MARTIN: That is certainly possible,
and it is not at all unlikely. But I do not
remember very well, my dear sir!

MR. MARTIN: MY seat was in coach No. 8,
compartment 6, my dear lady.

MRS. MARTIN: How curious that is! MY
seat was also in coach No. 8, compartment
6, my dear sir!

MR. MARTIN: How curious that is and
what a bizarre coincidence! Perhaps we
met in compartment 6, my dear lady?
MRS. MARTIN: It isindeed possible, after
all! But I do not recall it, my dear sir!

MR. MARTIN: To tell the truth, my dear
lady, I do not remember it either, but it is
possible that we caught a glimpse of
each other there, and as I think of it, it
seems to me even very likely.

MRS. MARTIN: Oh! truly, of course, truly,
sir!

MR. MARTIN: How curious it is!  had
seat No. 3, next to the window, my dear
lady.

MRS. MARTIN: Oh, good Lord, how
curious and bizarre! I had seat No. 6, next
to the window, across from you, my
dear sir.

MR. MARTIN: Good God, how curious
that is and what a coincidence! We were
then seated facing each other, my dear



lady! It is there that we must have

seen each other!

MRS. MARTIN: How curious itis! It is
possible, but I do not recall it, sir!

MR. MARTIN: To tell the truth, my dear
lady, I do notremember it either.
However, it is very possible that we saw
each other on that occasion.

MRS. MARTIN: It is true, but I am not at
all sure of it, sir.

MR.. MARTIN: Dear madam, were you not
the lady who asked me to place her
suitcase in the luggage rack and who
thanked me and gave me permission to
smoke?

MRS. MARTIN: But of course, that must
have been |, sir. How curious it is, how
curious it is, and what a coincidence!
MR. MARTIN: How curious it is, how
bizarre, what a coincidence! And well,
well, it was perhaps at that moment
that we came to know each other,
madam?

MRS. MARTIN: How curious it is and
what a coincidence! It is indeed possible,
my dear sir! However, I do not believe
that I recall it.

MR. MARTIN: Nor do I, madam. [A
moment of silence. The clock strikes twice,
then once.] Since coming to London, I
have resided in Bromfield Street, my
dear lady.

MRS. MARTIN: How curious that is, how
bizarre! I, too, since coming to London, I
have resided in Bromfield Street, my
dear sir.

MR. MARTIN: How curious that is, well
then, well then, perhaps we have seen

each other in Bromfield Street, my dear
lady.

MRS. MARTIN: How curious that is, how
bizarre! It is indeed possible, after all! But
[ do not recall it, my dear sir.

MR. MARTIN: [ reside at No. 19, my dear
lady.

MRS. MARTIN: How curious that is. I also
reside at No. 19, my dear sir.

MR. MARTIN: Well then, well then, well
then, well then, perhaps we have seen
each other in that house, dear lady?

MRS. MARTIN: It is indeed possible, but I
do notrecall it, dear sir.

MR. MARTIN: My flat is on the fifth floor,
No. 8, my dear lady.

MRS. MARTIN: How curious it is, good
Lord, how bizarre! And what a
coincidence! I too reside on the fifth
floor, in flat No. 8, dear sir!

MR. MARTIN [musing]: How curious it
is, how curious it is, how curious it is,
and what a coincidence! You know, in
my bedroom there is a bed, and it is
covered with a green eiderdown. This
room, with the bed and the green
eiderdown, is at the end of the corridor
between the w.c. and the bookcase, dear
lady!

MRS. MARTIN: What a coincidence, good
Lord, what a coincidence! My bedroom,
too, has a bed with a green eiderdown
and is at the end of the corridor,
between the w.c., dear sir, and the
bookcase!

MR. MARTIN: How bizarre, curious,
strange! Then, madam, we live in the
same room and we sleep in the same



bed, dear lady. It is perhaps there that
we have met!

MRS. MARTIN: How curious itis and
what a coincidence! It isindeed possible
that we have met there, and perhaps
even last night. But [ do not recall it,
dear sir!

MR. MARTIN: [ have a little girl, my little
daughter, she lives with me,

dear lady. She is two years old, she's
blonde, she has a white eye and a red eye,
she is very pretty, her name is Alice, dear
lady.

MRS. MARTIN: What a bizarre
coincidence! |, too, have a little girl. She is
two years old, has a white eye and a red
eye, she is very pretty, and her name is
Alice, too, dear sir!

MR. MARTIN [in the same drawling
monotonous voice]: How curious it is and
what a coincidence! And bizarre!
Perhaps they are the same, dear lady!
MRS. MARTIN: How curious itis! Itis
indeed possible, dear sir. [A rather long
moment of silence. The clock strikes 29
times.]

MR. MARTIN [after having reflected at
length, gets up slowly and, unhurriedly,
moves toward Mrs. Martin, who,
surprised by his solemn air, has also
gotten up very quietly. Mr. Martin, in
the same flat, monotonous voice,
slightly singsong]: Then, dear lady, I
believe that there can be no doubt
about it, we have seen each other before
and you are my own wife...Elizabeth, |
have found you again!

[Mr. Martin approaches Mrs. Martin

without haste. They embrace without
expression. The clock strikes once, very
loud. This striking of the clock must be so
loud that it makes the audience jump.
The Martins do not hear it.]

MRS. MARTIN: Donald, it's you, darling!
[They sit together in the same armchair,
their arms around each other, and fall
asleep. The clock strikes several more
times. Mary, on tiptoe, a finger to her lips,
enters quietly and addresses the
audience.]

MARY: Elizabeth and Donald are now too
happy to be able to hear me. I can
therefore let you in on a secret. Elizabeth
is not Elizabeth, Donald is not Donald.
And here is the proof: the child that
Donald spoke of is not Elizabeth's
daughter, they are not the same person.
Donald's daughter has one white eye and
one red eye like Elizabeth's daughter.
Whereas Donald's child has a white right
eye and a red left eye, Elizabeth's child
has a red right eye and a white left eye!
Thus all of Donald's system of deduction
collapses when it comes up against this
last obstacle which destroys his whole
theory. In spite of the extraordinary
coincidences which seem to be definitive
proofs, Donald and Elizabeth, not being
the parents of the same child, are not
Donald and Elizabeth. It is in vain that
he thinks he is Donald, it is in vain that
she thinks she is Elizabeth. He believes in
vain that she is Elizabeth. She believes in
vain that he is Donald--they are sadly
deceived. But who is the true Donald?
Who is the true Elizabeth? Who has any



interest in prolonging this confusion? I
don't know. Let's not try to know. Let's
leave things as they are. [She takes several
steps toward the door, then returns and
says to the audience:] My real name is
Sherlock Holmes. [She exits.]

[The clock strikes as much as it likes. After
several seconds, Mr. and Mrs. Martin
separate and take the chairs they had at
the beginning.]

MR. MARTIN: Darling, let's forget all that
has not passed between us, and, now that
we have found each other again, let's try
not to lose each other anymore, and live
as before.

MRS. MARTIN: Yes, darling.



