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FOUR SOVIET PLAYS






YEGOR BULICHOV
AND OTHERS

4 PLAY IN THREE ACTS

By
MAXIM GORKY

Translated from the Russian by
ANTHONY WIXLEY



CHARACTERS

YEGOR BULICHOV

XENIA, his wife

VARVARA, his daughter by Xenia
ALEXANDRA, his illegitimate daughter
MELANIA, an abbess, his wife’s sister
zZvONTSOV, Varvara’s husband
TYATIN, Zvontsov’s cousin

MOKEI BASHKIN

VASSILI DOSTIGAYEV

ELIZAVETA, Dostigayev’s wife
ANTONINA } Dostigayev’s children

ALEXEI by his first wife
PTAVLIN, a priest
A DOCTOR

A TRUMPETER

ZOBUNOVA, a Sorceress

PROPOTTEI, 2 half-wit

GLAPHIRA, a housemaid

rarssya, Melania’s servant, a novice
MOKROUSSOV, a policeman

YAROV LAPTEV, Bulichov’s godson
DONAT, a forester



ACT ONE

SCENE: The dining-room of a rich mer-
chant’s house. The furniture is heavy
and cumbersome. Beside a broad couch
upholstered in leather, a staircase ascends
to the second floor. In the corner on the
right is a large bay-window and a door
leading into the garden. It is a bright
wintry day. XENIA is seated af the table
washing some cups and saucers. GLA-
PHIRA is at the bay-window, erranging
flowers. ALEXANDRA (SHURA for short)
comes tn. She is in @ dressing-gown, her
stockingless feet thrust into skppers. Her
hair is uncombed, untidy and is red, like
YEGOR BULICHOV’S.

xeNIA: Oh, Shura, you do sleep. . . .

SHURA: Stop hissing at me, it won’t help. Glasha—some
coffee! Where’s the newspaper? '

GLAPHIRA: I’ve taken it up to Varvara Yegorovna.

sHURA: Bring it down, then. The devils, they only order one
paper for the whole house. [GLAPHIRA exifs. ]

XENIA: Who're you calling devils?

sHURA: Is father at home?

xkNTA: No, he’s gone to see the wounded. Who do you mean
by devils—the Zvontsovs?
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sHURA: Yes, of course. [A¢ the telephone.] Seventeen sixty-
three.

xENIA: Now, I'll tell the Zvontsovs what names you call them!

sHURA [over the telephome]: Call Tonya to the ’phone,
please!

xENIA: What will you come to, I wonder?

saURA: Is that you, Antonina? Shall we go skiing? No?
Why? You've got to go to the theatre? Say you can’t go!
Oh, you—illegitimate widow, you!—Well, all right, then.

xENIA: How can you call the girl a2 widow?

sHURA: Her fiancé is dead, isn’t he?

xENIA: Still, she’s 2 maiden.

sHURA: How do you know?

xeN1A: Oh, you shameless creature!

GLAPHIRA [serving coffee]: Varvara Yegorovna will bring
the paper down herself.

XENIA: You know too much for jour age. Take care—the
less you know, the better you’ll sleep. At your age I didn’t
know anything.

§HURA:« You don’t know so much even néw. . . .

XENIA: Phew—there you are again!

sHURA: Here comes my sister, marching solemnly down.
Bon jour, madame! Commnent ¢a va?

VARVARA: It’s eleven o’clock already and you’re not dressed
and your hair’s not done. . . .

SHURA: At it again!

VARVARA: You get more and more impudent every day:
you're taking advantage of the fact that father spoils
you . . . and that he’s sick. . . .

4
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saURA: Going to keep this up for long?

XENTA: What does she care about her father’s health!
vARVARA: I shall have to tell him about your behaviour. .
saURA: Thanks in advance. Finished?

VARVARA: You're a fool!

sHura: Don’t you believe it. It’s not me that’s the fool.
VARVARA: You carroty-haired idiot!

SHURA: Varvara Yegorovna, you're wasting your energy, I

can tell you.

xEN1A: No use trying to teach her!

SHURA: You’re getting very bad tempered.

varvarA: Oh, all right, all right, my dear! Mother, let’s go
to the kitchen, the cook is going into tantrums. .

xeNIA: He’s not quite himself, his son’s been killed.

vavara: Well, that’s no reason for him to go into tantrums.
There are so many people being killed these days. .

[They go out.]

sHURA: How she’d squeal if her lovely Andrusha were to be
bumped off! ‘

GLAPHIRA: What’s the sense in provoking them the way you
do? Drink your coffee quick, I've got to tidy up here.
[Goes out, carrying the samovar. SHURA sits leaning back
in the chair, with her eyes closed and her hands clasped
at the back of her tousled red head.)

ZVONTSOV [comes downstairs softly in his slippers, steals up
unnoticed and embraces her from behind]: What were
you dreaming of, ginger-haired goat?

SHURA [without opening her eyes or stirring]: Don't touch
me.
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zvonTsov: Why not? You like it, don’t you? Say ycs.
You like it?

sHURA: No.

zyontsov: Why don’t you?

saURA: Drop it. You’re only pretending. You don’t like me.

ZVONTsOV: But you want me to like you, don’t you?

[VARVARA, appears on the stairs.]

sHURA: If Varvara finds out. . . .

zvoNTsov: Sssh! [Moves away and speaks in a reproving
tone.] M: yes——you ought to take yourself in hand.
You must study.

VARVARA: She prefers to be impertinent and blow soap-bubbles
with Antonina.

sHURA: Well, why shouldn’t I? I like blowing bubbles. You
surely don’t grudge me a bit of soap, do you?

VARVARA: I’'m sorry for you, that’s all. I really don’t know
how you’re going to live. You were practically expelled from
high school. -

sHURA: It’s not true.

VARVARA: Your girl friend is half-crazy.

ZVONTsOV: She wants to study music.

vARvARA: Who!

ZvoNTsov: Shura.

SHURA: It’s not true. I don’t want to study music at all.

vARVARA: Where did you get that notion?

zvoNTsov: Didn’t you tell me, Shura, that you wanted to?

SHURA [ going out]: No, I never said such a thing.

zvoNTsov: Hm . . . strange. I couldn’t have made it up
myself. Varya, you’re too cross with her. . .

6
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vArRvAaRA: And you’re too amiable.

ZvoNTsovV: What do you mean by “too amiable?” You know
what my plan is.

VARVARA: A plan’s a plan, but it seems to me you're a little
too amiable. .

zvoNTsov: What silly things get into your head. . . .

varvara: Sily, are they?

zvoNTsov: Well, can’t you see it yourself: is this the moment
for jealous scenes—in these grave times?

varvarA: Why did you come downstairs?

zvoNtsov: I? Here . . . there’s an advertisement in the pa-
per. And the forester’s come, he says the peasants have
rounded up a bear.

vARVARA: Donat is in the kitchen. What was the advertise-
ment about?

zvoNTsov: This is the limit! How can you speak to me like
this? What am I—a baby? Damnitall. . . .

vAarRvarA: Now don’t get into a rage! I believe father’s
come home. And look what a sight you are! [zvonTsov
hurries upstairs. VARVARA goes out to meet her father.
SHURA runs in to telephone. She now wears a warm green
woollen sweatér and cap. BULICHOV, coming in, intercepts
her and crushes her to him in sidcnce. FATHER PAVLIN,
wearing a mauve cassock, follows BULICHOV into the
room. ] ’

BULICHOV [sits down at the table with his arm around
SHURA’s waist. She strokes his coppery hair, which is going
grey]: So many people maimed and broken, it’s terrible to
see them. . . . ‘
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FATHER PAVLIN: How are you, Shura—blooming, I see! Ex-
cuse me for not greeting you as I came in. . . .

sgura: I should have done that, Father Pavlin, but father
got hold of me and hugged me like 2 bear. . . .

BuLIcHOV: Stop! Shurka, listen! What will those people do
now? We had plenty of useless folk, as it was, before the
war. We shouldn’t have got mixed up in this war. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN [with a sigh]: Reasons of high policy. . . .

suricHOV: The pdlicy'ended pretty badly when we fought
the Japanese, too, and we disgraced ourselves before the
whole world.

FATHER PAVLIN: But then, war not only ruins, but also en-
riches—beth in experience and in. .

BuULICHOV: Some fight, while others loot. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN: Nothing in the world can be accomplished
without God’s will—and of what significance are our mur-
murings? ‘

BUuLICHOV: Now, look here, Savelyév Pavlin, stop this
preaching. . . . Shurka, were you going skiing?

sHURA: Yes, I’m waiting for Antonina.

BULICHOV: All right. . . | If you’re still here—Ill call
you in about five minutes. [SHURA runs out.]

FATHER PAVLIN: How the maiden has grown. . . .

BULICHOV: Yes, she’s got a comely body and she’s nimble,
but her face is a bit of a fajlure. Her mother was ugly. As
clever as the very devil, but-ugly.

FATHER PAVLIN: Alexandra Yegorovna's face is . . . er

. original . . . and ... not without its charms.
Where was her mother from?

8
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BULICHOV: She was a Siberian. You say the highest author-
ity comes from God and all the rest of it. Well, and
what about the Duma? Where does that come from!?

FATHER PAVLIN: The Duma is . . . well, it’s as you might
say . . . the self-diminution of authority. . . . Many peo-
ple even regard it as a fatal mistake, but it is not seemly for

‘a servant of the Holy Church to judge of such matters. In-
asmuch as upon the clergy of our day has been laid the re-
sponsibility of kindling the flame of a courageous spirit . . .
and enhancing love for the throne and the fatherland. . . .

BULICHOV: You kindle the flame and then it fizzles out!

FATHER PAVLIN: As you are aware, [ have persuaded the
elder of the temple of God wherein I serve to enlarge the

choir, and I have also asked General Bethling to make a
contribution towards a bell for the new church being built
to the glory of your patron saint, the Blessed Yegor. . .

BULICHOV: He didn’t give you anything towards the bell,
did he? -

FATHER PAVLIN: No, he refused and even made a disagree-
able joke: “I can’t stand brass,” he said, “even in the regi-
mental band.” Now how would it be if you subscribed
something towards the bell, in view of your indisposition?

BULICHOV [rising] : Diseases can’t be cured by bell-ringing.

FATHER PAVLIN: Who can tell? The causes of illness are not
known to science. In some sanatoria abroad cures are ef-
fected by music, so I’ve heard. And we have a fireman—he
plays a trumpet to sick people, too. . . . '

BULICHOV [chuckling]: What kind of a trumpet?

FATHER PAVLIN: A brass one. Quite a large one, they say.

9
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suLICHOV: Well, of course, if it’s a large one . . . does it
cure people?

FATHER PAVLIN: Very well, I believe. Everything’s possible,
my dear Yegor Vassilyevich! Everything’s possible! We
dwell among mysteries, in the darkness of countless, in-
scrutable mysteries. It seems to us that it is light, and this
same light procceds from our reason, but only to our phys-
ical sight is it light, our spirit may, perhaps, be even dark-
ened by our reason, if not entirely extinguished.

BULICHOV [sighing]: Aye, what a lot of words you
know. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN |with increasing animation]: Take, for in-
stance, the blessed Prokopii; in what joy liveth this man,
called by the ignorant—a fool.

BULICHOV: Ah, you’re at it again—at your preaching!
Good-bye, then. I’m tired.

FATHER PAVLIN: I wish you good health. Your prayer
book. . . . [Goes out.]

BULICHOV [feeling his right side, goes over to the couch,
grumbling]: The swine. . . fattened on the body . . .
and blood of Christ. Glaphira! Heh!

[Enter varvara.]

VARVARA: What is it?
BULICHOV: Nothing. I was just calling Glaphira. Oh, my,
don’t you look smart! Where are you going?
vARVARA: To a benefit for the convalescent soldiers.
BULICHOV: And glasses on your nose? T don’t believe your
eyes need them, you only wear them to be fashionable.
10
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VARVARA: You ought to talk to Alexandra, father, her be-
haviour is abominable. She’s becoming really unbearable.
[Exit vARVARA.]

BULICHOV: You're a fine lot, all of you! Go along! [Mut-
ters to himself.] Unbearable. Wait till T get better, I'll bear
the lot of you!

[Enter GLAPHIRA. ]

cLaPHIRA: Did you call me?

BULICHOV: Yes. Eh, Glakha, how fine you look! Healthy!
Hardy! And Varvara—she’s like an otter!

GLAPHIRA [ glancing up at the stairs]: It’s lucky for her she
is. If she’d been good-looking, you’d have dragged her into
your bed, too, before now.

BuLicHOV: What? My own daughter? Think what you’re
saying, fool! What are you talking about?

GLAPHIRA: I know what I’m talking about! You go squeez-
ing Shura as if you were a soldier and she a stranger.

BULICHOV [dumbfounded]: Have you gone plumb crazy,
Glaphira! What, you’re actually jealous of my daughter!
Don’t you dare to think of Shurka like that. Like a sol-
dier . . . like a stranger! Have you ever been through a
soldier’s hands yourself? Eh?

GraPHIRA: This isn’t the place . . . nor the time, for that
kind of talk. What did you call me for?

BULICHOV: Send Donat here. Wait!—Give me your hand.
You do love me though, don’t you? Ailing and all as T am?

GLAPHIRA [flinging her arms around his neck]: Oh, you're
breaking my heart. . . . But don’t be sick any more!
Don’t be ailing. [Tears herself away and runs out.]

1



Act 1 YEGOR BULICHOV & OTHERS

[BULICHOV smiles, though his brows are knit in a frown.

He licks his lips, then shakes his head. Lies down.]
[Enter poNAT. ]

ponat: I hope I see you in good health, Yegor Vassilyevich!

Buricaov: Thanks. What’s the news?

poNAT: Good news: we’ve rounded up a bear.

BULICHOV [sighing]: Ah, that . . . that’s only something
for me to envy, not to enjoy. A bear’s no entertainment
for me nowadays. Are they cutting down the trees?

ponaT: Very little. Can’t get enough hands.

[xEN1A comes in. She is well dressed and her fingers are
loaded with rings.]

BuLicHov: What do you want?

xENIA: Nothing. You oughtn’t to let yourself be tempted by
the bear, Yegor, you’re in no fit state for hunting.

BuLICHOV: Shut up! There are no hands, you say?

poNaT: Only old men and small boys left. The Prince was
given fifty prisoners, but they can’t do anything in the
woods.

BULICHOV: They can do a lot with the women, I bet.

DONAT: Yes, there’s a bit of that going on.

BULICHOV: Yes. . . . Women are hungry nowadays.
xeNIA: I’ve heard there’s a terrible lot of immorality in the
villages now. . . .

poNAT: Why call it immorality, Axinia Yakovlena? The
muzhiks have been killed off, still, children have got to be
born, mustn’t they? So let those who killed off the men, be-
get the children. . . . Isn’t that so?

BULICHOV: Looks like it.

12
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xENIA: Pooh, what sort of children would the women have
by prisoners? Although, of course, 1f the man’s a strong,
healthy fellow. . . . .

BULICHOV: And the woman’s a fool—he wont want any
children from her.

xENIA: Our women are clever. But all the strong muzhiks
have been driven to the war, and there’s no one left at home
but . . . lawyers!

BULICHOV: A terrible lot of folks done for. .

XENIA: Well, the rest will be better off, then.

BULICHOV: Just the sort of silly thing you would say!

DONAT: T'sars never have enough.

BULICHOV: What’s that you say?

poNAT: Tsars never have enough. There’s nothing to feed our
own on, and still we want to conquer a lot of strange folks.

BULICHOV: That’s true. That’s quite true!

pONAT: There’s no other way to explain why we are fighting.
That’s why we're getting it in the neck now, for being
greedy.

BULICHOV: Everything you say is right, Donat! There’s
Yakov now—my godson—he says the same: greed is at the
bottom of all trouble. How’s he getting on over there?

pONAT: Oh, all right. He’s a clever chap.

xeNIA: Umph! He’s hothing of the sort! He’s just impudent,
that’s what he is, not clever at all.

poNAT: It’s his cleverness makes him impudent, Axinia Yak-
ovlevna. He’s got hold of ten deserters or so, Yegor Vassi-
yevich, and set them to work, and they’re working like
good ’uns. Otherwise they’d still be thieving.

13
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BuULIcHOV: Well—but this is—if Mokroussov hears of this

—he’ll kick up a row.

DONAT: Mokroussov knows. He’s pleased. It’s all the easier
for him.

RULICHOV: Well, now, be careful. . . .

[zvoNTSOV comes downstairs. ]

poNaT: Well, as I was saying—what about the bear. . . .

BULIcHOV: The bear—that’s your good luck.

zvoNTsov: Perhaps you’d let me offer the bear to General
Bethling? You know, he’s useful to. .

BULICHOV: Yes, I know, I know. Offer it to him. Or to
the bishop, if you like!

XENIA [loughing]: T'd love to see a bishop shooting a bear.

puLicHov: Well, I'm tired. Good-day, Donat. Things are
going badly somehow, aren’t they, old chap? Since I’ve been
ill things have gone wrong. [DONAT bows in silence and goes
out.] Axinia, send Shurka to me. Now, Andrei, what’s up
with you? Out with it, man!

2voNTsov: It’s about Laptev.

BULICHOV: Well?

zvoNTsov: I've heard he’s got himself mixed up with .
doubtful people, and at Kopossovo Fair he made speeches
to the peasants against the government.

BULICHOV: Nonsense! What fairs could there be nowa-
days? What peasants? And why are you always complain-
ing about Yakov?

zvoNTsov: He’s a sort of member of the family, after all.

[sHURA runs in.]
BULICHOV: Sort of. . . ! You’re not much inclined to

14
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look upon him as one of the family. He doesn’t even come &0
dinner on Sundays. . . . Go along now, Andrei, you’ll
teil me afterwards.

[Exit zvoNTsov. |

sHURA: Been telling tales on Yakov?

BuLIicHOV: That’s not your business. Sit down here. Every-
body’s complaining about you, too.

sHURA: Who’s everybody?

RULICHOV: Axinia, Varvara. .

sHURA: Oh, they aren’t everybody, by any means.

BuLIicHOV: I’'m talking seriously, Shura girl.

sHURA: No, you don’t talk like that when you’re serious.

BULICHOV: You're very impudent to them all, and you don’t
do anything. . . .

sHURA: Well, if I don’t do anything, where does my impu-
dence come in?

BULICHOV: You won’t listen to anyone.

sHURA: I listen to everyone. I’m sick of listening to them,
Ginger.

BuULICHOV: Ginger yourself—you’re a lot more ginger than
I am. And you don’t talk properly to me, either! I ought
to give you a good talking-to, but I don’t want to.

sHURA: If you don’t want to, then you needn’t.

BuLIicHOV: Oho! If you don’t want to—you needn’t, in-
deed! Life would be quite easy like that, wouldn’t it! But
it can’t be done!

sHURA: Who’s hindering you?

BuULIcHOV: Everybody . . . everybody’s hindering me. But
that’s more than you can understand.

15
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sHURA: Well, teach me, so’s I will understand, so’s they won’t
be able to hinder me. . . .

BuLicrov: Oh, you can’t teach anyone that! Is that you
again, Axinia? What are you wandering up and down for?
What are you looking for?

xENIA: The doctor’s come. And Bashkin’s waiting to see
you. ’Lexandra, pull your skirt down. What a way
to sit!

BULICHOV [getting up]: All right, call the doctor in. Lying
down is bad for me, I get heavy—Ilying about. A-aye. . . !
Run off, Shurka! See you don’t sprain your ankle.

poctor: Good-morning! How are we feeling: today?

BULICHOV: Not so well. You're making rather a poor job .
of curing me, Nifont Grigoryevich.

poctor: Well, well, now, come along and let’s have a look
at you.

BULICHOV [going out with him]: Give me the vilest, the
most expensive medicines you know of; I've simply got to
get better. If you cure me, I'll build a hospital and make
you head of it and then you can do what you like. . .
[They go out.]

[Enter BasHkIN.]

XENTA: What did the doctor say?

BASHKIN: It’s cancer, he says, cancer of the liver.

xENIA: God save us! The things they think of!

BASHKIN: A dangerous disease, he says.

xEN1A: Oh, he would, of course.

BAsHKIN: He’s fallen sick at the wrong time. There’s money
lying around everywhere as if it were dropping out of a

16
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torn pocket; people who were ;beggars yesterday are
making thousands, and here he’s. . ..

XENIA: Yes, that’s it! Many people are getting so rich, so
rich. . . .

BASHKIN: Dostigayev’s grown that stout he can’t button his
coat; and he can’t talk in anything but thousands. Whereas
in Yegor Vassilyevich’s case—it looks as if his mind’s a bit
clouded. The other day he says: “I’ve been living,” he
says, “and missing the real thing all the time.” What
could he have meant?

xEN1A: Oh, and I’ve noticed, too, the things he says—they’re

" no good.

BASHKIN: And he started life on your and your sister’s
money. He ought to have increased it.

XENIA: I made a mistake, Mokei, and I’ve known it for a
long time—yes, I made a mistake. I married an assistant
in my father’s shop—but not the right one. If I’d only mar-
ried you—how peaceably we’d have lived together. While
he. . . . My goodness! How he carried on! The things
T’ve had to stand from him! Brought in a bastard daughter
from somewhere and burdened me with her. The son-in-
law he picked out is no good-—the worst he could get in
fact. What I’'m afraid of, Mokei Pctrovich, is that this son-
in-law and Varvara’ll get round me somehow and cheat
me out of my last kopek and turn me out a beggar. . . .

BASHKIN: ‘Anything’s possible. Tt’s wartime. In war there’s
neither shame nor pity.

XENIA: You—jyou’re an old servant of ours, my father put
you on your feet—think about me. . . .

2665 17



At YEGOR BULICHOV & OTHERS

BasHKIN: That's just what I am doing. . . . [zvoNTsov ap-
pears.]

zvonTsov: Has the doctor gone?

XENIA: No, he’s still in there.

zvonTsov: Well, Mokei Petrovich, how about the cloth?

BASHKIN: Bethling won’t have it.

zvoNTsov: And how much would we have to give him to
persuade him?

BASHKIN: About five thousand or so—no less.

xENIA: The robber! An old man, too.

zvoNTsov: And it’s to be handed to him through Jeanne?

BASHKIN: Yes—in the usual way.

xeNIA: Five thousand rubles! What for? Eh?

zvoNTsov: Money’s cheap these days.

XxENIA: When it’s in someone else’s pocket, yes.

zvoNTsov: Does my father-in-law agree?

BASHKIN: That’s what I’ve come to find out—whether he
agrees or not. . . .

DOCTOR [coming out at that moment and taking zZvOoNTSOV
by the arml: Well now. . . .

XENIA: Oh, do tell us something to cheer us up. . . .

pocTor: The patient should lie down as much as possible. All
business, excitement and annoyance are bad for him. He
must have complete peace and quiet. Then . . . [whispers
something to ZvONTsSOV.]

3EN1A: Why can’t you tell me? I'm his wife.

pocTor: There are some things one doesn’t speak of to ladies.
[Whispers to zvontsov again.] We'll arrange it for this
evening, then.
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xENIA: What’s that you’re arranging?

DOCTOR: A consultation with several other doctors.

xEN1A: Goo-ood heavens!

pocTor: O, it’s nothing very terrible. Well, goodbye. [Goes
out.]

XENIA: Whata stern fellow. . . . Five rubles for five minutes
he takes. Sixty rubles an hour—how do you like that!

zvoNTsov: He says an operation will be necessary.

XENIA: What, are they going to cut him up? Oh ne, nothing
like that! I won’t allow anyone to cut him up. . . .

zvoNTsov: Look here—this is downright ignorance. Sur-
gery and science. . .

xENIA: Pooh! I don’t care a rap for your science. So there!
You’re very uncivil to me, too.

zvoNTsov: I'm not talking about manners now——I’ m talking
about the dark depths of ignorance you. . . .

XENIA: You’re none too bright yourself!

[zvoNTsov throws up his arms in exasperation and walks

away. At this moment GLAPHIRA dashes through the room.]

XENIA: Where are you going?

cLAPHIRA: The bedroom bell!

[xEN1A follows her into BULICHOV’s room.]
zvoNTsov: My father-in-law’s been taken il at a bad time.
BASHKIN: Yes. It makes things awkward. At a time like this

—clever folks are making money out of air, like conjurors
getting rabbits out of a hat.
ZvONTsOv: M—yes. And then there’s a revolution coming.
BASHKIN: I don’t approve of that. There was one in nineteen
hundred and five. A senseless business.
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zZvoNTsov: In nineteen hundred and five there was a rebel-
lion—not a revolution. At that time the peasants and the
workers were all at home, now—they’re all at the front.
This time the revolution will be against the officials, the
governors and the ministers.

BASHKIN: If that’s the case—then it’d be something to be
thankful for! The officials are worse than ticks: once
they get into your skin you can’t tear them off. . . .

zvoNTsov: The tsar’s evidently not fit to rule.

BAsHKIN: There’s talk about that among the tradespeople.
They say that some muzhik or other has got round the
tsarina.

[VARVARA appears on the staircase and pauses to listen.]
zvoNTsov: Yes. Gregory Rasputin,

BASHKIN: I somehow can’t believe in sorcery.

zvoNTsov: And don’t you believe in lovers, either?

BASHKIN: Sounds like a yarn to me. She’s got hundreds of
generals to choose from.

vARVARA: What rubbish you’re talking!

BASHKIN: They all say the same, Varvara Yegorovna. For
my part, I think we can’t do without a tsar.

zvoNTsov: We need a tsar—not in Petrograd—but in our
heads. [To varvara.] Is the show over?

varvara: No, it’s postponed. An inspector came; this evening
-a new batch of wounded, about five hundred, are expected,
and there isn’t room enough for them.

[GLAPHIRA comes in.]
GLAPHIRA: Mokei Petrovich, he’s asking for you.
[BASHKIN leaves his cap on the table and goes out.]
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vARVARA: Why do you talk so frankly to him? You know he
spies on us for mother. He’s been wearing that same cap for
ten years, the miser! It’s all greasy and filthy. I can’t under-
stand why you should take up with this crook and. . . .

zvoNTsov: Ob, stop it! I want to borrow money from him
to bribe Bethling. . . .

vARVARA: But I told you that Lisa Dostigayeva would ar-
range all this through Jeanne! And it’ll be cheaper. . .

zvoNTsov: Lisaveta will cheat you.

XENIA [from her husband’s bedroom]: Do come and get
him to lie down! He keeps walking about and abusing
Mokei. . . . Goodness me!

ZVONTsSOV: You go, Varya. . . .

BULICHOV [in a dressing-gown and felt shippers]: Well,
and what else? This unfortunate war?

BASHKIN [following him]: Who'd dispute it?

puLicHOV: Unfortunate for whom?

BASHKIN: For us.

BuLIcHOV: Whom do-you mean by—us? You say people are
making millions out of this war? Well?

BasHKIN: For the people, I mean. . .

BULICHOV: To the poor folk, to the muzhik, say, it’s all the
same whether he lives or dies. That’s the truth for you!

xENIA: Now don’t get cross. It’s bad for you. . . .

BASHKIN: What do you mean? What sort of truth do you
call that?

BuricHOV: The real, geniune thing. That’s what truth is.
I’m telling you straight: my business is to make money, and
the muzhik’s business—to grow grain, and buy goods. And
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what other truth is there besides this, I’d like to know?

BASHKIN: You're right, of course, but still. . . .

BULICHOV; Well, what do you mean “but still”? What are
you thinking about when you’re robbing me!?

BASHKIN: How can you insult me like that?

XENIA: Varya, what are you thinking about? Talk to him,
won’t you! He’s been told he must lie down.

BULICHOV: I’m asking you—do you think about the people?

BASHKIN: Insulting me right in front of everybody! I rob
you, indeed! That’ll have to be proved first.

BULICHOV: There’s nothing to prove. Everybody knows
that thieving is a lawful business. And there’s no reason to
insult you. Insult won’t make you any better, it'll only
make you worse. And if it isn’t you who robs me, it’s the
ruble. The ruble is the greatest thief of all. . . .

BASHKIN: No one but Yakov Laptev could say that.

BULICHOV: That’s just what he does say. Well, you can
go now. Bethling’s not to be given any bribes. We’ve given
him enough, enough for his coffin and his winding-sheet,
the old devil. [BASHKIN exits.] Why are the lot of you
crowding in here? What are you waiting for?

VARVARA: We're not waiting for anything. . . .

BULIcHOV: Hmph—not waiting for anything . . . that’s
what you say. Well, if you’re not, then go about your
business. Haven’t you got anything to do? Axinia, tell
someone to air that room of mine. It’s stuffy—smells of
sour medicine. Yes, and tell Glaphira to fetch me some
cranberry kvass,

XENIA: You mustn’t have kvass.
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BULICHOV: Be off, be off with you! I know myself what I
can have and what I can’t. '

XENIA [going out]: If you only did know. ... [Every-
one leaves the room.]

BULICHOV [hobbles round the table, holding on to it with
one hand. Looks in the mirror and says, obmost at the
top of his woice]: Things are in a bad way with you,
Yegor. And that mug doesn’t look like yours, either!

GLAPHIRA [enters with a glass of milk on a tray]: Here’s
some milk for you. )

BULICHOV: Give it to the cat. And bring me some kvass—
cranberry.

GLAPHIRA: They told me not to give you kvass.

BULICHOV: Never mind what they told you—you bring it.
Stop! What do you think—will I die?

GLAPHIRA: It can’t be.

BULICHOV: Why?

GLAPHIRA: I don’t believe it!

BULICHOV: You don’t believe it? Well, my dear, things
look bad for me! Very bad. I know.

GLAPHIRA: I don’t believe it.

BULICHOV: Stubborn, that’s what you arc. Well fetch me
that kvass. And T’ll have a drop of orange-vodka. . . . It
does me good. [Goes over to the sideboard.] They’ve
locked it, damn them. The dirty swine. Keeping an eye on
me. You’d think I was a prisoner.

CURTAIN
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ACT TWO

scENE: The BULICHOVS' drawing-room.
ZVONTSOV and TYATIN are sitting in a corner
at & small round table, on which stands a

bottle of wine.

zvoNTsov [lighting a cigarette]: Get me?

TYATIN : To tell the honest truth, Andrei, I don’t like
this. . . .

zvoNTs0V: But—jyou like the money, don’t you?

TYATIN: Yes, unfortunately, I do.

zvonTsov: Who's it you're pitying, then?

TYATIN: Myself, naturally enough.

zvoNTsov: Not worth it.

TYATIN: Still, you know, I’'m the only friend I have.

zvoNTsov: You’d better philosophize less and think more.

TYaTIN: I am thinking. She’s a spoilt young thing; it’ll be no
easy job with her.

ZvoNTsov: You can get a divorce.

TYATIN: And she’ll keep the money. . . .

zvoNTsov: We'll manage so that you'll get it. As to Shura,
T’ll tame her.

TYATIN: To tell the honest truth. . . .

zvoNTsov: I'll manage things so that they’ll be in a hurry to
marry her off and her dowry will be increased.

TYATIN: That’s pretty smart of you! And what'll the dowry
be?
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zvonTsov: Fifty.

1YATIN: Thousand?

zvontsov: No. Buttons.

TYATIN: Really?

zvonTsov: But you’ll write me an 1.0O.U. for ten.

TYATIN: Thousand?

zvonTsov: No. Rubles! Ass!

rYATIN: That’s rather a l-ot. . .

zvoNTsov: Then let’s stop talking about it.

TYATIN: Are you—serious about all this?

zvoNTsov: It’s only fools who aren’t serious about money.

TYATIN [chuckling]: Damn it all. . . . It’s really wonder-
fully thought out.

[ DOSTIGAYEY comes in.]

zvoNTsov: I’'m glad you seem to be able to grasp something.
A proletarian member of the intelligentsia like you, can’t
in wild days like these. . . .

TYATIN: Yes, oh yes, of course. Well, I must be off for the
court now.

DOSTIGAYEV: What are you upset about, Stepasha?

zvoNTsov: We . . . we’ve been taking about Rasputin.

DOSTIGAYEV: What a fate, eh? An ordinary, Siberian mu-
zhik—and he played draughts with bishops and ministers.
Hundreds of thousands of rubles must have passed
through his hands. Never took less than ten thousand
as a bribe. I’ve had it from reliable sources—he never
took a kopek less. What are you drinking? Burgundy?
That’s a heavy wine, it ought only be drunk at dinner-time,
you ignorant people.
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posTIGAYEV: How much of Melania’s money i in it? Seventy
thousand?

zvoNTsov: Ninety.

DOSTIGAYEV: A tidy bit! Her personal fortune or the con-

" vent’s?

varvara: How would you ever find that out?

pOsTIGAYEV; Oh, you can find out all right. You can find out
anything. The Germans, for instance, they know not only
the number of soldiers we’ve got at the front, but even the
number of lice on each of them.

VARVARA: I wish you would say something more serious. . . .

posTIGAYEV: My dear Varyusha, you can’t either trade or
fight unless you know how to count the money in your
pocket. We can find out about Melania’s money this way:
there’s a certain lady called Secletia Poluboyarinova who
helps the Right Reverend Nikandr to keep his nightly vig-
ils, and Bishop Nikandr knows everything there is to know
about everybody’s money. Besides that, there’s a man in the
diocesan council—we’ll keep him in mind, too. You must
talk to this, Poluboyarinova, Varyusha, and if it turns out
that the cash belongs to the convent—well, you can guess
yourself!—Where’s my lovely spouse slipped off to?

GLAPHIRA [At the door]: They sent me to ask you into
the dining-room.

DOSTIGAYEV: We’ll be there in a second. Come along, all of
you.

VARVARA [pretending the hem of her dress has caught in the
armchair] : Andrei, help me to get this out! . . , Do you
believe him?
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zvonTsov: Do I look like a fool?

varvaRA: Oh, what a crook he is. It wasn’t bad, my plan
about auntie, was it? And what about Tyatin?

zvoNTsov: I’ll coax him into it yet.

vARVARA: You’'ll have to hurry up with that. . . .

zvoNTsov: Why?

VARVARA: Why, because after the funeral, you have to wait
a long time. And father has a weak heart as well. . . .
Besides, I have other reasons.

[They go out, encountering GLAPHIRA on the way. She looks
at them with hatred and begins to clear away the glasses, etc.,
from the small table. LAPTEV enters.)

GLAPHIRA: There was a rumour yesterday that you were
arrested. .

LAPTEV: You don’t say so? Can’t be true, surely.

GLAPHIRA: Always joking, you are!

LAPTEV: Nothing to eat—but plenty of fun.

GLAPHIRA: You'll break your neck yet over that fun of yours.

LAPTEV: A goeod joke earns a good word, its a bad one that
lands you in a mess.

GLAPHIRA: Carry on. Do you know who’s in there with
Shura? Tonka Dostigayeva.

LAPTEV: Br-r—I don’t want her.

cLAPHIRA: Shall I call Shura in?

LaPTEV: That’s a good idea. And how’s Bulichov?

GLAPHIRA [indignantly]: He’s not Bulichov to you! He’s
your godfather.

LAPTEV: Don’t get mad, Aunt Glasha,

GLAPHIRA: He’s in a bad way.
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LAPTEV: In a bad way, is he? Wait half-a-minute! My pals
are starving, Aunt Glasha, couldn’t you get them a couple
of poods of flour or maybe a whole sack?

GLAPHIRA: What, am I supposed to rob thc master for
you?

LAPTEV: It wouldn’t be the first time, would it? It’s nothing
~—you’ve sinned before—and the sins are on my head. The
lads are badly in want of something to eat, honest to God.
Considering the work you’ve done in the house, you've a
right to more in it than your employers.

GLAPHIRA: Yes, I’ve heard these tales of yours before. To-
morrow morning they are going to send off the flour to
Donat; you can take a sack from him. [Goes ouz.]

LAPTEV: Thanks for that much, anyhow! [Sits down on the
couch, yawns till the tears come into his eyes, wipes them
away and Looks about him.]

XENIA [comes in, grumbling]: And away they run like devils
from incense. . . .

LAPTEV: How do you do?

xeNIA: Ooh! What are you sitting here for?

LAPTEV: Had I better walk about, then?

xENia: Either he’s nowhere to be found or he’ll turn up all
of a sudden—for no rhyme or reason. You’d think he was
playing hide-and-seek. There’s your godfather lying sick
and you don’t care a pin. . .

LAPTEV: What should T do? Get sick myself?

XENIA: You’ve all gone crazy, and you’re trying to-drive other
people crazy as well. Really, one can’t understand a thing!
Did you hear they’re wanting to put the tsar in a cage like
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Emilian Pugachev! Are they lying or what, tell me, you
book-reading fellow.

LAPTEV: Everything’s possible, everything.

GLAPHIRA [calling from offstage]: Axinia Yakovlevna, just
a minute.

xENIA: Well, what now? I haven’t a minute’s peace. . . .
God help me! [Goes out.] :

SHURA. [runming in]: Hello!

LAPTEV: Shura, I’m off to Moscow and I haven’t a kopek
—lend me some money, will you?

sHURA: I've got thirty rubles. . . .

LAPTEV: If I could have fifty, eh?

sHURA: I’ll get it for you.

LAPTEV: For the night train? Could you manage it?

SHURA: Yes. Listen: is there going to be a revolution?

LAPTEV: Why, it’s started already! Don’t you read the pa-
pers?

SsHURA: I can’t understand them.

LAPTEV: Well, ask Tyatin.

SHURA: Yakov, tell me honestly, what sort of a fellow is
Tyatin?

LAPTEV: How do you like that! You’ve been seeing him
every day for nearly six months. :

SHURA: Is he honest?

LAPTEV: Yes ... . he’s all right.

sHURA: Why do you say it as if you weren’t sure?

LAPTEV: Oh, he’s a namby-pamby sort of chap. Can’t make
head or tail of him. Been badly treated, or something.

sHURA: By whom?
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LAPTEV: He was chucked out of the university in his second
year. Works for his brother as a clerk, and his brother. . .

SHURA: Zvontsov—is he a crook?

LAPTEV: He’s a liberal, a Constitutional-Democrat, and
they’re pretty crooked, on the whole. You hand the money
to Glaphira and she’ll pass it on to me.

saURA: Do Glaphira and Tyatin help you?

LAPTEV: In what way?

sHURA: Don’t pretend, Yashka! You understand quite well.
I want to help, too, do you hear!

LAPTEV [astomished]: What’s the matter with you, glrl?
You’re acting as if you woke up only today.

SHURA [indignantly]: Don’t dare to make fun of me! You
fool!

LAPTEV: Maybe I am a fool, but still I’d like to under-
stand. . . .

SHURA: Varvara’s coming!

LAPTEV: Oh, I don’t want to see her.

sHURA: Come on, then, quick!

LAPTEV [putting his arms round her shoulders]: What’s got
into you anyhow? [They go out, shutting the door behind
them.]

VARVARA [hearing the click of the lock, goes up to it, and
turns the handle]: Is that you Glaphira? [4 pause.] Is
anyone there? Very mysterious. . . . [Goes away quick-
ly.1

[sHURA appears, dragging DONAT by the hand.]

DoNAT: Wherever are you dragging me off to, Shura?

sHURA: Stop! Now tell me: is father respected in town?
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poNaT: Rich folk are always respected. What 2 wild one you
are!

SsHURA: Do they respect him or are they just afraid of
him?

poNAT: If they weren’t afraid of him, they wouldn’t respect
him.

sHURA: And what do they like him for?

poNAT: Like him? I don’t know.

sHURA: But do they like him?

poNAT: Him? Well-——er—The cabbies seem to like him;
he never bargains with them, but pays whatever they ask.
And a cabby, of course, he’d tell another fellow, well—
and. . ..

SHURA [stamping her foot]: Are you making fun of me?

poNaT: Why should I? I’'m telling you the truth.

SHURA: You’ve grown very il-natured. You’re quite dif-
ferent from what you used to be.

DONAT: Now how could I grow different! It’s a bit late for
that.

SHURA: You used to praise father to me.

DONAT: I’m not running him down now either. Every fish has
his own kind of scales.

SHURA: You all lie.

DONAT [sighing]: Don’t be angry, you can’t prove anything
by getting into a temper.

[GLAPHIRA enters.]

suura: Go away! [Donat exits.] Listen, Glaphira. . . . Oh,
someone’s coming! [Hides behind the curtain.]

[ALEXEI DOSTIGAYEV comes in. He is a foppish young man in
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riding-breeches, a Swedish tunic with innumerable belts,
straps and pockets.]

ALEXEL: Youre getting better looking every day, Glasha.

GLAPHIRA [sulkily]: Nice to hear that.

ALEXEIL It’s not nice for me, though. [Blocks GLAPHIRA’S
way.] I don’t like anything nice unless it belongs to me.

GLAPHIRA: Let me pass, please.

ALEXEIL: Yes, of course. [Yawns and looks at his watch.
ANTONINA comes in and then a little later TYATIN.]

SHURA [coming out from behind curtain]: You run after
housemaids as well, it seems?

ANTONINA: It’s all the same to him—he’d run after a fish.

ALEXEI; Housemaids are in no respect worse than ladies
when they are undressed.

ANTONINA: Hear that! He always talks as if he’d been living
in a pot-house instead of at the front.

sHURA: Yes. Although he was just as lazy formerly, he
wasn’t so bold—in his talk.

ALEXEI: I’'m bold in deeds, too.

ANTONINA: Oh, what a lie! He’s a coward, and what a cow-
ard! He’s simply terrified his stepmother will seduce him.

ALEXEL: What are you making up that story for? Idiot!

ANTONINA: And he’s abominably greedy. Do you know, I
pay him a ruble twenty kopeks for every day that he doesn’t
say something horrible to me. And he takes it!

ALEXEL: Tyatin, do you like Antonina?

TYATIN: Yes, very much.

SHURA: And me?

TYATIN: Want me to tell the truth?
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SHURA: Yes, of course.

TYATIN: Well, not much.

sHURA: Sof That’s the truth, is it?

TYATIN: Yes.

ANTONINA: Don’t believe him, he's only repeating somebody
else’s words.

ALEXEIL: Tyatin, I wish you’d marry Antonina. I'm so sick
of her.

ANTONINA: Yousilly ass! Clear out! You look like a pregnant
washerwoman.

ALEXEI [putting his arm round her waist]: And what an
aristocrat you are. Ne munchez pas les sunflower seeds, dear-
est. C’est mauvais ton.

ANTONINA: Leave me alone.

aLEXEL: With pleasure! [He puts on @ phonograph record
and dances with her.]

SHURA: Perhaps you don’t like me at all, Tyatin?

TYATIN: Why do you want to know? .

sHURA: I must. It interests me.

ALEXEI: Why are you beating about the bush, Tyatin! The
girl’s trying to get you to propose to her, can’t you see?
All the girls are in a hurry now to become heroes’ widows.
The attraction being a good food ration, a halo of glory
and a pension.

ANTONINA: He actually imagines that he’s said something
witty.

ALEXEI: Well, I’ll be toddling along now. Tonka, sece me
to the vestibule, will you?

ANTONINA: I don’t want to.
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ALEXEL: But I want you to. I’'m quite serious. Come on.

ANTONINA: Something silly, I suppose.

[ALEXEI and ANTONINA go out.]

sHURA: Tyatin, are you a truthful fellow?

rYATIN: No.

sHURA: Why?

TYATIN: It’s unprofitable.

SHURA: If you say that, then you must be truthful. Now tell
me, without stopping to think—have they advised you to
miake a match of it with me?

TYATIN [after a pause, during which he lights a cigarette]:
Yes.

sHURA: And you understand that it’s bad advice?

TYATIN: Yes.

SHURA: So you. . . . Well, I never expected this. I thought
you. . . .

TYATIN: You must have thought badly.

sHURA: No, you’re . . . splendid! But perhaps you’re sly,
eh? Perhaps you’re only pretending to be straightforward
so as to make a fool of me?

TYATIN: That would be beyond my powers. You’re clever,
l-natured and mischievous—ijust like your father. To tell
the honest truth, you terrify me. And then you’ve got
red hair like Yegor Vassilyevich. It’s like a fireman’s
torch.

SHURA: Tyatin, you’re fine! Or else youre a terrible
rogue. . . .

TYATIN: And your face—is a2 most unusual one. . . .

SHURA: You're just trying to soften the blow, aren’t you, by
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saying this about my face? Oh, but you’re cunning, after
all!

TYATIN: Think what you like. My opinion is that you’re
bound to commit some crime. While I—I’m accustomed
to living with my paws up—jyou know, like guilty puppies.

sHURA: Guilty of what?

TYATIN: I don’t know. Of being puppies and having no teeth
to bite with.

ANTONINA [coming in}: That idiot Alyoshka gave my ear
such a painful tug. And took all my money off me—Tlike a
common crook. You know, he’ll drink himself to death yet
—that’s certain. We’re just a couple of good-for-nothing
merchant’s children. You find it funny?

sHURA: Tonya—forget everything bad I ever said about him.

ANTONINA: About Tyatin? What did you say about him? I
don’t remember.

sHURA: Well, that he wanted to make a match of it with
me. . . .

ANTONINA: There’s nothing bad about that, if you did say it,
is there? !

sHURA: For the sake of my money.

ANTONINA: Oh, yes! That’s pretty filthy of you, Tyatin!

SHURA: It’s a pity you didn’t hear how he answered my ques-
tions.

anToNINA: Did you begin every question with Warum? Do
you remember Schubert’s “W arum”?

TYATIN: Is it Schubert?

ANTONINA: Warum looks very much like 2 marabou, a gloomy
kind of bird that lives in Africa.
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sHURA: The things you invent!

anToNINA: I love terrifying things best of all. When one’s
terrified, one isn’t bored. I used to like to sit in the dark
and wait untll a huge serpent. . . .

TYATIN [with a little laugh]: The one that was in the Gar-
den of Eden, you mean!

ANTONINA: No, much more horrible than that one.

SHURA Youre awfully funny. You always invent some-
thing new, while everyone else talks of the same thing: the
war, Rasputin, the tsarina and the Germans, or war and
revolution. . . .

ANTONINA: Are you going to be an actress or a nun?

SHURA: A nun, indeed! What rubbish!

ANTONINA: It must be very difficult to be a nun—you always
have the same role to play.

sHURA: I want to be a cocotte like Zola’s “Nana.”

TYATIN: What a way to talk! Phew!

sHURA: I want to corrupt people and revenge myself on
them.

TYATIN: On whom? And what for?

sHURA: For my having red hair, and for father’s being
sick. . . . For everything! Wait till the revolution be-
gins. . . then I'll show what T'm capable of! You'll see!

ANTONINA: Do you believe there’ll be a revolution?

-sHURA: Yes, I do! I do!

TYATIN: Yes, there’s going to be a revolution.

[GLAPHIRA enters.]

GLAPHIRA: Shura, Mother Melania’s come and Yegor Vas-

silyevich wants to speak to her in here,
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sHURA: Ugh—Aunt Melania! Come on into my room, chil-
dren! Tyatin, do you think much of Zvontsov?

TYATIN: He’s—my cousin.

sHURA: That’s no answer.

TYATIN: It seems to me that relatives think very little of one
another on the whole.

sHURA: Now, that’s an answer!

ANTONINA: Stop talking about boring things.

SHURA: You're awfully funny, Tyatin.

TYATIN: Well, what can I do about it?

SHURA: And you dress in a funny way, too.

[They go out. GLAPHIRA opens a door covered by heavy
curtains. At the same moment, in the doorway through
which the young people have disappeared, BULICHOV ap-
pears. The ABBESS MELANIA comes in with slow, majestic
steps. She carries a crosier in her hand. GLAPHIRA stands
with bent head, holding the curtain back.]

ABBESS MELANIA: So you’re still traipsing about here, are you,
fornicatress? They haven’t thrown you out yet!? Well,
they will soon.

BULICHOV: Then you’ll take her into the convent and make
a nun of her—she has money.

ABBESS MELANIA: A—ah, you're—here! Oh, Yegor, you
look as if you’d been turned inside out. God have mercy on
you!

BuUrIcHOV: Glakha, shut the door, and tell them not to come
barging in here. Sit down, Reverened Mother! What kind

_ of business are we going to talk about?
ABBESS MELANIA: The doctors can’t help you, eh? Now you
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see: the Lord stays His hand for a day, for 4 year, for a gen-
eration, . .- .

BuricHOV: We'll talk about the Lord afterwards—Iets
have business first. I know you’ve come to talk about your
money.

ABBEss MELANIA: The money isn’t mine, it belongs to the
nunnery.

BULICHOV: It’s all the same, the nunnery, the mummery or
the flummery. Why does the money worry you? Are you
afraid I’ll die and it'll be lost to you?

ABBESS MELANIA: Lost it can’t be, but I don’t want it to fall
into strange hands.

BULICHOY: So you want to draw it out of the business? It’s
all the same to me—take it out if you want it. But mind you
—you’ll lose by it. Rubles are breeding now like lice on sol-
diers. And I—TI’m not so sick yet as to die.

ABBESS MELANIA: For ye know not the day nor the hour when
death shall come! Have you made your will?

BULICHOV: No!

ABBESS MELANIA: It’s high time! Make it! Supposing the
Lord was to call you suddenly?

BULICHOV: But what would He want with me?

ABBESS MELANIA: Give up this arrogance of yours! I don’t
care to listen to it, as you know—and my holy rank does not
exactly. . . .

BULICHOV: Oh, drop it, Melanial We know each other well
enough both by sight and by touch. You can take the
money if you want to—Bulichov has plenty of it.

ABBEss MELANIA: I don’t want to draw my capital out of the
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business but I want the notes to be made over to Axinia’s
name. That’s why I came to you.

BULICHOV: I see. Well, that’s your business. Only, if I
should die, Zvontsov will cheat Axinia. And Varvara will
help him to do it. . . .

ABRESs MELANIA: So this is the way you talk? Something new
for you. No spite in your tone, either.

BULICHOV: No, my spite’s turned in another direction now.
Let’s talk about God, the Lord God, and the soul. “When
youth has been spent in plunder and sin, in old age it be-
hoves one to save one’s soul.”

ABBESs MELANIA: Well then, speak.

BULICHOV: Take yourself now, you serve the Lord day and
night, as, for instance, Glaphira serves me. . . .

ABBESs MELANIA: Don’t blaspheme, man! Have you taken
leave of your senses? How does Glaphira serve you at night?

BULICHOV: Shall I tell you?

ABBESS MELANIA: Don’t blaspheme, I'm telling you! Be-
think yourself!

BULICHOV: Stop bellowing at me! I'm talking plain lan-
guage, not saying official prayers, but human words. You
told Glaphira she’d be thrown out soon. So it looks as if you
believed I'd soon die. But why should you? Vasska Dosti-
gayev is nine years older than me and a good deal more
crooked, but he’s healthy and he’ll live a long time yet. He’s
got a wife—first-class. Of course, I’m a siriner, I treated
people badly and—in general—well—I’m a sinner in every
way. But then, everyone offends everyone else. Life’s like
that, there’s nn two ways about it.
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ABBESS MELANIA: It’s not before me, not before people, you
must repent, but before God! People won’t forgive you,
but God is merciful. You know yourself how in olden times
when robbers sinned, but rendered up what was God’s to
God, they were saved! . . .

suLIcHoOV: Oh yes, if you stole and gave something to the
church, then you weren’t a thief, but a righteous man.

ABBESS MELANIA: Yeg—o-0-o-r! If you scoff at what’s sacred,
T won’t listen! You’re not stupid, you must be able to un-
derstand; the Devil won’t tempt you, if the Lord doesn’t
allow it.

BULICHOV: Well, thank you very much for that.

ABBEss MELANIA: What do you mean?

BULICHOV: You’ve set my mind at rest. It turns out—the
Lord gives the Devil a free hand to tempt us, and that means
the Lord’s in partnership with the Devil and me in all our
sinful deeds. . . .

ABBESS MELANIA [rising]: Words like these . . . words
like these of yours . . . if I were to tell the Right Rever-
end Nikandr about them. . . .

BULICHOV: Why, where have I made a mistake?

ABBESs MELANIA: Heretic! What thoughts come into that
unhealthy head of yours! Surely you understand that if
God permits the Devil to tempt you—that means God
has foresaken you?

BULICHOV: Forsaken me, has he! But why? Because I’ve
been fond of money and I’m still fond of women, and mar-
ried that fool sister of yours for her money, and have
been your lover! Is that why he’s foresaken me? . .
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You great gaping raven, coming here with your croaking,
and not a scrap of sense in it all!

ABBESs MELAN1A [dumbfounded]: Why, Yegor, have you
lost your wits? Lord have mercy. . . .

BULICHOV: Praying day and night beneath convent-bells,
and who’re you praying to—you haven’t the slightest idea!

ABBESs MELANIA: Yegor! You're heading straight for the
bottomless pit! Into the jaws of hell. . . . In days like
these. . . . Everything’s crashing to ruin . . . the throne
of the tsars is shaken by the powers of evil. . . . It’s the
day of Anti-Christ . . . maybe the Day of Judgment is
even now drawing nigh. .

BULICHOV: You’ve just remembered it, have you? The Day
of Judgment. The Second Coming of Christ. Aye, you—
you raven, you've flown in and done your croaking!
Now, be off with you to your lair to make love to your
choir-girls! And instead of money, this is all you’ll get from
me—see! [Makes a gesture of derision.]

ABBESS MELANIA [stunned, almost drops into the armchair]:
Oh, the scoundrel!

BuLicHov: Glaphira's a fornicatress—is she! And you?
What are you? Eh?

ABBESS MELANIA: You're lying! Lying! [Springs to her
feet.] Rogue! You'll rot soon! You worm!

BULICHOV: Be off! Out of sin’s way!

ABBESS MELANIA: Snake . . . devil. [Goes out.]

BULICHOV [alone, growls, rubs his right side and shouts]:
Glaphira! Heh!

[xrNIA Futers.]
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xEN1A: What's up with you? Where’s Melania?

BuLIcHOV: Flown away.

xENIA: What, you've not gone and quarrelled with her again?

BULICHOV: Do you mean to settle here for long?

XENIA: Yegor, give me a chance to say a word. You've stopped
talking to me altogether lately, as if I were no more than a
piece of furniture. Well, what are you looking at me like
that for?

BULICHOV: Get on with it, talk away!

XENIA: What’s all this going on in the house? The end of
the world or something? That son-in-law of yours has
turned that place up there into a regular bar; people sit
there and talk and carry on till all hours. Yesterday they

. finished off seven bottles of red wine, not to mention the
vodka. . . . Our janitor, Ismail, is complaining that the
police keep questioning him as to who comes to our house.
And up there they are forever talking about the tsar and
his ministers. And that’s all they do, day in, day out. What
are you hanging your head for?

BULICHOV: Carry on, carry on! When I was'young I used
to like sitting in a bar, while the music played.

xEN1A: Why did Malasha come today?

BULICHOV: You’re no good at lying, Axinia! You're much
too stupid for that.

xENIA: Well! What lies have I told? When?

BULICHOV: Just this minute. Melania and you made it up
between you that she should come here ta talk about her
money.

XENIA: When did I ever do that? What do you mean?
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BuLIcHOV: Oh—all right. Shut up, then!

[ DOSTIGAYEY, ZVON'TSOV 474 FATHER PAVLIN come in, look-
ing excited.]

DOSTIGAYEV: Yegor, listen to the news Father Pavlin’s
brought from Moscow. . . .

XENIA: You ought to go and lie down, Yegor!

BULICHOV: I’'m listening to you, Father Pavlin,

FATHER PAVLIN: I’ve little enough good news to tell, yes,
and in my opinion, the good is pretty bad, too, for so far no
one has been able to think of anything better than the way
we lived before the war.

DOSTIGAYEV: No, no, I beg to differ. No—o!

[zvoNTsov whispers something to his mother-in-law.]
xENIA: Crying?

DOSTIGAYEV: Who's crying?

XENIA: The Abbess.

DOSTIGAYEV: What’s wrong with her? '

BULICHOV: Go and see what’s frightened her. And you, Fa-
ther, sit down here and tell us the news,

[Exit ZVONTSOV, XENIA and DOSTIGAYEV.]

DOSTIGAYEV [as he leaves]: 1 wonder what could have made
Melania cry. -

FATHER PAVLIN: Great confusion has set in in Moscow. Even
mature minds assert that the tsar must be deposed, on ac-
count of his incompetence.

BuLicHOV: He’s been capable for over twenty years.

FATHER PAVLIN: Human powers become exhausted with the
passing of time.

BULICHOV: In 1913, when they celubrated the three hun-
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dredth anniversary of the rule of the Romanovs, Nicholas
shook hands with me. The whole people rejoiced at that
time. All Kostroma.

FATHER PAVLIN: Yes, it was so. It’s a fact . . . the people
rejoiced.

puLicHOV: Then what's happened? We've got the Duma
too. . . . No, the tsar isn’t the point here—it’s something
at the very root.

FATHER PAVLIN: The root—that is the autocratic power.

BULICHOV: Everyone maintaining himself—by his own power.
Yes, but where is it—this power? When it came to the
war—there was none of it.

FATHER PAVLIN: The Duma has contributed to the sapping
of our power.

ELIZAVETA [at the door]: Are you confessing him, Father
Pavlin?

FATHER PAVLIN: What sort of a question is that?

ELIZAVETA: Where’s my husband?

FATHER PAVLIN: He was here.

ELIZAVETA: How severe you are today, Father Pavlin. [Dis-
appears.]

BULICHOV: Father. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN: What were you about to say?

BULICHOV: We're all fathers. God’s a father, the tsar’s a
father, you’re a Father, and I’'m a father. Yet none of us
have any strength, and we all live to die. I’m not talking
about myself, I’m talking about the war, about death
on a large scale: like a circus where a wild tiger is let loose
on people.
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FATHER PAVLIN: Calm yourself, Yegor Vassilyevich. . . .

BULICHOV: What shall T calm myself with? Who'll calm
me! How? Well, calm me then . . . Father! Show your
strength!

FATHER PAVLIN: Read the Holy Scriptures. Read the Old
Testament—the Book of Joshua, it’s a good thing to re-
member. . . . War according to the law. . .

BULICHOV: Give it up, What sort of law is that? It’s all a
yarn. You can’t stop the sun’s moving. You're lying. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN: To murmur against the Lord is a cardinal
sin. We must try to submit humbly and with a meek and
obedient spirit to the judgment visited upon us for our sin-
tul life. :

BULICHOV: Did you submit when the elder, Alexei Gubin,
offended you? No, you brought him up before the court,
you asked Zvontsov to be your lawyer, and the bishop took
your side, wasn’t that so? And I-—what court shall I com-
plain to about my disease? And about dying before my time?
Wil you die in humble submission? With a meek and quiet
spirit? Eh? No, you’ll roar and groan, too.

FATHER PAVLIN: My calling forbids me to listen to such
talk. For such talk. . . .

BULICHOV: Drop it, Pavlin! You’re a man. Your cassock
is only your protective colouring~—but underneath you’re a
man the same as I am. By the way, the doctor says your
heart’s no good, fatty degeneration. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN: What will this talk lead to? Think of it and
you’ll be smitten with fear! It has been established from time
immemorial. . . .
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BULICHOV: Kstablished, yes, but not very firmly, it appears.
FATHER PAVLIN: Leo Tolstoy was a heretic, his name was
anathema because of his unbelief, and he fled from death
into the woods, even as a wild beast. . .
[XENIA enters.]

XENIA: Yegor Vassilyevich, Mokei’s here and he says Yakov
was arrested by the gendarmes last night, so he wants to
know. . . .

BuLicHOV: Well, thanks, Father Pavlin . .. for your
advice! I’ll trouble you another time, I think. Call Bash-
kin here, Xenia. Tell Glaphira she can bring me my gruel.
Yes, and the orange-vodka.

XENIA: You're not to have vodka. . . . °

BULICHOV: I can have—everything! Go along with you.

[Exit XENIA and FATHER PAVLIN.]

[Left alone, he glances around, chuckles and mutters]:
Father . . . Pavlin. . . . The owl. . . . You should
have taken to tobacco, Yegor. It’s easier when you’re
wrapped in smoke, things are not so plain. . . .

[BASHKIN enters.]

BuLIcHOV: Well, Mokei?

BASHKIN: How’s your health, Yegor Vassilyevich?

BULICHOV: Getting better all the time. So Yakov’s been
arrested?

BASHKIN: Yes, last night. What a shame!

BULICHOV: Only he?

BASHKIN: They say there was some watchmaker or other and
Kalmykova, the school-teacher who used to give Alexandra
Yegorovnalessons, and Yerichonov the stoker, who’s known
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to be a downright rebel. About ten altogether, it’s said.

BULICHOV: And they’re all for “Down with the tsar?”

BAsHKIN: There’s some for one thing and some for another,
some against the tsar, some against all the rich and wanting
the workers to run the country. . . .

BULICHOV: What rubbish!

BasHKIN: Of course.

BULICHOV: They’ll sell the state for drink.

BASHKIN: For certain.

BULICHOV: Yes. . . . But . . . supposing they don’t?

BASHKIN: And what would they do without the employers?

BULICHOV: You’re right. They’d never be able to get along
without you and Vasska Dostigayev.

BASHKIN: You're an employer yourself. . . .

BULICHOV: Well, what about it! So T am. What is it they
sing, you say?

BASHKIN [sighing]: “We renounce the old world.” . . .

BULICHOV: And then?

BASHKIN: “Shake its dust from our feet.” . . .

BULICHOV: Sounds like a prayer. . .

BASHRIN: What kind of a prayer’s that? “We hate the tsar,”
they say, “and the palace.”

BULICHOV: Aha, is that so! M-—yes . .. the devils!

[Thinks a while.] Well, and what did you want?

[GLAPHIRA brings in some gruel and vodka.]

BasHKIN: Me? Oh nothing.

BULICHOV: What did you come for, then?

BAsHKIN: To ask whom I should put in Yakov’s place.

BULICHOV: Sergei Potapov. ’
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BasHKIN: He’s got the same kind of notions, too—wants
neither God—mnor tsar. . . .

BuLicHov: Oh, he’s like that, is he?

BasHKIN: Might I suggest—Mokroussov. He’s very anxious
to work for you. He can read and write and look after
things.

GLAPHIRA: Your gruel’ll get cold.

BULICHOV: A policeman? A thief? What’s he after?

BASHKIN: It’s dangerous now in the police, many are leaving
it

BULICHOV: Is that sof Dangerous for them, is it? Leaving
it like rats. . . . All right, send Potapov here tomorrow
morning. You can go. . . . Glakha, has the trumpeter
come? .

GLAPHIRA: He’s sitting in the kitchen.

BULICHOV: When I’ve had my gruel, you can send him in.
Why is the house so still?

cLAPHIRA: They’re all upstairs.

BULICHOV [taking some vodka]: Well—all right. Why do
you look so down-in-the-mouth?

GLAPHIRA: Don’t drink, don’t do yourself harm, don’t be
sick! Give up everything and go away from them. They’ll
eat you alive—Ilike worms—they’ll gnaw the life out of you.
Let’s go away to Siberia. . . .

BULICHOV: Let goof me . . . youhurt. . . .

GLAPHIRA: We'll go to Siberia, I'll work. . . . Why should
you stay here? What for? No one cares for you—they’re '
just waiting for you to die. . . .

BULICHOV: Stop it, Glakha. . . . Don’t upset me . . . I
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know it all. . . . I can see everything. . . . I know that
you . . . you and Shurka . . . are all I’ve got out of life
and the rest are just trying to get something out of me. . . .
But perhaps I’ll get better yet . . . call the trumpeter, go
along, do.

GLAPHIRA: Finish your gruel first,

BuLicHOV: Oh, devil take the gruel! Call Shurka in. . . .
[Left alone, he tosses off glass after glass of vodka greedily.
The TRUMPETER comes in. He is a comical, thin, pitiful fig-
ure with a big trumpet in a sack slung across his shoulders.]

TRUMPETER: I wish your honour the best of health.

BULICHOV [taken aback]: How do you do. Sit down.
[Shouts.] Glakha! Shut the door! So this is what you’re
like?

TRUMPETER: Right, your honour.

BULICHOV: Well, you’re not much to look at! Tell us, how
do you cure folks?

TRUMPETER: My cure, your honour, is quite simple, only
people are in the habit of dosing themselves with medicines
from the chemist’s and they don’t believe me, so I take the
precaution of asking for my fee in advance.

BULICHOV: It’s not a bad idea, either. But do you cure peo-
ple?

TRUMPETER: I’ve cured hundreds.

BULICHOV: Youdon’tseem to have got rich on it, somehow.

TRUMPETER: No one gets rich on good works.

BULICHOV: Aha, listen to him, now! What diseases can you
cure?

TRUMPETER: All diseases proceed from the same cause, foul
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air in the belly, so my treatment is a cure for themall. . . .

BULICHOV [laughing]: Bravol Well, now, show us that
trumpet of yours. . . .

TRUMPETER: Could you pay a ruble?

BuLIcHOV: A ruble? I daresay I’ll find one. Glakha, have
you got a ruble? Here you are. You don’t charge much.
TRUMPETER: That’s just for a beginning. [ Unties the sack

and drags out a brass trumpet. Shura runs in.]

BuLICHov: Oo—oh—a regular samovar! . .. Shurka—
- what do you think of this for a healer! Well, give us a blow
on it. '
TRUMPETER |[clears his throat, blows a blast—but not wvery

loudly, then coughs.]

BULICHOV: And is that all?

TRUMPETER: Four times a day for five minutes—nothing
more.

BULICHOV: And the patient uses up his breath and—pops
off?

TRUMPETER: Never! I’ve cured hundreds.

BULICHOV: Is that so? Well, now tell me the truth: what
do you consider yourself, a fool or a rogue?

TRUMPETER [sighing]: So you don’t believe in it either, like
the rest,

BULICHOV [laughing]: Don’t put the trumpet away yet. Tell
me straight: are you a fool or a rogue? I’ll pay you if you’ll
tell me.

SHURA: You shouldn’t offend him, father.

BULICHOV: I’'m not going to offend him, Shurka. What’s
your name, doctor?
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TRUMPETER: Gabriel Uvekov. .

BULICHOV: Gabriel? [Laughing heartily.] Oh, but damn it
all! . . . Are you sure it’s Gabriel?

TRUMPETER: It’s a very ordinary name . . . never heard
anyone laugh at it before.

BuLicHOV: Well . . . what are you: stupid or crooked?

TRUMPETER: Would you give me sixteen rubles if I told you?

BULICHOV: Glakha—bring the money here! It’s in the bed-
room. . . . Why, sixteen, Gabriel?

TRUMPETER: I made a mistake! I should have asked for
more. -

BULICHOV: So you’re stupid?

TRUMPETER: No, I’m no fool.

BULICHOV: So—then you must be a rogue?

TRUMPETER: I’m not a rogue either. But you know yourself
you can’t live without fooling people.

BuLIcHOV: That’s true! It’s not very nice, my lad, but it’s
true.

sHURA: But oughtn’t you to be ashamed to fool people?

TRUMPETER: Why should I be ashamed, if they believe in it?

BULICHOV [excitedly]: And that’s right, too! Do you un-
derstand, Shurka? He’s absolutely right! That priest Pav-
lin would never say that. He wouldn’t dare!

TRUMPETER: You ought to give me a bit extra for telling the
truth. And—cross my heart—my trumpet does help some
folks. -

BULICHOV: That’s right—give him twenty-five rubles, Glakha.
Give him more. Give him the whole lot. [GLAPHIRA gives
him the money.]
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TRUMPETER: Much obliged. . . . Maybe you’d try the
trumpet? Devil knows—it might do you some good!

BuLICHOV: No, thanks. Eh, Gabriel, Gabriell |ZLawughs.]
Now let’s see, show us how it works. . . . Come on, blow!
A bit louder!

[TRUMPETER blows & deafening blast. GLAPHIRA looks at
BULICHOYV in alarm. SHURA puts her fingers in her ears
and laughs.]

BULICHOV: Blow with all your might!

[ The posTIGAYEVS, 2VONTSOVS, BASHKIN ¢%d XENIA rush in.)

vARVARA: What’s all this, father?

" xENIA: Yegor, what’s this new freak of yours?

ZVONTSOV [to the trumpeter]: Are you drunk?

BuLIcHOV: Don’t touch him! Don’t dare! That’s right,
crack their car-drums, Gabriel! It’s the Archangel Gabriel
trumpeting the end of the world!

xEN1A: A—ah! He’s gone plumb crazy!

BASHKIN [2o zvOoNTsOV]: You see for yoursell!

sHURA: Father, do you hear? They’re saying you’ve gone
crazy! Go away, trumpeter, go away!

BULICHOV: No, don’t go. Blow, Gabricl, blow! It's Ar-
mageddon! The end of the world! Blow your trumpet,
blo—o—ow!

[The trumpeting continues as the curtain falls.]
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ACT THREE

SCENE: The dining room. Everything in
it appears to have been moved out of its
place. The table has not been cleared; it
is littered with crockery, parcels and bot-
tles. The samovar stands at one end. In a
cormer of the room lie several portman-
teaus. TAISSYA, a young novice, in a tall,
pointed hood, is umpacking one of them.
GLAPHIRA lingers near her with a tray in
her hand. The room is lit by a lamp hang-
ing over the table.

GLAPHIRA: Has Mother Melania come to stay for a long
time? '
Tasya: I don’t know.
GLAPHIRA: Why didn’t she put up at the church hostel?
TaIssya: I don’t know.
GLAPHIRA: How old are you?
Talssya: Nineteen.
[zvoNTsov appears on the stairs.]
GLAPHIRA: And you don’t know anything yet! What’s the
matter with you? Are you a savage, or something?
TAIsYA: We're forbidden to talk to lay people.
zvoNTsov: Has the Abbess had her tea yet?
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GLAPHIRA: No.
zvoNTsov: Then better warm up the samovar, in case. . . .
[GLAPHIRA picks up the samovar, and goes out.]

zvoNTsov: Did the soldiers frighten you—up at the Abbey?

TAISSYA: Yes.

zvonTsov: What did they do that frightened you?

TAIssYA: They killed one of the cows, and threatened to burn
down the Abbey. Excuse me, I must go. [She goes out with
a pile of linen in her arms.]

VARVARA [from the vestibule]: What mud and slush! Are
you having a chat with the novice?

zvoNTsov: You know, it’s rather awkward having an abbess
in our house. . . .

VARVARA: The house isn’t ours yet. . . . What about Tyatin
—did he agree?

zvoNTsov: Tyatin’s an ass, or clse he’s pretending to be
honest.

vAaRvARA: Wait. . . . That sounds like father calling. . . .

[Listens at the door of her father’s room.]

zvoNTsov: The doctors may say what they like about your
father being perfectly all right in his head, but after that
idiotic scene with the trumpet. . . .

vARVARA: He’s made worse scenes than that in his time. Ap-
parently Alexandra and Tyatin are on quite good terms
with each other. . . .

ZVONTsOV: Yes, but I don’t see anything good about that.
That young sister of yours is a slippery customer. . . .
One may expect—well, quite serious trouble from her

yet.
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VARVARA: It’s a pity you didn’t think of that when she
was flirting with you. You seemed to find it rather
pleasant.

zvoNTsov: She was only flirting with me to annoy you.

VARVARA: Are you peeved? Here comes Pavlin, poking his
nose in again. It’s getting to be a habit with him.

zvoNTsov: We’ve a surplus of clergy here, in my opinion.

[ELIZAVETA and FATHER PAVLIN come in, arguing. They are
followed by MOKEI BASHKIN. |

FATHER PAVLIN: The papers are lying as usual. Good eve-
ning.

ELIZAVETA: I’m telling you, it’s not true.

FATHER PAVLIN: It is established beyond doubt: the tsar has
abdicated, not of his own free will, but under the threat of
arms, having been detained on the road to Petrograd by
members of the Constitutional-Democratic Party. . . .
M—yes!

zvoNTsov: What conclusions do you draw from this?

ELIZAVETA: Father Pavlin is against the revolution and all
for going on with the war, and I’m against the war. I want
to go to Paris. . . . Enough of fighting. Don’t you agree
with me, Varya? You remember what Henri Quatre said:
Better Paris than war. Yes, I know he didn’t say exactly
that, but he made a mistake if he didn’t.

FATHER PAVLIN: I don’t insist on anything, because every-
thing is unstable.

VARVARA: Peace is what’s needed, Father Pavlin—peace!
You see how the lower classes are behaving?

FATHER PAVLIN: Ah yes, I see! Well, and what about our
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invalid? How is he in this respect? [Pressing his finger to
his brow.]

zvoNTsov: The doctors found no symptoms of derange-
ment. .

FATHER PAVLIN: Well, it’s nice to hear that. Though as a
rule the doctors are only unerring in finding their fees.

ELIZAVETA: Aren’t you spiteful! Varya, Jeanne’s invited us
to supper.

BAsHKIN: The prisoners have been released and the police are
having a bad time of it.

FATHER PAVLIN: Yes, that’s so. A most surprising thing.
What good do you expect to result from these events,
Andrei Petrovich, eh?

zvoNTsov: The social forces are organizing themselves as
they should and will soon have their say. By soc:al forces
I mean people who have a sound economic. . . .

varvARA: Listen, Jeanne’s invited us. [Leads him aside end
whispers.]

2voNTsov: Look here, this is a bit awkward for me. An abbess
on the one hand, and a cocotte on the other.

vARVARA: Sssh, will you!

BASHKIN: Andrei Petrovich—Mokroussov’s here—you know
—-the police inspector.

varRvaRA: Yes! What does he want?

BasukiIN: He’s throwing up his job because it’s getting too
dangerous and he wants to work for us, in the woods.

zvonTsov: Wil that be quite convenient for us, though?

varvARA: Wait, Andrei. . . .

BASHKIN: Very convenient. Now Laptev’ll begin to turn

58



YEGOR BULICHOV & OTHERS Aet 11T

up his nose at everything and make trouble. Donat—you
know yourself—is not a suitable fellow and he’s a dissenter
too, always mumbling about the law of truth, and what
kind of truth could you expect when . . . well, you can
see for yourself!

zvoNTsov: Oh, this is all nonsense. It’s truth beginning to
triumph that we are witnessing now. . . .

vARVARA: Oh, wait Andrei, can’t you?

ZzvoNTsov: And justice too.

varvara: So what is it you want, Mokei?

BASHKIN: I'm for engaging Mokroussov. I suggested it to
Yegor Vassilyevich,

VARVARA: And what did he say? [zvoNTsov frowns and
leaves them.]

BASHKIN: He didn’t say anything definite.

vARVARA: Take on Mokroussov, then.

BASHKIN: Maybe you’d like to have a look at him?

VARVARA: What for?

BasHKIN: Oh, just so’s you’d know him. He’s—here.

vARVARA: Very well, then.

[BASHKIN goes into the vestibule. VARVARA writes something
in her notebook. BASHKIN returns with MOKRoussov. The
latter has a round face with eyebrows raised in perpetual
astonishment and, though smiling at present, looks as if he
is ready to do some hard swearing. He is in police uniform,
with a revolver at his hip. He clicks his heels and draws
humself up smartly at attention.]

MOKROUSSOV: Permit me to present myself—Mokroussov—
at your service. Very grateful to have the honour.
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varRvARA: Delighted, I'm sure. So you're in uniform? I
heard the police were being disarmed.

Mokroussov: Quite true. It’s dangerous for us to appear
in the streets in our uniforms these days, so I wear an ordin-
ary overcoat, although I’'m armed. But just now, in view
of the fact that unfounded expectations have been aroused,
the mob has quieted down—that’s why I’ve come without
my sword.

vaRvARA: When do you think you’ll start working for us?

Mokroussov: I have long been ygur obedient servant in
thought, if not in deed. I'm ready to go to the woods to-
morrow if you like. I’m single and. . . .

vARVARA: Do you think it’s likely to last long—-this rebellion?

MOKROUssov: All summer, I should think. Then the rains
and frost will set in and it’ll be unpleasant to loiter in the
streets.

VARVARA [with a lttle laugh]: You think it'll only last out
the summer! A revolution hardly depends on the weather,
does it?

MOKROUssOV: But—pardon me—of course it does. Winter
cools things down.

VARVARA [with another little laugh]: You’re an optimist.

MoKRoussov: The police are optimistic, as a rule.

vARVARA: Oh really?

MOKROUSssOV: Exactly. It’s because they’re conscious of their
strength.

VARVARA: Have you served in the army?

MOKROUssOV: Yes, I have. In the Busuluk Reserve Battalion.
I was a sub-lieutenant.
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VARVARA [holding out her hand]: Well, goodbye, good luck.

MOKROUSSOV [ kissing her hand]: I’'m sincerely touched.
[Goes out backwards, clicking his heels.]

VARVARA [fo BASHKIN]: Seems an awful fool, doesn’t he?

BASHKIN: There’s no harm in that. Look at the clever folks—
give them the chance and they’ll turn the world inside out
. . . as they would your pocket.

FATHER PAVLIN [fo BASHKIN and ELIZAVETA]: The clergy
must be given the right to preach freely, otherwise nothing
will come of it. .

[GLAPHIRA and SHURA come in, leading YEGOR BULICHOV.
Silence falls in the room. They all watch him. He frowns.]

BuLICHOV: Well? What have you shut up for all of a sudden?
You’ve been jabbering and muttering. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN: We’re astounded by the unexpected sight
of. . ..

BULICHOV: Of what?

FATHER PAVLIN: At the spectacle of 2 man dependent on
some one to lead him. . . .

BULICHOV: Dependent! When a man’s legs give way, he’s
got to be led about, hasn’t he? Dependent, indeed! . . .
Has Yashka Laptev been released, Mokei?

BASHKIN: Yes, all the prisoners have been released.

zvoNTsov: The political prisoners, that is.

BULICHOV: So Yakov Laptev’s at liberty and the tsar’s a
prisoner? What do you say to that, Father Pavlin, eh?
FATHER PAVLIN: I am inexperienced in such matters, but in
my humble opinion it would be well to ascertain first what

precisely these persons intend to say and do. . .
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BuULICHOV: Choose a new tsar, of course. You’ll be at each
other’s throats if you don’t have a tsar. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN: Your face looks animated today; apparent-
ly you’re overcoming your indisposition?

suLicHov: That’s it—I'm overcoming it. . . . You mar-
ried couples and you, Mokei, can leave Pavlin and me alone
for a while. You needn’t go, Shurka.

[BASHKIN goes into the hall. The zvoNTSoVs go upstairs. Soor
after VARVARA comes half-way downstairs and listens.]

sHUurA: Lie down, father.

BuricHov: I don’t want to. Well, Father Pavlin, you’ve
come about the bell for the church, I suppose?

FATHER PAVLIN: No. I just called in the hope of seeing
you in a better condition, and in this I was not mistaken.
But, remembering your lavish and generous gifts in the
past, devoted to the beautifying of the town and its tem-
ple. . .. :

BULICHOV: You don’t pray for me properly. You sec—
I’m getting worse. I don’t feel like paying any more money
to God. What am I paying for, anyway? I've paid a lot
already and what have I got for it?

FATHER PAVLIN: Your subscriptions. . . .

BULICHOV: Wait! I’ve a question to ask you: isn’t God
ashamed to do what he’s doing! What is he sending me
to my death for?

sHURA: Oh, don’t talk about death—you musn’t!

BULICHOV: You keep quict! Just listen. It’s not about my-
self.

FATHER PAVLIN: It’s wrong to distress yourself with
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thoughts like these. And what does death mean, when
the soul is immortal?

BULICHOV: Then why is the soul squeezed into this dirty,
cramping flesh?

FATHER PAVLIN: The Church considers this question not:
only vain and idle, but also. . . .

[vARVARA, on the stairs, presses her handkerchicf to her lips
to stifie her laughter.]

BULICHOV: Now then, no humbug! Tell us straight out.
Shura, d’you remember the trumpeter, eh?

FATHER PAVLIN: In the presence of Alexandra Yegor-
ovna. . . .

puLICHOV: Oh, never mind that! If she’s got to live, she’s got
to know. I’ve lived a long time mysclf and I'm asking you
now: what do you live for?

FATHER PAVLIN: I’m in the service of the Church. . . .

BULICHOV: Yes, I know that. I know you're in the service
of the Church. But you’ll have to die sometime, won’t you?
What does it mean? What is it—-this death of ours, Pavlin?

FATHER PAVLIN: Your questions are illogical and fruitless.
And forgive me for saying so—but it’s not of earthly things.
you should be thinking now. . . .

sHURA: Don’t you dare talk like that!

BULICHOV: I'm of the earth—I’m carthly through and
through.

FATHER PAVLIN [raing]: The earth is but dust and
ashes. . . .

sULICHOV: Dust and ashes! Then you—then you yourself
understand that earth is only dust and ashes. Dust and
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ashes. Dust and ashes—and you’re wearing a silk cassock.
Dust and ashes—and a gilded cross! Dust and ashes—and
yet you're greedy and grasping. . . .

FATHER PAVLIN: You’re betraying evil rancour and malice
in the presence of this young maiden. . . .

BULICHOV: Maiden, maiden—who made her. . . . [var-
VARA runs quickly upstairs.] They train fools like you same
as they train dogs to catch hares. . . . You made your-
selves rich out of Christ who was a beggar.

FATHER PAVLIN: Your disease spoils your temper and, be-
ing enraged, you bellow like a wild boar. . . .

BULICHOV: So you’re going, eh? Aha. . . .

" [Exit FATHER PAVLIN.]

SHURA: You shouldn’t upset yourself, father, it only makes
you worse. Aren’t you a terror!

BULICHOV: Never mind! I’ve nothing to regret! Ugh, how
I hate that priest! You watch—and listen. P’'m showing
you—on purpose. . . .

sHURA: I can see it all myself. . . . Pm notachid . . . or
a fool!

[zvoNTsOV appears on the stairs.]

BULICHOV: After that trumpeter, they made up their minds
I’d gone crazy. But the doctors said no! You believe the
doctors, Shura, don’t you?

SHURA: I believe you . . . only you. . . .

BULICHOV: Good girl! Oh, yes, my mind’s all right. The
doctors know. It’s true, I’ve come up against something
sharp. But everyone would like to know what death means.
- . . Or, for instance, life? See?
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sHURA: I don’t believe you’re so seriously il. You ought
to go away from home. Glaphira’s 1ight! You should try
real hard to get well. You won't listen to anyone.

BULICHOV: I listen to everyone. Now we’ll try the sorceress.
What if she were to do me good? It’s time she came. The
pain’s gnawing at me . . . like . . . an awful yearning!

SHURA; Stop, dear! Oh don’t—-my own dear, dear father!
Lie down, do. . . .

BULICHOV: It’s worse when I lie down. If I lie down it
means—1I give in. Same as in boxing. And—1I want to talk.
Pve got to tell you something. Yeu see—it’s like this—I'm
kind of living in the wrong street. I fell in among a lot
of strangers . . . thirty years now I've been among stran-
gers. And this is what I don’t want you to have to go
through! My father used to Hoat rafts. And I—look at
me. . . . This is what I can’t explain properly to you.

sHURA: Take your time, talk quletly. . .. Talk like you
used to when you told me stories.

BULICHOV: They weren’t stories—I always told you the
truth. See here. . . . These priests and tsars and govern-
ors . . . what the devil do I want with them? I don’t
believe in God. Where is God, anyhow? You see your-
self. . . . And good people—there are none. They're as
scarce as . . . false coin! You see what people are like?
Now they’ve got into a mess with the war and what not—
gone clean crazy! But what have I to do with them? What
does Yegor Bulichov want with them? And you . . . now,
how are you going to live with them?

sHURA: Oh, don’t bother your head about me. . . .
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XENIA [coming in at this moment]: *Lexandra, Tonya and
her brother have come to see you and that other fellow’s
with them. . . .

sHURA: Let ’em wait.

XENIA: You go along to them, I’ve got to talk to your father.

BULICHOV: So—1I’ve got to talk, have I?

SHURA: See that you don’t talk much then. . .

xENIA: Teaching me! The idea!—Yegor Vassilyevich, Zo-
bunova’s come. . . .

BULICHOV: Shurka, bring the young folks in here after-
wards—will you? [Exit sHURA.] Well, fetch your Zobun-
ova!

¥ENIA: In a minute. I just want to tell you that *Lexandra’s
got very friendly with that good-for-nothing cousin of An-
dre’s. You must see yourself he’s no match for her. We
took in one beggar, and now look at the way he orders
everyone about.

BuLIcHOV: Do you know, Axinia, you're like a bad dream
—you really are!

xENLs: Oh, God help you, insult me if you want to! But
you ought to forbid her carrying on with that Tyatin,

BuULIcHOV: Well, what else have you to say?

xENIA: Melania’s here.

BULICHOV: Why?

XENIA: Something awful happened. Deserters attacked the
nunnery, killed a cow, stole two axes, a spade and a coil of
rope. . . . Terrible goings-on, T declare! And that Donat,
our forester—he is sheltering some queer characters. They
live in a barrack in the clearing. . .
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BULICHOV: It seems when anyone is agreeable to me, he’s
sure to be disagreeable to everyone else.

XENIA: You ought to make your peace with her. . . .

puLicHov: With Melania, you mean? What for?

XENIA: Why of course you should. . . . Your health being
SO. o 4 e

purickov: All right. . . . Il make it up then. . . . “For-
give us our debts” . . . I’ll say to her. . . .

XENIA: Be a bit gentler to her. . . . [Goes out.]

BULICHOV [mutters]: “And forgive us our debts—as
we forgive our debtors.”” Lies all around one. ...
What devis. . . . '

" [VARVARA comes in.]

vARVARA: Father, I heard mother talking to you about Ste-
pan Tyatin. . . .

BULICHOV: Yes. . . . You hear everything, and there’s noth-
ing you don’t know. . . .

vARVARA: Tyatin’s a modest fellow, he wouldn’t demand a
big dowry with Alexandra and he’s a good match for her.

BULICHOV: Very considerate, aren’t you. . . .

VARVARA: I’ve had my eye on him. . . .

BULICHOV: Who is it you’re so anxious about? Aye—what a
crew!

[ABBESs MELANIA and XENIA come in, followed by TAIssYA,
who remains in the doorway.]

BULICHOV: Well, Malasha. So we’re going to make up, are
we?

ABBESS MELANIA: Now you're talking, you fighting-cock! In-
sulting everybody without rhyme or reason. . . .
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BULICHOV: “And forgive us our debts.”. . . Malasha!

ABBESS MELANIA: We aren’t talking about debts. None of
your sauce now! Look at what’s going on in the world!
The tsar—the Lord’s Anointed —cast down from his
throne. And that means—what? The Lord has sent dark-
ness and confusion among His people; they have gone mad.
they are digging pits into which they themsclves will fall.
The mob is in revolt. The peasant women of Kopossovo
actually screamed in my face that they, forsooth, were the
people: “Our husbands, the soldiers, are the nation!” How
do you like that? When did you ever hear of soldiers being
regarded as the nation, I ask you?

xEN1A: That’s what that Yakov Laptev keeps saying. . . .

ABBESs MELANIA: The governor of the province has been
deprived of his position and Osmolovsky the notary set
up in his place.

BULICHOV: Another fat-belly.

ABBESS MELANIA: Yesterday Bishop Nikandr said: “We’re on
the eve of disastrous events; can it be,” he said, “that
the temporal powers shall rule? From Biblical times the
nations have been ruled by the hand armed thh the sword
and the cross.”. . .

VARVARA: They dldn’t worship the cross in Biblical times.

ABBESs MELANIA: You hold your tongue, Miss Clever. . .
The New Testament and the Old are both in one binding,
aren’t they? And the cross is the sword! So there you are!
The Bishop knows better than you, I hope, when and
what was worshipped by people. You’re an ambitious lot
and you rejoice at the downfall of the throne. But wait,
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your joy may turn to bitter tears after a while, I'd like to
have a word with you in private, Yegorushka. . . .

BULICHOV: What, we’re going to quarrel with each other
again? Very well, we can have a chat afterwards, if you
like. The sorceress is coming in now. I want to get well,
Malasha.

ABBESS MELANIA: Zobunova’s a famous healer. The doctors
are nowhere near as clever as she is. And after that you
might talk to the Blessed Prokopii. . . .

BULICHOV: What, the fellow the little boys call Propottei?
He’s a rogue, they say.

ABBESs MELANIA: Now, now, that’ll do! How can you say
such things? You have him come in here. . . .

BurLicHOV: Well, we can have Propottei, as well. I feel
a bit better today, except for my legs. . . . More cheerful,
sort of. Everything seems kind of funny to me. . . . Call
in the sorceress, Axinia.

[xENTA goes out.]

ABBESS MELANIA: Aye—Yegori, there’s a lot . . . left in
you yet!

BULICHOV: Yes, that’s just it . . . there’s such a lot. . . .

XENIA [returns]: She says everyone must leave the room.

ABBESs MELANIA: Well, we must go, then.

[They all leave the room. BULICHOV sits chuckling, stroking
his chest and side. ZOBUNOVA comes in. She screws up her
mouth—not very noticeably but just enough to be detected
—and blows to the right side, while her right hand is pressed
against her heart and her left flapping like o fin. Then
she stands still and passes her right hand over her face.)
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BULICHOV: Are you praying to the devils?

ZOBUNOVA [in a sing-song woice]: Oi, all ye evil humours,
and bodily ills! Begone, begone and leave the servant of
God in peace! From this very day and from this very hour,
I’m driving you away with my hard words forever and
ever and aye! Good evening to your worshipful honour,
by name—TYegori.

BuricHov: Good evening, auntie. . . . Were you chasing
the devils away?

zoBUNovA: Why, goodness gracious me, how can anyone
have anything to do with them?

BULICHOV: If you’ve got to, you can. The priests pray to
God, but you’re not a priest, so you must pray to the devils.

zoBUNovA: Oh, how can you say such terrible things? It’s
only silly folks as say I've any dealings with the Evil One.

BULICHOV: If you haven’t you won’t be able to do anything
for me, auntie. The priests have prayed to God for me, and
God has refused tu help me.

ZoBUNovVA: You must be joking, dear man, you're saying
this because you don’t believe me.

BULICHOV: I might have believed you if you’d come straight
from the devils. But you’re sure to have heard, of course,
that I'm a rake, that I’'m cruel to people and greedy about
money. . . .

zoBUNOVA: I've heard it, but I don’t believe you'd grudge
giving me a little bit o’ your good money.

BULICHOYV: I’m a great sinner, auntie, and God won’t have
anything to do with me, God’s forsaken Yegor Bulichov.
So, if you have no dealings with the evil spirits you’d better
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go and do abortions for the country wenches. That’s your
trade, isn’t it?

ZOBUNOVA: Aye, it’s true words they speak that says you're
a wild, mischievous fellow!

BULICHOV: Well, what lies were you going to tell? Out with
them!

zoBUNOVA: I’ve never been taught to lie. You tell me what
ails you, and how, and where.

BULICHOV: It's my belly. It aches something cruel. Just
here.

zoBUNOVA: Well, you see it’s like this . . . only don’t you
breathe a word to anyone of what I say. . . .

BuLICHOV: I won’t. Don’t be afraid.

zoBUNOVA: There are yellow sicknesses and black sicknesses.
A yellow sickness can be cured by the doctors, but the black
sickness neither priest nor monk can pray away! The black
sickness comes from the powers of darkness and there’s
only one thing against it. . . .

puLicHov: Ah?—A case of either kill or cure, is that it?

ZOBUNOVA: It’s a very dear cure.

BuLicHOV: Of course! I guessed that.

zOoBUNOVA: This is a case where you have to have dealings
with the Evil One.

BuLicHOV: With Satan himself?

zoBUNovA: Well, maybe not with Satan himself, but
still. . . .

BULICHOV: And can you do it?

zoBUNOVA: Only—you mustn’t breathe a word of it to
anyone.
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suricrov: Oh, get the hell out of here!
zoBUNovA: Wait 2 minute. . . .
suLIcHOV: Clear out, else I'll give you one. . . .
20BUNOVA: Listen to me. . . .
GLAPHIRA [from the westibule]: You’ve been told to go,
haven’t you?
ZoBUNovA: What sort of folks are you, anyway? . . .
BuLIicHOV: Kick her out!
GLAPHIRA: Clear out you—pretending you’re a witch!
zoBUNova: Witch yourself! What a mug you've got. . . .
Hey! May the two of you have ncither sleep nor rest! [The
two women go out.]
BULICHOV [glancing about, gives a sigh of relief]: Phe-ew!
[ABBESs MELANIA and XENIA come in.]
ABBEss MELANIA: So you didn’t like Zobunova—she didn’t
suit you?
[BULICHOV stares at her in silence.]
XENIA: She’s a quick-tempered one herself! She’s been praised
too much, and has grown impudent.
BULICHOV: Malasha—what do you think—does God ever
have belly-aches? -
- ABBESS MELANIA: Don’t act the fool, you. . . .
BULICKOV: I’'m sure Christ often had belly-aches—he fed on
fish. . ..
ABBEsS MELANIA: Stop it, Yegor. Are you trying to pro-
voke me?
[GLAPHIRA returns.]
GLAPHIRA: Zobunova wants to be paid for her trouble.
BULICHOV: Give her something, Axinia! You’ll excuse me,
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I hope, Malasha, but I'm tired-—I’ll go to my room. Noth-
ing makes you so tired as talking to fools. Now then, Gla-
kha, lend a hand here. . . .

[xENIA exits.]

[GLAPHIRA leads hin away. XENIA returns and looks en-
quiringly at her sister.]

ABBEss MELANIA: He's pretending to be mad. It’s all pretence.

XENIA: Is it, do you think? Why should he bother?

ABBESS MELANIA: It’s nothing. Let him do it, if he wants to.
Il turn against him afterwards, if his will has to be con-
tested in court. Taissya will be a witness, and then there’s
Zobunova, Father Pavlin and that trumpeter—-any num-
ber of people. We can prove that the man was not in his
right mind when he made the will.

xENIA: Oh . . . I really don’t know what to do. . . .

ABBESs MELANIA: Well, I'm teaching you what to do.
Umph, you . . . you were in such a hurry to get married!
I told you to marry Bashkin.

XENIA: But that was ages ago! And Yegor waslike an eagle—
somehow—then. . . . You envied me yourself.

ABBESS MELANIA: I? Are you cracked, woman?

XENIA: Ah well, what’s the use of casting things up at each
other now. . . . .

ABBESs MELANIA: Mercy on us! I envied her, she says! I?

xENi1A: How about Prokofii? Perhaps we shouldn’t call him
in?

ABBESs MELANIA: Why not? We sent for him, we agreed on

" it—and then all of a sudden—you don’t want him! Don’t
meddle with me. Go and get him ready and bring him in.
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Taissyal [TAIsSYA comes in [rom the vestibule.] Well, what
have you got to say?

ratssya: I couldn’t find out anything. [XENIA leaves the
room. |

ABBESS MELANIA: Why?

TAISYA: She won’t say anything,

ABBESS MELANIA: What do you mean, she won’t say any-
thing? You ought to have pressed her.

TalssYA: I did, but she only splutters like a cat—and abuses
everybody.

ABBEsS MELANIA: Abuses everybody! What does she say?

tassya: Calls them all crooks.

ABBESs MELANIA: Why?

TAIssYA: She says you only want to drive the fellow crazy.

ABBESS MELANI1A: She said that to you?

TALSYA: No, to Propettei the Blessed.

ABBESS MELANIA: And what does he say?

TassyA: He’s sitting there, making up funny sayings. . . .

ABBEss MELANIA: Funny sayings? Eh . .. dunderhead!
He’s a fanatic, those are prophesies, fool! Sit down in the
vestibule and don’t stir from there. . . . Was there anyone
else in the kitchen?

TATssYA: Mokel. . . .

ABBESS MELANIA: Well, go along now. . . . [Goes up to
BULICHOV’S door and knocks.] Yegori, the Blessed Pro-
kofii’s here.

[xENIA and BASHKIN escort the Blessed PROPOTTEI into the
room. He wears bast sandals, a long unbleached linen shirt
that reaches to his ankles, and a number of brass crosses and
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small icons on his chest. His appearance is rather terrifying:
his hair is thick and matied, his beard long, narrow and
straggling, his movements are convulsive and jerky.]

ProPOTTEI: Ugh, what a stink of tobacco smoke! It’d smother
your very soul. . . .

xENIA: Nobody’s smoked in here. . . .

[PrROPOTTEL blows in imitation of the winter wind.]
ABBESS MELANIA: Here, hold on, wait till he comes out. . .
BULICHOV [led cut of his bedroom by GLaPHIRA]: Ah, so

that’s you, is it? Look who’s here now!

PROPOTTEL: Be not afraid! Fear not! [Blows again.] All
is ashes, all must pass! “Grisha the monk climbed higher
and higher, till he bumped his head on the ceiling. The devil
was waiting and watching his dealing, and dragged him
off into the fire.”

BuLIcHOV: This is all about Rasputin, is it?

PROPOTTEI: The tsar is dethroned, his kingdom is going to
ruin; from now on sin, death and stinking foulness will
reign! Oo-oh! the blizzard howls, oo-oh! the melting of
the snows and the filthy roads. [[matates the whistling of
the wind. Points to GLAPHIRA with his staff.] The Devi
in female form is close beside you. Drive her away!

suricHov: Il drive you away; that’s what I'll do! Gab
if you like, but know when to stop. Was it you, Melania,
who taught him all this?

ABBESs MELANIA: What things you think of? Can the mad
be taught?

BULICHOV: It looks as if they could. . . .

[sHURA comes running downstairs followed by ANTONINA and

75



Act 111 YEGOR BULICHOV & OTHERS

TYATIN. Then the ZVONTSOVs and the DISTIGAYEVS come
down. PROPOTTFEI draws signs on the floor and in the air
with his staff, but says nothing. Stands thoughtfully with
bent head.]

SHURA [running up to her father]: Now what’s all this?
What kind of a show is it?

ABBESS MELANIA: You hold your tongue!

PROPOTTEL [as if speaking with difficulty]: No sleep for the
heretic, but the clock goes, tick, tick—a tick. If there was
a God...and if ... He could . . . and He would
«..no no....And...whose misfortune? Play,
Satan, you’ve been given . . . a free hand! Midnight
strikes, the cock crows, cock-a-doodle-doo! . . . Tick, tick,
tick—tick . . . here’s the end of a heretic!

BULICHOV: Very nice; they taught you well, I must say. . . .
ABBEss MELANIA: Don’t interrupt, Yegor, don’t interrupt, I
tell you. . . . .
PROPOTTEI: What shall we do? What shall we tell people!
ANTONINA [regretfully]: Oh, but he isn’t a bit terrible.

No. ...

PROPOTTEI: They’ve killed a nit and sung a mass for it.
« - . But maybe we ought to dance! Come on then, we’ll
dance, to you—and to ourselves. [Stamps his fect, hum-
ming softly at first, then louder and capers about.] Astaroth,
Sabatan, Askafat, Idume, Neume. . . . If you can’t you’re
done, bim, bom, knock your head against the walli Aye
« « . piff, biff—what do you sniff! Hokey pokey, ain’t it
smoky! Satan’s a-playing with his own-own-own, here in
the world he’s all alo-lo-lone! Zakatama the witch got him
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in her loins, the bitch! He can’t get away from sin and forni-
cation, it’s plain that Yegorro was born for sorrow. . . .

SHURA [screaming]: Oh! Chase him out of here!

BULICHOV: So you—want to frighten me, devil take you!

zvoNTsov: This disgusting scene ought to be stopped. . . .

[GLAPHIRA rums up to PROPOTTEI, whereupon he, without
pausing in his gyrations, tries to strike her with his stick.]

PrROPOTTEL: Hic, heck, hoc, hack! Evil spirit, turn you back!

[TYATIN snaiches the stick from PROPOTTEI’s hand. ]

ABBESS MELANIA: What are you doing? Who are you—
to. . ..

sHURA: Father, send them all away. . . . Why do you sit
and say nothing?

BULICHOV [with an impatient gesture]: Wait . . . wait.

[PROPOTTEI sits dotwn on the floor, blewing and screeching.]

ABBEss MELANIA: He mustn’t be touched! He’s under a spell
of inspiration, he’s gone into ecstasy!

DOSTIGAYEV: For going into ecstasies like that, Mother Mel-
ania, he should get it in the neck.

zvoNTsov: Get up! And clear out—quick now!

PrOPOTTEI: Eh . . . where? [[mitates the howling of the
wind again.]

- " [XEN1A begins to cry.] '

ELIZAVETA: Doesn’t he do that well . . . in two perfectly
different voices! :

BULIcHOV: Qut with the whole lot of you. . . . You’ve done
enough gaping here. . . . :
SHURA [stamping her foot at the half-wit]: Go away, you

horrible creature! Stepa, chase him out!
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TYATIN [taking PROPOTTEI by the back of the neck]: Come
along, saint, up with you! [Both exit.]

Talssva: He wasn’t really very frightening today, He can
make it much more awful than that—if he’d been given a
drop of vodka. . . .

ABBESs MELANIA: You! How——dare you—blab? [Gives the
girl a resounding slap on the cheek.]

zvoNTsov: You ought to be ashamed of yourself!

ABBESs MELANIA: What? Before you?

vArRvARA: Calm yourself, auntic. . . .

XENIA: Heavens above! . . . What’s all this, anyhow?

[sHURA a7d GLAPHIRA help BULICHOV to lie down on the
couch. DOSTIGAYEV stands looking at him attentively. The
ZVONTSOVS lead away XENIA and ABBESS MELANIA. ]

DOSTIGAYEV [Zo Ais wife] : Let’s go home, Liza, let’s go home.
Bulichov’s in a bad way. Very bad. And there’s the demon-
stration. . . . We ought to join it.

EL1ZAVETA: How did he manage to imitatc the wind like
that, eh? I've never imagined anything like it.

BULICHOV [fo sHURA]: The Abbess thought it all out . . .
this. . . .

SHURA: Are you feeling bad?

BULICHOV: She. . . . It’s something like hearing the burial
service . . . before a man’s dead. . . .

sHURA: Tell me ... are you feeling worse? Shall I
send for the doctor!?

BULICHOV: No, you needn’t. He put it in himself—the clown
—that bit about the kingdom. . . . “If there was a God,
and if He could”. . . you heard him? But He can’t!
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SHURA: You must forget all this, . . .

BuLIcHOV: We'll forget it all right! You ought to go and
have a look at what they’re all doing. . . . See that they
don’t do Glaphira any harm, . . . What’s all that singing
in the street?

SHURA: You mustn’t get up!

BULICHOV: And it'll come to ruin—-the kingdom where
everything’s foul and stinks. . . . I can’t sec anything. . . .

[Rises, and clinging to the table with ome hand, rubs his
eyes.] “Thy kingdom come!”. .. What kingdom?
Beasts; Kingdom. . .. “Our father, which art. . ..”
No . . . that’s no good. What sort of a father are you
to me, if you've condemned me to death! For what?
Everyone dies? But why? Well, let them all—But why
should I? [Sways.] Well? What is it, Yegor? [Shouts
hoarsely.] Shura . . . Glakha . . . the doctor! Hey,
somebody—devils! Yegor . . . Bulichov . .. Yegor!

[SHURA, GLAPHTRA, TYATIN 47d TAISSYA run to BULICHOV
who sways and almost falls as he tries to go to them. Outside
the window the singing grows louder and heartier. GLA-
PHIRA and TYATIN support BULICHOV. SHURA daris over
to the window and opens it. The singing bursis into the
room.]

BULICHOV: What is it? The burial service—again-—singing
me out of the world! Shura! Who is it?

siiURA: Come over here, come on and look!

suricxov: Eh, Shura. . .

CURTAIN
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ACT ONE

A4 musical prelude . . . surging, over-
whelming in its mighty grief. Wild out-
bursts of exultation. Sounds of human
movement. Anguished cries of “Why?
Why?»? Frantic searchings [or answers
.« « the finding of them.

There were eighty-five thousand of wus
Bultic sailors, and forty thousand more on
the Black Sca. We, too, searched for an-
swers. . . . And here are two of the
sailors and their talk.

THE FIRST: [surveying those who have come to see the
Tragedy]: Who're these people?

THE SECOND: Why, that’s the audience. They’re our de-
scendants, That’s our future sitting out there, man—don’t
you remember how we used to eat our hearts out, on the
ships, wishing we could see it some time, this future of ours?

THE FIRST: Mighty interesting to see the future come to life.
I guess there must be a thousand of ’em here, all staring at
us. . . . Ahoy, you out there—haven’t you ever seen a
sailor before?

THE SECOND: They’re keeping mum. They’ve come here
to watch heroic deeds, and see heroic people.

THE FIRST: Then let ’em look at one another!

THE SECOND: What a polite silence! Can’t somebody stand
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up and say something? [To a person in the audience.] You
there, comrade—you with the frown. This isn’t the War
Commissariat—it’s a theatre. . . . Maybe you think a
War Commissariat and a theatre have different purposes
tonight? Aha, you don’t think so!-—Well, come on then,
let’s get started! [Recites, like a prelude to @ poem.] Lay
aside the affairs of the evening. The sailor’s regiment trav-
elled its road to the end. Now it turns to you—to posterity.

[Slowly, with heavy rumblings, colossal armour-plates swing
open upon a cloudless, incandescent day, its glare unbear-
able for Northern eyes. The face of the earth quivers in

- the heat. The regiment is marching on an ancient road.
The dazzling light is intensified by the white uniforms the
regiment wears. The men move down and array themselves
like a huge chorus, facing the oudience.]

THE SECOND [#ow CHORUS-LEADER]: Each one of these
men had a family. Each one of them had a woman who
loved him. When the women were widowed they grew
to love other men just as much. This is life. It does not
die. Many of them had children. They are here tonight.
And each of these men thought dimly of the coming
generation. Eighteen years ago that was hard to imagine—
but now it has grown up, this generation, and sits here
strong and real. Hello, new generation! These fighters
did not ask you to mourn their deaths. Whole armies
of such fighters were laid away under the sod in the great
Civil War but your hearts didn’t stop beating. Life does
not die. Why, men can laugh and eat their dinners over the
graves of their fellow-men. And this is beautiful! When

84



AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY det I

our boys lay dying they’d say, “Keep smiling! Look lively,
Revolution!” As I said, this regiment turns to posterity. But
don’t think you’ve come to a funeral—just forget all that,
the crépe and the last sad rites. We’re only -asking you
to sit here tonight and think about, and understand, the
meaning that struggle and death really have for us. And so,
it begins when. . . .

[The Lights dim . . . evening shadows criss-cross the deck of a
great battleship. The sed’s silence is full of immeasurable
melancholy that only music can express. The L1rTLE FINN,
VAINGNEN, begins.]

vAINONEN: Sunset, and not a soul to say a kind word to a
lonesome sailor.

[His despair, his foreign accent, his eyes from which tears
trickle for mo reason other than the wast inchoate stillness
of the world . . . all this touches the heart. And suddenly,
shattering the silence, and shocking everyome, a Russian
drill-master’s voice.]

THE VOICE [bellowing]: *"Tenn-shunn! Heels together, toes
apart! Riiii-ght dress! Front!

[The L1TTLE FINN is rudely brought back to reality.]

VAINONEN: What’s that son-of-a-bitch doing there? Does
he think ‘the old regime is back? [He draws himself up,
scowling fiercely in the direction from which the bullying
commands are heard.] Pipe down over there! Three hun-
dred years of that is enough.

THE voIcE: Left face! Right face!

VAINONEN: Shut up, I say! We're sick of that! Sdazana!
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[sporTY, @ pock-marked sailor comes up cabmly and deliber-
ately and stands beside him.]

sPorTY: Don’t get excited. Let him alone. He’s brought a
woman on board, stripped her naked, and is marching her
up and down. He just loves teaching military drill to naked
women.

THE VoOICE: About face! Forward march! Halt!

VAINSNEN: Séatana! U1l cut his throat!

[A4ble Seaman of the Baltic Fleet, ALEXEL, whose throat the
LITTLE FINN wants to cut, strolls nonchalantly out from a
gangway. ]

ALExEI: Ah, Viindnen. . . . Feeling lonesome! D’you
want a2 woman? [Shouting into the dark gangway, where
the woman is standing.] Stand up straight, dearie, and keep
still. I didn’t give the command “At ease.” Well, Viinsnen,
I’m making you an offer.

[ds he listens, the LITTLE FINN cuts curly shavings off the
wooden table with his “pukkd”—an eight-inch Finnish
Enife.]

VAINONEN: It ain’t right.

ALEXEI: What ain’t right?

VAINGNEN: To do that to a woman.

ALEXEL: Why ain’t it right? And what & right, anyway?
[Draws his revolver.] Blowing people’s brains out with
this thingamajig, maybe? But over there—[Pointing to
the gangway where the woman, rifle on shoulder, stands
dim in the deep shadow]—in the first place you’ve got com-
fort, in the second place some nice loving, and in the third
place—she’s making a living at it!
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vAINGNEN: So you’ve turned into a philosopher, have you!?

ALEXEI: Now tell me—what is right? . . . [Sherply.] Be-
fore, I used to know it all, straight out of the hand-book.
It was right to obey orders, right to honour your parents,
right to love your bride, right to pray to God. All perfectly
clear. Oh, everything was ship-shape in those days and I
was an able seaman. And to be a seaman was right, too.
But now? What is right, now?

SPOTTY: Say, what’s eatin’ you?

ALEXEI: I’m looking for the truth, that’s all.

SPOTTY: You ain’t the first.

ALEXEI: Ispend an hour or so playing hell with that little angel
over there, and then I sit up all night talking with her about
life. . . . Now you tell me, what does “right” mean,
these days.

VAINGNEN: Right—that'll be when everything’s all right for
everybody. When there’s Socialism.

ALEXEI: How do you mean—“everybody?”

VAINONEN: Well, later on, after a few years. Then it'll be
all right. It’s for the sake of the future that everybody’s
been torn up by the roots.

ALEXEIL: For everybody? Will be! Everything is going to be,
in the hereafter, like in the Holy Scriptures! But as
for me—1I’d just like to have a look, even once, at what is
—not what’s going to be, y'understand, but what is. As
it is, everybody’s trading on the future. They shovel out this
talk by the ton, no end to it. [T'o the dorkened gangway.]
Steady, darling, stand at attention like a good little girl. . . .
Well, all right then, suppose I grant you everybody’ll have
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it hunky-dory some day. But what about the guys who’ll
get shot!?

vAINONEN: They shall be remembered forever!

ALEXxEI: Thanks for nothing. You’re a big comfort.

vAINONEN: There’s nothing funny about it, you damn fool!
‘Those who die in this revolution will be dying like human
beings, like men, for the first time. Up to now we’ve been
driven to slaughter like sheep in the stockyards—man-meat,
tripe, two kopeks a pound. .

ALEXEIL: That’senough, I'sce your point. So everything’s gomg
to be all right, is it?

VAINONEN: Yes. . . . [He speaks alittle more calmly, though
still excited, and somewhat derisively.]

ALEXEL: Oh, yes! You mean to say some day there’ll be
no more need to fight for anything? Is that it? Humanity
simply arrives where it was bound for, eh?—just let down
the gangplank and go ashore? Port of destination, the rosy
future! And say—tell me—will a fellow be able to grab
onto this future with his hands and feel the heft of it?

sPoTTY: If you and me are gone there’ll be others to feel of it.

ALEXEI: E-e-e-ekh! A man never gets anywhere, he just goes
on and on. We’ll never reach port, and neither will any-
one else. You sail through this world without making
any stops. Nobody, anywhere, has ever yet reached the
end. And this discovery was first made by me, Able Sea-
man Alexei: Write that down. [To the woman.] You're
dismissed, little ‘angel. Still at attention! Order arms!
[Thump of a rifle-butt dropped on the deck.] Stand at
ease! Fall out, have 2 smoke, and go ashore. But wait a
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bit—TI’ll just say goodbye to you. [A71d he go.e: out to take
his leave of the woman.]

sporry: No use arguing with him.

VAINONEN: There are them as will. You find that kind.

sPoTTY: Where’d he conie from anyway?

VAINONEN: From the Pacific. He was in America. Jumped
ship somewhere. :

spoTTY: Thinks a lot about life.

VAINONEN [conternptuously]: An anarchist!

[The LITTLE FINN sits motionless. In the dusk sailors appear
and drift gloomily about. Someone sings the. mournful song
of the dying stoker. . . .]

“‘T’m done for, buddies, I can’t stand watch,’
Sighed the stoker’s mate to the oiler,

“The fire in my furnace has gone clean out
And there’s no more steam in my boiler.””

[In rushes Able Seaman of the Baitic Fleet, ALEXEL Everyone
becomes silent.]

ALEXEI [with suppressed fury]: Sailors of the battle fleet!

. Anarchists! Danget!

VAINONEN: Where! What’s upP

TALL SAILOR: Danger?

sPOTTY: Stand from under! :

[4n excited buzz of woices follows ‘the cry of alarm. All
crowd around ALEXEI shouting “W here? What? Who?”]

ALEXEL [gloomily, his back to the crowd]: A commissar has
been appointed to our ship.

TALL SAILOR: High time
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vAINONEN: He'll explain to you about life now!

[In the crowd of waiting, listening men someone cries omin-
ously, “So they don’t trust us any more?” At this the men
seem to see “Them” they hold guilty, and their bodies grow
tense in eagerness to strike. Suddenly the hum of voices dies
away, the tension is relaxed. The men change their positions,
growing quicter and gquicter. They back up making way.
A ruddy, long-haired, broad-shouldered man s coming
closer and closer. Wordlessly, he dominates them. T his s
the onarchist CHIEF. In the stillness he puts o deliberate,
low-voiced questiom.]

cHIEF: Why the noise?

FOGHORN [the CHIEF’s right-hand man]: Answer!

ALEXEI: They’ve sent us a commissar!

cHIEF: That’s nothing to howl about. What party does he
belong to?

ALEXED: The government Party. The Bolsheviks.

cHIEF: He’ll get used to us. We’ll take him in hand and
bring him up right.

[4 WOMAN enters and approaches the tense, silent crowd of
men. That she should appear aboard this ship at this time
seems impossible and unbelievable; surely she will shrivel
at the very first questions hurled at her by these rough
voices. But the men stand looking her up and down, not
deigning to ask questions.]

ALEXEIL: I’d advise this here commissar—

cHIEF: I'd advise you not to give me advice. [Pause.] You
talk too much.

[ The woMAN, divining who is leader in this mob, goes up to

90



AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY det 1

the CHIEF and hands him a paper. He reads it . . . looks
hard at the WOMAN, reads the paper a second time.]

cHIEF: So it’s you that’s been sent to be our commissar?

[With a quick nod the WOMAN gives him to understand that
this is so clear there is no need even to speak of it. Nearby, a
sailor’s mouth plops open in amazement.]

A vorce: Well I’ll be. . . .

[The cHIEF reuches out deliberately and with his big fist
chucks shut the sailor’s sagging jaw.]

CHIEF: You're a Soc1a1-Democrat——a Bolshe\rxkP

WOMAN: Yes.

CHIEF: Been one long?

woMaN: Since nineteen-sixteen.

cuier: Hm. ... Well, let’s live together. . .. Make
yourself at home, start your good work. [To the sailors,
who are crowding around them.] Stand back! Don’t bother
her!

[The men slowly withdraw, craning their necks as they go,
staring at the WOMAN.]

cHIEF: Maybe you'd like someone to help you with your
baggage?

SPOTTY: Ain’t no porters any more, you know.

woman: I’ll manage.

[Tbey leave her alone on the deck.]
[Silence.]

[4 new figure appears—a typical naval officer. Not know-

" ing the situation, he is surprised; but he sees ¢ woman and
50 hastens to offer his services.)

OFFICER: Permit me to assist you,
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[He carries her one small suitcase forward from the top of the
gangway, studying her with lively curiosity.]

OFFICER [lowering his voice]: Have you come to visit one of
the officers of this—er—former battleship?

WOMAN: I—

OFFICER [bowing]: Lieutenant Behring. [Begins confiden-
tislly and somewhat surprised at his own words.] 1 have
been sent here as commander. [He doffs his cap, stoops
to kiss her hand, whzch he takes himself rather than is
given.]

woMAN: I am the Bolshevik Commissar appointed to this
ship. Don’t call yourself “lieutenant™ any more.

[She speaks with compelling simplicity. Neither theunexpected-
ness nor the awkwardness of the situation embarrass the
OFFICER. He draws himself up calmly, replaces his cap,
and, saluting more from force of habit than from any in-
tention to do her homour, continues the conversation—but
in a voice infinitely far removed from the cordial “society”
tone in which he had begun.]

OFFICER: Arrived ready to report for duty. War Seaman
Behring.

[Both turn at the sound of a threatening mutter and a com-
motion arising from the bowels of the ship. After a few
seconds the LITTLE FINN appears, backing slowly, “pukka”
in hand, retreating before someone to whom he s?eak:
with pent-up fury.]

VAINONEN: Don’t you dare! Don’t you dare. . . . [Point-
ing to the woMaN.] You want her, too, do you? Sdatana!

[Two men are advancing upon him—ALEXEY, and his ac-
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complice, a squat man, Soundlessly, with eyes and lips alone,
they are trying to break the LITTLE FINN’S resistance.
Hunched up, knife in hand, he stands between them and
the WoMAN. They advance upon him, overpower him, fling
him far aside.]

VAINONEN: We won’t leave her like this!

[He picks himself up and rushes out to get help. The WOMAN
is on the alert.]

OFFICER: Evidently you have some Party matters to discuss.
Perhaps I'd better go.

[ALEXEI pays no attention to the OFFICER, whom he considers
too insignificant to notice. He swaggers up to the WOMAN. ]

ALEXEI: Let’s get married, comrade. . . . What are you
surprised at? Love is a highly respectable affair. We'll
be reproducing our species and having a hell of a good
time doing it. :

OFFICER: What on earth is going on here? [To ALEXEL]
Listen, you—

COMMISSAR [0 the OFFICER]: Please go away, Comrade
Commander. We'll have a talk by ourselves. This ¢com-
rade is interested in the marriage question.

[Obeying, but no longer understanding anything, the former
officer withdraws.]

ALEXEI: Again I say, let’s have some fornication, comrade
representative from headquarters. And you’d better make
it snappy, because the next man is getting up steam, and
there are plenty more waiting their turn below decks.

[ The comMIssaR senses not so much the meaning of the words
as the nature of the situation. Each movement of the men
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is met by a scarcely perceptible counter-move on her part.]

ALEXEI: Now then—?

[From all sides 1the anarchists are advancing slowly out of the
gloom.] ,

SAILOR [singing, to the COMMISSAR]:

“In the scent of the blossoming lilacs,

I shall kiss you more hotly, my dear.”

[Hollow laughter from the mnen.] Pretty lady, have pity
on the needy in their want. . . . I want to sleep with
you.

SAILOR [off-stage]: Hey will you be through there soon?
[Comes in carrying a bed-sheet.] What are you staring at?
Flop down on that deck!

comMIssArR: Comrades—

ALEXE1 [mockingly]:—and fellow workers!

coMMIssaR: Comrades—

SAILOR [threatemingly]: Say, who do you think you’ve come
to live with, anyway, Miss Commissar?

[Out of the open hatchway suddenly rises the naked torso of a
huge man horribly tattooed.]

[Silence.]

coMMIssAR: You're not joking? You really want to try me? .

HALF-NAKED GIANT: We don’t joke here! [Leaps out of the
hatch at her.]

coMMIssAR: Neither do we! .

[And a bullet from the COMMISSAR’S tiny revolver pierces his
belly. The sailors scuttle backwards.]

commIssAR: Now then. . . does anyone else want a try at
the Commissar’s body? [To the nearest.] Do you? [To
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another.] Do you? [To a third.] Do you! [Not allow-
ing time for a counter-blow to develop, the COMMISSAR
advances upon them with her revolver in hand.] Nobody,
eh? And why not? [The cCoMMISSAR checks herself, and
after a moment’s silence, which she needs to quiet the thump-
ing of her heart, speaks.] See here, men—when I feel
the need—and I'm a normal, healthy woman—TI'll
manage, all right, don’t worry. That’s not so hard, and
I certainly don’t need a whole drove of stallions to urge
me on.

SPOTTY [with an ingratiating giggle]: Now you’re talkin’!

[VAINONEN rushes in. With him are the TALL SAILOR, the
OLD SAILOR, and two others.]

VAINGNEN: Steady, Commissar! We’ll help you!

comMIssar: No need to. Everything’s all right here.

[The men turn away and grow quiet, for the amarchist
CHIEF is approaching. He enters without haste. Exchange
of glances. The cHIEF looks at the corpse. He kicks it. It
skides down the ladder out of sight, thudding dully on rung
after rung to the bottom. The CHIEF looks at the com-
MISSAR. ]

cHIEF: I hope you'll excuse him. He was just a brute—what
could you expect of him?

ALEXEI: Let’s go.

coMMIssAR: Members of the Communist Party, and sym-
pathizers, will remain here.

FOGHORN [instantly parrying]: You can’t do that—we’re
having a general meeting,

[Without wasting words the CHIEF’s henchmaon advances
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- wpon thase who have remained behind in accordance with
the COMMISSAR’s call. He shoulders up to the TALL SAILOR,
whose face wears an expression both haughty and scornful.]

FOGHORN: Oh, so we.have a Communist sympathizer here,
have we?

TALL SAILOR: And not the only one by a damn sight.

[FOGHORN and another henchman jostle and drive away all
the men but the LITTLE FINN, who obstinately dodges and
remains behind. He is left alone on the vast sweep of empty
deck.]

CcOMMISSAR: You're all alone?

VAINONEN: You're alone, too, Commissar.

coMMIssAR: And the Party? ‘

BLACKOUT

Enter the CHORUS-LEADERS of the
regiment,

IST CHORUS-LEADER: Let me ask you—do you remember how
many Communists there were in the Red Army and Navy
in those days? Come now! try to remember, you who were
there! [Pause.] There were two hundred and eighty thou-
sand. That was half the Party membership. Every second
Communist was under firé at the front. And every Com-
munist who remained behind was under fire too, whether

-he was in’ the city, or in the:Country, for in class war there -
is no rear, the front is everywhere. And the casuality lists—
amorig the wounded -Communists, Vladimir Ilyich Lenin;
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among the killed, Volodarsky, Uritsky, the twenty-six com-
missars of Baku, whole regional committees, whole Party
organizations wiped out to the last man. But did the Party
flinch?

2ND CHORUS-LEADER: Can anyone stop a Party like this, or
prevent its work—a Party that is armed, bold, flexible, that
has roused the whole working class. A Party that has created
the Soviet Union, the great rallying point for all the best
elements in the human race. A Party that has created unity
of proletarian will in a struggle that is both “bloody and
bloodless, both violent and peaceful”—a struggle won against
all the forces of the old world. [Puuse.] Those who make
bold to match their strength against a Party like this, against
our country—they will be smashed, will be annihilated!

BLACKOUT

The stage is empty. Enter the anarchist
CHIEF, followed by bhis hoarse-voiced
henchman, FOGHORN, and ALEXEL 4
heavy silence, electric with wariness.

ALEXEI: She’s beginning to collect all kinds of people around
her.

FoGHORN: We'll settle their hash for them soon enough.
Sssh!—here comes the Finn. [To the FINN as he passes.]
Hey you, big Party member, come here a minute!

VAINONEN: I’m coming. I love to hear your angel voice—it
sounds just like a nightingale,

97

7--665



Act I AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY

FOGHORN [controlling himself]: What was she talking about
in there?

VAINONEN [#12 a mocking sing-song]: Oh, she was just talking.

[Grinning, he strolls leisurely off. The sound of his footfalls
dies away.)

ALEXEL: Did you ever hear tell of such a woman in all
your born days?

FOGHORN: She ought to be chopped up into dog-meat.

CHIEF: Pipe down, you! [Pause.] Anyone who touches her
now—[4 gesture of finality.] Suppose we do toss her over-
board? They’ll simply send us ancther commissar. Can’t
you get that through your heads? [Thinks a moment.]
And everybody seems to like this one. Why, come to think
of it, this woman is really very valuable to us!

ALEXEIL: Since when did you start thinking that way?

CHIEF [not deigning to reply]: And she’s a mighty trim little
ship too. When I look into her eyes, I can just feel
that she and I are going to understand each other. Tl
bet she’s got a leaning toward anarchism . . . knows
her own mind. .

ALEXEL D'l try her out on that—leave it to me,

FoGHORN: Haw-haw-haw! Go on—offer’ her one of Kro-
potkin’s pamphlets.

COMMISSAR [entering, looking around]: Why didn’t you
tell me you were going to hold a meeting, comrades? Still,
now that we’re all here. . . . While you’re about it, ask
the new commander to come, too. Who'll go and call
him?

[Silence.]
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COMMISSAR [nmoticing a movement down the hatchway]:
Hello, down below! Anybody there? [A4 stout grey-haired
man in uniform clambers puffing out of the hatchway.]
Come here. Who are you, comrade?

THE MAN [in a sepulchral voice]: I ain the Bo’sun.
[FOGHORN lets out a husky guffaw.]
comMmissaR: The Bo’sun? Go on—no bo’sun ever spoke in

a voice like that. Once again now—who are you?

BO'SUN [scenting something and abruptly assuming his best
naval manner]: Former boatswain of the warship Em-
peror Paul the First, Comrade Commissar!

[ALEXEI grumts with surprise.]

commIssaR: Ah, now I see you really are the Bo’sun. Go
and ask the new commander to come here at once.

BO’SUN: Aye, Aye. [On second thought, turns apprehensively
to the anarchist CHIEF. CHIEF nods assent.] . .

commissar: Well?

BO’sUN: Fetch the new commander, it is. [Exit.]

FOGHORN [0 the coMMIsSAR]: You sure know how to get
along with us,

COMMISSAR: Yes.

FOGHORN: The female sex certainly has a refining influence
on men’s manners.

commiIssar: That’s fine. Then everything’s all right.

[THE COMMANDER enters and makes o vague gesture of
salute.]

comMIssar: Get acquainted, comrades.

[Exchange of hostile glances. Muttering. Vague hand move-
ments. ]
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coMmIssaR: Acquainted? Well then, let’s get down to busi-
ness. [ To the Commander.] Read out the order.

COMMANDER [drawing an officiul paper from bhis breast
pocket]: Order: “Effective today. The name of the crew
‘Free Anarchist Revolutionary Detachment’ is abolished.
The crew is hereby reorganized into a regular regiment
of three battalions. The regiment is to be called “The
First Naval Regiment.’”” [Replaces the paper.] The regi-
ment will be commanded by me.

ALEXEY [bursts out]: Say, evidently you haven’t heard what
happened to His Majesty Tsar Nicholas the Second, out in
the Ural Mountains, the other day?

comMissar: I'll tell you all about what happened to the person
you mention, when we’ve got a minute to spare. [To the
COMMANDER. | Generally speaking, this comrade—[#ods
at ALEXEI]|—has a remarkable thirst for knowledge. Last
time, if you remember, he was making a study of the mar-
riage question [To ALEXEL] Were you satisfied with
the explanation you got!

[Silence.]

comMmissAR: That seems to be all for the present. The de-
tachment—we’ll call 'it the regiment from now on—is
simply bubbling over with strength and energy. [To
ALEXEL] That’s true, isn’t it? [Pauwse.] Tomorrow we
leave for the front—that’s an addition to the order. [ To the
anarchist cHIEF.] At the front you’ll really have an op-
portunity to use your experience and abilities—don’t you
think? [To the comMANDER.] Issue the necessary orders.
Dismissed.
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COMMANDER: Aye, aye.

coMmMIssAR: Bo’sun, you may go.

BO’SUN [with a sidelong glance at the cHIEF]: Aye, aye.

|When the BOSUN and the COMMANDER have gone off, the
CHIEF rises and strolls deliberately over to the COMMISSAR. ]

cHIEF: Maybe we could have a little talk with you?

comMmissAR: Let’s.

[The four of them sit down at a table. Oppressive silence.)

ALEXEI: If you two are through talking. . . . Sort of un-
fortunate choice your Central Committee made—or who-
ever it is that does the appointing where you come from.
Now in the Army, for instance, you’d’ve been just fine,
really fine.

commMissAR: I've worked in the Army, too.

[The cHIEF, his henchman and ALEXEI exchange glances.]

FOGHORN: Aw, you did, did you?

ALEXEI: You're pretty young for your job, we’re thinking.
Why, your nursie was wheeling you around the garden in
a baby-carriage when he—[with a familiar, yet deferential
gesture toward the CHIEF |—was serving a hard-labour sen-
tence in Siberia for leading a peasant uprising. . . . [4 pause
while all four appraise this fact.] It’s damned hard—now
don’t get me wrong on this—it’s hard, psychologically, I
mean, this contrast [gesture] between you and us, see?
We can’t get over it. . . . [Drowing his powerful frame
up to full height.] Just compare now, really, you and us.
We’re a bunch of bums—in the good old sea-farin’ sense,
I mean—bummed our way all over the world, broke out
of jail, went through the war, been taken prisoner. . . .
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FOGHORN [ grasping the COMMISsAR’s hand]: And had syph~
ilis twice—first time the European sort, then the American
kind. . . .

commissAR: What of it? We have to work with the men
we’ve got, not with some kind of imaginary people. By and
large it looks like the men in our regiment are a good lot of
fighters, with plenty of spirit. With men like that—

ALEXEI [snterrupting]: . . . Men who have forgotten once
and for all how to click their heels and salute some
stuffed shirt! [Walks mincingly up and down, acting a
parody.] “Yes, Comrade Commissar”—“No complaints,
Comrade Commissar”—“Please pardon me, Comrade
Commissar”—“Hip, hip, hurrah, Comrade Commissar”—
maybe that’s what you’re looking for here?

FOGHORN [touching the COMMISSAR’s hand again and speak-
ing intimately]: With us, lady, life 1 something all busted
and mangled. That’s what barracks and prisons do to a
man, . . . They put us on these damn boats, soaked us in
rotten booze, tattooed things all over us—and you—now
you come around trying to feed us your “class-consciousness™
mush by the spoonful. . . . What are you hanging around
here for, lady, when all we want is to live the rest of our

" lives as we damn well please. . . . Or stop a bullet and find

" peace. [Falls silent for a moment.] Only inside here—/[tap-
ping himself on the chest]—there’s ‘2 wish left, a sort of

. feeling—that people should live cleaner—in body and in
‘soul. But you—you want to be teaching us th'ngs, to be
sitting in judgment over us, when all we know is that it’s
high time for us.to.croak.
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coMmMIssAR: I’m not against learning from you—if I can.

cHIEF: That’s fine! But you might explain one thing: Aren’t
we anarchists ready to give our lives for the Revolution? We
are! But then this Bolshevik Party of yours, that’s taken
over the government, wants to lay down all sorts of rules
and conditions for us—for us, who are laying down our
lives. It looks mighty fishy. What’s the idea, anyway?

comMIssAR: It’s very simple. We Bolsheviks know where
we’re going and how to get there. We fix the conditions
and people accept them. If people didn’t accept them, we
couldn’t fix them.

ALEXEI: Maybe you’ll teach us how to die, too, eh?

coMMIssAR: If it comes to that, you’ll see.

CHIEF: Yes, yes. . . . [Changing his tone.] Now listen,
please don’t hold it against my boys, the way they treated
you when you’d just arrived. They didn’t understand, that
was all.

commissAR: What’s the good of raking up the past? I’m will-
ing to let by-gones be by-gones.

ALEXElL [springing up]: What a pair of god-damned hypo-
crites you two are! Makes me sick, looking at you—or at
myself either, for that matter. [ To the CHIEF, then to the
commissar.] You're lying! And you're lying, too! [To zhe
coMmMmIssaRr. ] Listen to this. [Points to the cHIEF.] It was
he who set us on to you, that first day you came. “Scare

_ the life out of her’—that’s what he said.

cHIEF [laughing, but at the same time only half suppressing a
nervous twitching of his face]: He’s just joking.

coMmIssAR: Sure, I know, he’s a great joker.
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ALEXEL: Joking, am I? Listening to you two makes me
want to take a knife, cut my brains out, and rinse them clean
again. . . . What am I doing here, anyway, with you
scum? [Pause. Then to the comMIssaR.] And you, too,
sitting there all calm and pretty, talking everything over,
being so damn wise and modest. . . . “I’m ready to learn
from you. ...” “I understand. . . .” You bitch!
You’re lying, too! We saw how you bump off our buddies
—bang through the belly and down the hatch.

COMMISSAR [f0 the cHIEF]: This comrade gets excited easily.
[To aLexEL] Are you a member of the Anarchist Party?

ALEXEI: I’'m my own party—the party of critical reason. My
party is no party. [Bursting out.] What are you getting at,
anyway? Did you bother to ask us what party we belonged
to when we stormed the Winter Palace?

FOGHORN [pushing ALEXEI aside]: It means a whole lot,
lady, to get to know each other like this. I bet you thought
we sailors were just tramps, riff-raff in wide pants—like
what the sissy-boys are wearing now, ashore. Why, us guys
remember the old days—the Japanese campaign—Tsu-~
sima. . . .

commiIssAR: So much the better, [Rising.] I guess we un-
derstand each other now.

cHIEF: We sure ought to. Let’s shake. [Self-confidently holds
out his hand.]

commrssar: I'll shake—on one condition: Stop the joking.

|4 searching, subtle hand-clasp. ALEXEY watches. The com-
MISSAR leaves—the three men gazing after her. The light,
quick sound of her footsteps dies away.)
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FOGHORN: Yeah . . . some wench!

CHIEF [0 ALEXEI]: You know what happens to people who
blab?

ALEXEI: And do you know what happens to traitors who sell
out? Shook hands with the Bolshevik Commissar, did you?
Want to get along with her, do you?

CHIEF [significantly]: That’s just tactics. . . . What’s wrong
with you today, Alexei? Listen to me, and believe me
—7I'm telling you like a brother: shoulder to shoulder to
the bitter end—for anarchy! [Ewmbraces and kisses his com-
rade on the lips, hard and sternly. The latter stares at him,
not knowing whether to believe him or not . . . nods . . .
goes out.]

[The cHIEF’s henchman tiptoes off a few paces, stands listen-
ing.]

curer: Don’t you trust either of them—nhim or her. [Wipes
his lips with his sleeve and spits in disgust.] T’ve kissed a
snake!

FOGHORN: Then whom can we trust? [CHIEF shrugs his
shoulders.] Only you, Chief?

cHIEF: And don’t trust me either. Don’t trust anybody—
all men are rats and liars. Everything has got to be torn out
by the roots—every last trace of the old life that’s rotting
inside of us all, poisoning everybody.

[Silence.]
[They go off moodily. Enter the ¢HORUS-LEADERS.]

IST CHORUS-LEADER: Recall these days and remember them
well, for we must forget nothing. We must recall every
word, every detail, so as to learn the lesson the past teaches,
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We must study and learn while there is yet time, before a
new war comes. Remember our enemies, the forces of
counter-revolution! They were lurking in every shadow,
around every corner. They betrayed us by day and by night.
We were surrounded by them, they had us by the throat.
Anarchy was eating into our ranks. The Whiteguards were
only ten miles from Petrograd, and in their hiding places in
Moscow more Whiteguards were crouching ready to strike,
waiting only for the signal. . . . And we gave them a
“signal”—a signal they never got over!

2ND CHORUS-LEADER: We clamped down. We stopped pas-
senger traffic on the railways. We took our revolvers in our
hands, roused the working class to a man, and smashed the
skull of the counter-revolution. We have repeated these
blows with crushing force, at the right times, throughout
these eighteen years. Let our enemies remember the Far
East! And if the day ever comes again when the enemy
tries to attack us, we shall strike once more, this time a blow
terrific beyond comparison. And so, remember well these
days, when the human race, as Lenin said, “produced an
extra high percentage of traitors.”

BLACKOUT

Enter the COMMANDER, followed by
the BOATSWAIN.

COMMANDER: Well, Bo’sun, it seems that life has given us a
new set of masters. Let’s try to serve them,
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BO’SUN [warily]: Aye, aye, sir. There’s never any telling
what life may bring.

COMMANDER: You know, Bo’sun, I could put up with any-
thing, if only they had some notion of naval discipline. But
they haven’t any discipline at all. For instance, Bo’sun, do
they obey your orders? Do they respect your seniority?

BO’SUN [with a sigh]: Far from it!

coMMANDER: All they know how to do these days is trample
on a man’s soul. And yet there used to be real people, and
we used to have a real navy. . . .

BO'sUN: Yes indeed sir, we had a navy once, that we had. A
real masterpiece of a navy, you might have called it.

coMMANDER: Well said, Bo’sun!

BO’SUN [fo the COMMANDER’s surprise] : And once I get these
lads whipped into shape, I can die in peace.

COMMANDER [changing his tone and manner]: Ye—es.
. « . Isay, Bo’sun! . . . Clear lower deck!

BO’sUN: Clear lower deck, it is, sir. Bugler! [Pipes up the
bugler.]

[The bugle blares, its martial notes invoking visions of well-
trained salors drilling with snap and speed.]

BO’sUN: Now then, clear lower de-e-eck!

[The TALL sATLOR runs on and falls in smartly. The oLD
SATLOR follows him at a slightly slower clip, then a second
and a third. After them appears sPOTTY, strolling with idle
and unworried nonchalance. His example is imitated by sev
érel others of the “free thinkers.”’ ]

orD sATLOR: Shake a leg there, you free-thinkers!

8POTTY: What's all the fuss about, anyway?
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BO’suN: Didn’t hear the bugle, eh? Forgot you’re in the navy?
SPOTTY [lounging comfortably]: Yeah, clean forgot about it.
[The bugler repeats the call. Some of the men obey and fall in.
Others deliberately stroll about in front of the officer, put
their hands in their pockets, yawn in his face, stretch them-
selves, make various insolent gestures. As usual, they all
grow quiet when the CHIEF appears.]
cHIEF: Why the noise?
COMMANDER [sharply]: Where is your place? Get in line!
[4 frightened silence.]
cHIEF [with visible restraint]: Bo’sun!
BO’SUN: Aye, aye!
cHIEF: Explain to this . . . [indicates the officer] that
the detachment is going to take a little rest.
BO’SUN [aﬁologewal ly repeats]: The order is: “Detachment
at rest.”
cHIEF: Sailors are entitled to their rest every day—says so
right in the drill manual. Tomorrow we go on the march,
don’t we? Well then, let the boys save their strength. Don’t
disturb them for anything, you hear?
BO’SUN [re?eats] : The order is: “Do not disturb the men for
anything.”
cHIEF: And let the band play something light and restful.
Hey, Bandmaster!
BANDMASTER [running up]: Aye, aye!
cHIEF: Music—very light, and very restful.
[The BANDMASTER rushes off to do the CHIEF’s bidding.]
ePOTTY [lolling languidly]: Relax, Bo’sun take a rest. Didn’t
you hear your own order?
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[The band begins to play. T he BOATSWAIN stands sourly. Sud-
denly FOGHORN plunges in followed by several others. Al
are in a towering rage. The men stir, sensing that some-
thing serious has happened. FOGHORN drowns out the music
with a roar. The music stops.]

roGHORN: Shut up! Listen! We’ve found the worst thing
you can find among revolutionary seamen! [Shouts down
the hatchway.] Don’t let that dame, that there commissar
in petticoats, come up here. [4 henchman obediently steps
up on guard.] An old woman has been robbed! Someone
has stolen her purse! Bring her in!

[Enter a little old woman in black, bent with age, supported by
one of the sailors.]

cHIEF: Well, ma, tell us about it.

FOGHORN [taking her other arm]: Look ma—which one
of ’em did it?

[The men look at one another.]

FOGHORN [urging her toward the men]: Show us which
one, ma.

cHIEF: Stand up, everybody! We’re going to hold a court.

[Leaning heavily on FOGHORN’s arm, the little old woman tot-
ters along the ragged ranks of excited men. Here and there
she stops to peer long and intently at a man, then shakes
her head and totters on. Someone sworts with rage. The
TALL SAILOR stands watching the proceedings with his
haughty, scornful expression.]

FOGHORN [suddenly turning the old woman toward the TALL
SAILOR ] : Wasn’t it this one, ma?

[Pause.]
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FoGHORN: This one, eh?

[The old woman says nothing.]

FOGHORN [to the TALL salLor]: D’ja take the purse?
[Pause.] What you got to say for yourself?

TALL SAILOR: Let me alone!

FOGHORN: You know the law?

TALL SATILOR: Whose law?

FoGHORN: Oh so? [Glances at the CHIEF.]

cHIEF: Go ahead.

FOGHORN [to henchman]: Go ahead.

[With hightning speed the anarchists produce rope and canvas.

The ranks sway and stir uneasily.]

FOGHORN: For the last time—what you got to say?

TALL sAILOR: I won’t answer. I don’t recognize the power of
the anarchists.

FOGHORN: We’ll take a vote!

COMMANDER [who has been watching in the offing]: But
why do you do this? You’ve got a legal tribunal on board
ship.

FOGHORN: Pipe down! Your job is just technical.

OLD SAILOR [stepping out of line]: Comrades! listen—o!

FOGHORN: And your job is mooching around the Commis-
sar—playing politics—lugging her little newspapers around
for her.

COMMANDER: But this is lynch law!

cHIEF: The government courts are worse. They drag along
with a ot of delays. Here it’s all quick and simple. Vote!

[Sorme hands are raised—clearly no majority. FOGHORN draws
his big Mauser and goes along the ranks threatening the mesn
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with short, jerky movements of its long barrel. He forces a
few others to ruise their hands.)

FOGHORN: The vote says——overboard!

TALL SAILOR: But—I—

FOGHORN: Now don’t try to make a speech. This court’s
verdict is final, aud no appeal allowed.

HENCHMEN: Overboard! Overboard!

[Several anarchists throw themselves on the TALL SAILOR. He
knocks down ome, two. . . . Afierce tussle, ending with
the TALL SAILOR being shrouded in convas, bound with
rope, and dragged away to tne ship’s rail.]

TALL SAILOR: Avenge me, comrades!

[From belew comes the funereal splash of his body in the sea.]

A VOICE FROM THE RANKs: One more gone west,

FOGHORN: We done what was right, ma.

OLD SAILOR: You'll answer for this!

FOGHORN: That’s something else again. On with the music!
| Band strikes up. To the oLb woMaN.] You can go now,
ma. The wrong’s been righted.

sPOTTY: Let’s take up a collection for her. Everybody give
what you can.

[Coins drop clinking into the old woman’s withered hand. In
gratitude and confusion she bows right and left, still not
understanding what has happened, for the whole situation is
utterly strange to her. Mechanically she gropes under her
skirts to put the coins away—and takes out the “stolen”
purse. . . . The music goes out of tune, dies. . . . 4
breathless silence. The old woman stares at the purse in her
hand in surprise . . . then confusion . . .then fright.]
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FOGHORN: The purse?
sporTy: The purse?
[Silence.]

cHIEF: Show it to me.

[Silently it is handed over, examined. Exchange of glances.
Grim decision.]

FOGHORN: Anarchy is the mother of order! More rope and
canvas!

SPOTTY [barring his way]: Let her go!

A VOICE FROM THE RANKS: My God, can’t you see she didn’t
do it on purpose!

oLD sAILOR: She just made a mistake, that’s all.

oLp WOMAN: Dear lads . . . sons . . . God forgive me
« «« I was wrong. . ..

FOGHORN: Justice]! We want justice!

[With disbolical swiftness the old woman is tied up in canvas
and carried off the stage.]

CHIEF [quitting the scene]: Handle her easy, boys.

[Enter the COMMISSAR, the COMMANDER and the BOAT-
SWAIN. ]

COMMISSAR [addressing FOGHORN]: Have you begun work?

FOoGHORN: Why, yes—of course, of course! [Glancing un-
easily in the direction in which the old woman has been
carried awasy.] We're—we’re loading meat. Since
you came, the men have just been spoiling to get to
work.

OLD SAILOR [springing forward]: Comrade Commissar, I’ve
got to tell you—[Auarchists thrust him aside.]

sPOTTY: What in hell do you call this, anyhow, mates?
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[The strains of an accordion are heard. Dancing and whistling.
A crowd of sailors, headed by ALEXEL, romps in.]

ALEXEI [swaggering up to the commissar]: The crew de-
mands—

COMMISSAR: Asks.

ALEXEI: Well, let’s say—wants.

COMMISSAR: Yes?

ALEXEI: A farewell dance.

YOUNGEST SAILOR: Seeing as how we’re leaving for the front
in the morning!

COMMANDER [to the comMIssarR]: New traditions are be-
ing created these days.
ALExEl: We'll stick to our tradition—kill the officers!
[Ripples off a dashing flourish on his accordion.]
BO’sUN: Comrade Commissar, that—I don’t know how to
say it—that other commissar, of the anarchists, has or-
dered—I mean, asked—not to have the crew disturbed.

ALEXEL: Wha-at? Wants to stop us from having a dance, eh?
Let’s have it the way the crew wants it!

[4 pause. The COMMISSAR thinks, decides. On the whole the
COMMISSAR observes and thinks much more than she talks.]

ALEXEI: Well, got to ask you twice, have we?

FOGHORN [coming up officiously]: The order was to keep
quiet.

T1t grows quiet.]

COMMISSAR [ giving the cerder]: A farewell dance.

BO’sUN: Farewell dance, it is. [Sounds his pipe.] All hands
on deck for the farewell dance!

[Melodious whistling of the pipes as the order is repeated over
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the ship. ALEXEI plays trills on his accordion. The young
sailors begin to whistle and jig, their heels tap-tapping on
the deck. Obeying some unclear feeling, the men grow
quiet, as always, at the approach of the anarchist CHIEF.]

CHIEF [silencing the BOATSWAIN's whistling pipe with his big
paw]: Why the noise?

[4lL over the ship the piping dies away. ALEXEDS accordion
grows still.]

COMMISSAR [with a steely ring of authority]: Comrade Com-
mander, why has the order not been carried out?

COMMANDER: Bo’sun, open the ship to visitors!

BO'SUN [hesitates a moment, makes up his mind, pushes away
the CHIEF’s hand]: Aye, aye! Open the ship to visitors,
it is!

[Once again merry music, tap-dancing, whistling. And the
COMMISSAR, under the approving looks of some sailors and
the frightened glances of others, unceremoniously slaps on
the back the hitherto inviolate person of the CHIEF. ]

coMmMIssaR: Listen to the music! Livelier!

[The cHIEF says nothing.]

ALEXEI [playing his accordion under the CHIEF’s nose]: He
loves to have the last laugh.

coMmmMmissaR: Then our tastes coincide. [Ewit.]

[The crorRUs LEADERs enter in spot-light while in deep
shadowy background sailors, silently but with animation,
make preparations for their farewell dance.)

1ST CHORUS-LEADER: A dance—a farewell dance of the
Red Fleet! How many of them there were in those years!
A detachment is leaving for the front—three hundred
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men marching as one, like tall pines swept by the sea wind.
On and on crossing a whole continent with stormy tread,
free sailors, their blue collars flapping in the wind, their
white and black and gold insignia shining in the sun. And
hearts pulsing with turbulent red blood! Farewell to home
and kinsfolk! How few of them ever returned!

2ND CHORUS-LEADER: Aye, few of them ever returned.
Others, the living, will understand. . . . And once again a
regiment leaves its ship for the front. They march on under
the blue sky, and the Cossack Don and the White Caucasus
grow quieter. On their way to the Urals an officers’ regi-
ment crosses the seamen’s path—Whiteguards who style
themselves ““The Invincibles.” One night is all the sailors
ask—they charge, and the officers’ regiment is no more.

IST CHORUS-LEADER: On and on they march, through the
Ukraine, the Crimea. The tang of wormwood blends with
the salt sea breeze, and the south wind flutters the sailors’

- cap-ribbons . . . how they fluttered in that southern wind!
And thousands of seamen gave their lives to make the
Ukraine a Soviet Republic! [Tears off his sailor’s cap.]
Listen, while one Red seaman remains alive, don’t think
our fleet is finished or our seas surrendered!

[The dance begins. The first couples sway to the rhythm of
a waltz that is martial and at the same time sad. The light-
blue mist of night hangs over the sea. Itz the dancers’ move-
ments there is barely-suppressed. grief, the long-drawn ec-
stasy of hand clasping hand, body pressed to body, lingering
eyes. And slashing across the rhythin of the waltz, sailors
with rifles hurry through from time to time, pulling ma-

8- IIS



detl AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY

chine-guns. Everything blends in this farewell dance: aban-
don, alarm, love, someone’s fit of jealousy, others folly,
dual allegiance.

The bugle blows, calling the men to form ranks.
The time has come to say goodbye. Slowly the couples part,
W omen’s faces are white, drained of blood. One woman
clings to the departing men, another falls at their feet. 4
third makes the sign of the cross over her som and her
husband. 4 fourth sobs broken-heartedly. . . . Minutes of
war-time partings! The waltz swells mto an agony. The
COMMISSAR supports a woman who is frenzied with de-
spair. The sailors ranks begin to move forward. The wo-
men, now silent as if turned to stone, watch the regiment
as it marches off. The ghitter of brass. Like a peal of thunder
the regiment breaks into song. In the gloom of the night
moist eyes glint and white teeth gleam between parted lips;
and the gold letters of the ship’s name glitter on fluttering
cap-ribbons. The line of the quay-side, where the women
are left standing, gradually recedes. The distance increases
with every second, but the men keep turning around for a
last look at their loved omes . . . whom they salute with
a ragged volley of rifle fire.]

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

Tense, watchful silence. Moving masses
of storm-clouds are {elt rather than seen
above the spacious sweep of dim horizon.
A line of satlors advances in good order.
Notes of music convey the first sounds
of battle. Gaps appear in the seamen’s
ranks. Men fall at quick intervals,
mowed down by machine-gun fire. Un-
able to withstand the hail of bullets, the
sailors fall back in hasty retreat. Re-in-
forcements enter led by the coMmMIssaR.
With a simple command she siops the
retreating men, among them Alexei.
“Not that way—take cover!” com-
mands the coMMissAR. The men fall
to the ground behind a low ridge and
return the fire. Enemy troops advance
like a grey avalanche, The COMMANDER
springs up and gives a battle-cry, The
sailors rise in a surge of fury and go over
the top, flinging themselves upon the
rock-grey troops like a rolling wave cf
the sea. The force of the counter~atiack
carries the hand-to-hand fighting off-
stage. The roar of battle fades. The
music conveys the last sounds in the dis-
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tance . . . then the coming of the
dawn by the sea.

[Lights fude in.]

[The regiment's halting-place. The COMMISSAR is alone,
sitting at & table, writing.)

COMMISSAR [reading over her letier]: “My dear, here I am
at my post. The climate in these parts is splendid, and my
lungs are at last getting a chance to breathe. I don’t know
how I’ll manage with the folks here-—they’re a little dif-
ficult sometimes. To tell the truth, I haven’t slept a single
night. I think the Central Committee will understand and
send at least one comrade to help me—"

[A Enock. The coMMISSAR says quietly: “Come in.” Enter
the BO'SUN. He coughs, and takes off his cap.]

BO’sUN: Permit me to report, Comrade Commissar.

comMissAR: Go ahead, Bo’sun.

BO'SUN [taking out papers ome after another]: Here are or-
ders for you to sign—military supplies and provisions for
the newly-formed regiment in accordance with the regula-
tion lists. And here—|[ pointing ]—no, here it is—a list of
fancy groceries the men have written out for themselves.

comMmIssaR: Let’s have a look at it. [Reeds down the list.]
What on earth have they been ordering for themselves!
“Fresh creamery butter.” When there isn’t enough butter
for the children! We’re going to need oil for our guns,
more than butter. You better write out an order for gun
oil.

118



AN OPTIMISTIC TRAGEDY Act 11

BO'SUN: Aye, aye. Twenty-five years I was writing out or-
ders—right up to the Revolution.

COMMISSAR [pointing to the men’s list]: As for this, write
it over again. Let’s see the other lists. [Looks them
through.] Correct . . . good. [Sigzns them.] Here you are.

Bo'suN: May I go, Comrade Commissar?

COMMISSAR: You may, Bo’sun.

[The Bo’sun about-faces, marches a few steps toward the
door, then turns around and comes back to her.]

BO’SUN [dropping his official tone and manner]: Are we
really beginning to have order in Russia?

commIssAaR: We are.

BO'SUN: And—and is there really going to be a Fleet again?
—even a little something like a Fleet—and an Army—so
that there’ll be some kind of discipline again and order—
and so that the men’ll smarten up and look like something?
To be a great power, so’s to smash anybody we want to?

coMMIssaR: We'll sm