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GENERAL INTRODUCTION

THE interest shown in such Few radio scripts as have been pub-
lished (the most notable recent example being The Rescue by my
friend Mr. Edward Sackville-West) has encouraged me to publish
some more of my own. | do this not only because like all radio
writers | fed frustrated each time a script has been broadcast but
in the hope that a selection of dissimilar pieces may throw some
light on the medium. 1 have chosen The Dark Tower because |
think it the best radio script 1 have written; the others arc
included as fairly clear-cut examples—I| would certainly not say
models—of different types of programme. All of them serin to
me worth reading.

Having in my Introduction to Christopher Columbus essayed a
general exposition of radio-dramatic writing, | will not labour
again those main points which 1 still consider valid, e.g. that 'the
first virtue of aradio script is construction'. But 1 would like in
some respects to correct myself. That the radio writer 'must
move on amore or less primitive plane' is, | think now, an over-
statement or at least misleadingly expressed. What the radio
writer must do, if he hopes to win the freedom of the air, is to
appeal on one plane—whatever he may be doing on the others—to
the more primitivelistener and to the more primitive elementsin
anyone; i.e. ho must give them (what Shakespeare gave them)
entertainment.’

In the same Introduction 1 wrote: 'As compared with mcwst
contemporary literature, the objective elements will prepon-
derate over the subjective, statement over allusion, synthesis
over analysis.' This again | want to qualify; the comparison with
contemporary literature may have misled me. The 'psychological*
novel, concerned chiefly with 'subjective* experiences, deds

! The reception of The Dark Tower supports this. Many listeners said that they
enjoyed it, found it 'beautiful®, 'exciting' etc.—but had 'no idea what it was
about.' In fact they were caught by the 'story® but | flatter mysaf that, in
passing, the stoiy 'slipped over' some meaning on them.
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General Introduction

largely in oratio obliqua; even that kind of oratio recta used to
represent 'the stream of consciousness® is usually not much more
than a shorthand for the page. But when no character can be
presented except through spoken words, whether in dialogue or
solilogquy, that very spokenness makes this distinction between
subjective and objectivefutile. A character inaradio play, asina
stage play, may say things that actually he never would or could
say—the author may be making him utter what is only known to
his unconscious—but once he has said them, there they are! As
objective as Ben Jonson's Humours are objective. To take an
extreme example, Virginia Woolf's novel The Waves is often
quoted as subjective writing par excellence- the characters, think-
ing in the first person, say things they never could have formu-
lated, being even as smdl children endowed with the brilliant
introspection and the sad philosophy of their creator. | am
confident that this method, though probably not this application
of it, would be feasible on the air. Listeners might not accept
Virginia Woolf's long-windedness, her preciousness, the same-
ness of her characters, the lack of a 'story'—but that in no way
proves them 'alergic' to subjectivity. Once your characters
speak speakable lines—once, to use a horrible piece of jargon,
the subjective is objectified—you can get away with anything so
long asyou entertain.

Similarly, the distinctions made in my quotation between
statement and allusion and between synthesis and analysis are
perhaps equally worthless. 1t would have been safer to say that in
radio dialogue we need a number of things which sound like
statements—but in spoken dialogue that goes without saying;
no two people can keep up a conversation which is one hundred
per cent surrealist. As for allusion, not only is it difficult in any
context to make any statement which is not aso an alusion, i.e.
suggestive of something beyond its own definitive meaning, but in
al dramatic writing aword, let alone a phrase, pulls more than its
dictionary weight; the pun is only the crudest example of a pro-
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General Introduction

cedure familiar to, though not of course formulated by, every-
one. In characterisation equaly, Mr. X, who may appear to be
talking a random and naturdistically, can redly be taking
succinctly and aso symbolicaly, revealing himself—or whatever
ese is meant to be reveded—by a process of implicit logic.
'Implicit* is here, as in other creative writing, akey-word. Even
in the psychologica novel, if it is a good one, the psychology is
implicit; for explicit psychology we go to the textbooks. This is
al 1 meant in subordinating analysis to synthesis—but this too
could have gone without saying or at least | ought so to have
expressed it as not to preclude ‘psychologica’ characterisation
from the sphere of radio drama.

But criticism comes after the event; it isno good talking about
radio until you have experienced it. It may therefore be instruc-
tiveif, dropping generalities, | make ashort confession of my own
experiences as listener, script-writer, and producer. Before |
joinedthe B.B.C. | was, likemost of theintelligentsia, prejudiced
not only against that institution but against broadcasting in
general; | rarely listened o anything except concertsand running
commentaries on sports events. These latter, which gave me a
pleasure distinct from that which lies in seeing a game or race,
should have provided a hint of radio's possibilities; my prejudice,
however, prevented me from exploring the possible pleasures
in wireless plays and features. Since then | have listened to many
examples of both and must confess that often they give me no
pleasure at all—but this proves nothing; we have all met the same
disappointment with books, plays, and films. What does prove a
point to meis that some plays and features have excited, amused,
m6ved me. So the wireless can be worth listening to. But next: is
itworthwritingfor ?

( Many writers are deterred from radio drama by fear of the
middlemen and by didlike of actors. They expect their work to be
doctored from the start and travestied in the presentation (which
has of course sometimes happened—as it has happened both on
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General Introduction

the stage and page). But while no production will ever seem
perfect to the author, the questions are whether one can gamble
on areasonably good production and whether such a production is
better than none. Your answers depend on whether you really
have an itch for drama; if you have, you must want sooner or
later to write dialogue to be spoken somewhere—and it is no
more likely to be spoken badly on the air than anywhere else (the
wireless lacks the body of the stage—but also some of its
impurities). {(you provide a good script, the odds are that it will
gain by being broadcast; in fact, if it loses, while it may be the
fault of the production, the more likely inference is that your
script was not radiogenic (a handy word, though jargon). The
predominance of adapted stage-plays in B.B.C. programmes has
probably discouraged anumber of writers, for many of these plays
do lose on the air (at least as compared with the stage); few of
them are radiogenic. Transposition from one medium to another
is usually unfair to both. Which is why we must remember that
the script-writer is apeculiar species.

The all-important difference between visua and non-visual
drama, while discouraging some, may encourage others towards
radio, for here and here alone can one listen to calculated speech
divorced from al visual supports or interferences—even from a
printed page. It would be a great pity if television were ever
completely to supersede sound broadcasting as the talkies super-
seded the silent films. That cinema revolution was inevitable but
through it we lost the unique pleasure of watching a story told
visually, dispensing with peopl€e's voices. But sound aone is for
most people more potent, more pregnant, more subtle, than
pictures alone and for that reason—regardless of the material
pros and cons of television—I hope that sound broadcasting will
survive, dispensingwith people'sfaces. Aswithmany other media
its narrow limits are aso its virtue, while within those limits it
can give us something unobtainable from print (though print of
course will always retain its proper autonomy). When | first
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heard apiece, which 1 had written For broadcasting, broadcast, |
was irritated by details of presentation but excited and delighted
by the total effect (there was more to my script, 1 felt, than |
myself had realised). The mere fact that one's words issue from
other people's mouths, while gratifying no doubt to an author's
vanity, is dso a welcome release from his involuntary egotism.
Most novelists and poets, | think, envy the playwright that
specious present and that feeling of sharednesswhich aregiventoa
play by every fresh production, just as they envy the painter as
composer-executant the excitement of his manual craftsmanship
and the immediate impact of his completed work (which dso can
be shared by severd people at once). When you have written for
the page, you do not see your readers reading you; which isjust
as well asyou could never tell if in their heads they were 'hearing'
you properly. But in broadcasting you can, given the right
speakers, force your listeners at least to hear the words as they
should. The point is that here we have a means by which writ-
ten lines can emulate the impact of a stage or of a painting and
give the writer that excitement of a sensuous experience simul-
taneously shared with many which is one of the joys of life.
This pleasure in a thing-being-performed-and-sharcd, while
obtainable in al sports and some of the arts, is sadly lacking in the
world of literature today. It is a pleasure | have often received,
though mixed at times with mortification, when hearing my own
scripts broadcast. It is succeeded, as | said before, by afeeling of
frustration—because it is 'over’; but in that it is not of course
unusual.

| have stressed this fact of pleasure because some people assume
that writing for the wireless must be hackwork. It often is—for
the salaried script-writer because he must turn his hand to many
things, some of them dull, for the occasional writer (less for-
givably) when he deds with an uncongenid subject for money or
writes badly because he is merely writing for money. But it often
is not. Broadcasting is plastic; while it can ape the Press, it can
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also emulate the arts. Yes, people will say, that is theoretically
true but in practice you will never get art—or anything like it—
out of a large public institution, encumbered with administrators,
which by its nature must play for safety and to the gallery. Thisis
not the place to dispute this at length but | would maintain that in
this country such an institution cannot be really authoritarian;
with ingenuity and alittleluck a creative person can persuade (or
fool) at least some of the administrators some of the time.* And,
thinking of the vexed question of commercial broadcasting, |
would add that many of the more original programmes by my
friends and myself (this book shows examplesin The Dark Tower
and the 'March Har € scripts) would have been no moreacceptable
to sponsored radio than to the biggest and vulgarest profit-making
film company. For its acceptance of such experiments| am very
grateful to the B.B.C.

In this age of irreconcilable idioms | have often heard writers
hankering for some sort of group life, a desire doomed to dis
appointment ; the modern writer—at any rate the modern poet—
is ipsofacto a spiritual isolationist who will lose far more than he
will gain by trying to pool his mentality with those of his
colleagues. Thus of the several dozen poets whom | know there
arevery few with whom | would wish to discuss poetry and only,
I think, one from whom | would often accept criticism. This
solitude (which incidentally has nothing to do with the Ivory
Tower; there are Group Towers too, remember) isin our time
salutary—but here again we cannot but envy playwrights, actors
or musical executants. And here again | for one have found this
missing group experience, in a valid form, in radio. Radio
writers and producers can talk shop together because their shop
is not, as with poets, a complex of spiritual intimacies but a
matter of craftsmanship. Though the poet of course is also—or
should be—a craftsman, the lyrical poet's technique is—or

1| am not suggesting lhat, as things are, all our administrators need per-
suadingor fooling.
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General Introduction

should be—closdly wedded to his unique personality and there is
no more point in defending your own personality than in
impugning your friend's. But radio craftsmanship, like sage
craftamanship, is something much less private, we are fully
entitled to discuss whether dialogue rings true, whether the
dramatic climax is dramatic, how well the whole thing works.
Thisisrefreshingfor awriter.

The popular assumption that all radio professonals resemble
civil servants (resting on that other assumption that civil servants
are automata) is flatly untrue. The department to which, at the
date of writing, | belongin the B.B.C., would compare very well
for inteligence with almost any contemporary salon of literati;
my radio colleagues would be found on the whole quicker-
witted, more versatile, less egocentric, less conventional, more
humane. But, apart from these rdishes to discussion, the reason
why we can work together enjoyably and effectively is that in
every case our work mugt go through the same mill, i.e. into a
microphone and out at the other end through a wireless set. This
very smple physical fact is such a bond of union asis rare among
creative writers, playwrights again excepted. For we share the
excitements and anxieties of the performance. This is especially so
if we are our own executants, i.e. writer-producers. There are
obvious drawbacks to this combination of functions—Mr. A as
writer may see so clearly what hemeansthat Mr. A as producer
will fail to notice when the meaning is not coming over—but
it does put a writer more closdly in touch with his work-in-
performance than he can be anywhere else unless he is Mr. Nod
Coward. We know what happens to a film script when the
multitude of 'experts gets hold of it. On the stage there is no
such multitude but there still is consderable interference and
few writers have the chance, the time, the knowledge, or the
capacity, to become stage-producers. But radio production being
compar atively smple, not a few writers can learn to handle it—
at any rate well enough to gain more than they lose (this especially
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General Introduction
applies to 'experimental’ scripts where the pioneer, though an
amateur, has an advantage over the professonal geographer).

The script itself, after all, is only half the battle and the writer
who merely sends in a script and does not go near the studios is
working largely in the dark; whereas a writer who produces his
own scripts will cut his coat according to his cloth. Since | have
been producing my own programmes, | find that | both avail
myself of facilities which | previously overlooked and avoid
awkwardnesses which | previously imposed on my producer.
Thus an earlier verson of Sunbeams in his Hat, entitled Dr.
Chekhov, was so written as to be almost unproduceable in places'
at least without the use of multiple studios, as | typically had not
envisaged the studio set-up. When | came to rewrite it for my
own production | eliminated these difficulties and in so doing
found | had made the script not only more manageable but more
compact, more lucid, more convincing. Similarly, as regards
both music and actors, the writer-producer has the advantage of
being able to decide at an early sage who is going to do what.
Thus, when he has a composer to write special music, he can not
only get this music to fit the script but adjust his script on
occasion to fit the music. He also has the say in cagting, which is
especially important in broadcasting both because of the shortness
of rehearsals and because of the microphone's transparency to
anything ham or unintelligent. In writing my more recent scripts
I have always had an eye on the kinds of actor available and so
avoided demanding the impossible and, when | could, the im-
probable; sometimes | have, from its conception, written a part
for a particular actor, e.g. the Soldier in The Nosebag for Roy
Emerton and the March Harefor Esme Per cy.

The preceding paragraph was intended to amplify my point
about work-in-performance. While it is obviousy not normally
feasible for 'outside writers to produce their own work, it is

* For which | now apologise to Mr. Stephen Potter—who in producing it

saved thesituation.
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desirable, if not necessary, that they should be studio-minded;
then they can explain to their producer what they want done
without being embarrassing or nonsensical. | would like finally,
since the chief object of this introduction was to disprove the
assumption that broadcasting is 'inhuman’, to inform my readers
that every transmission of aplay or feature, however unimportant
the programme, should have—and usually has—the feeling of a
First Night; it is something being made by a team of people.

For each of the scripts in this book | have written a separate
introduction; but they dl have this in common that, whatever
my sins in either respect, | enjoyed both writing and producing
them. The programme on Tchehov was suggested to me by my
employers but the others | proposed myself. This gives me the
opportunity of expressng my gratitude to the head of my
department, Mr. Laurence Gilliam, who is as willing to accept
such spontaneous suggestions as heisto alow an el astic treatment
of those other programmes which 'have to be done*.

NOTES

The dialogue in these scripts is as broadcast but the directions
have beenre-writtenand considerably amplified.

The foregoing Introduction was written before the B.B.C.
'Third Programme' came into being. This new programme—for
thefirsttime, | believe, inradio history—assumesthat itsaudience
isgoing to work at its listening. So thereis less question than ever
of playing ‘for safety and to the gallery'.

17






THE DARK TOWER

a radio parable play

TO

BENJAMIN BRITTEN



CAST

TheDark Tower wasfirst broadcast in the B.B.C. Home Service
on January 2ist, 1946. The main parts, in order of their appear-
ance, wereplayed asfollows:

SERGEANT-TRUMPETER HARRY HUTCHINSON*
GAVIN 1KANK PARTINGTON*
ROLAND CYRIL CUSACK

MOTH IK 11LGA UNDO

TUTOR MARK DIGNAM

SYLVIE IUCILIF LISLE*

1JLIND PLTKR IVOR BARNARD

SOAK ROBERT FARQUHARSON
STEWARD HOWARD MARION-CRAWFORD
NEAERA VERA MAXIME

SHIP'S OFFICER CHA11LES MAUNSELL*
PRIEST ALEXANDER SARNER*
ROLAND'S FATHLR LAIDMAN BROWNE*
PARROT MAUJORIK WESTBURY*
RAVEN STANLEY GROOMF*
CLOCK VOICE DUNCAN MCINTYRE*

Special music was composed by Benjamin Britten and conducted
by Walter Goehr.

The production was by the author.

* A star denotes membership of the B.B.C. Repertory Company at the time
uf the broadcast. It will he seen from this and theother lists of cast in the book
how useful thisinstitutionis.
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

The Dark Tower is a parable play, belonging to that wide class
of writings which includes Everyman, The Faerie Queene and The
Pilgrim'sProgress. Though under the name of allegory thiskind of
writing is sometimes dismissed as outmoded, the clothed as
distinct from the naked alegory is in fact very much alive.
Obvious examples are Peer Gynt and the stories of Kafka but also
in such books as The Magic Mountain by Thomas Mann, where the
disguise of 'realism’ is maintained and nothing happens that is
quite inconceivable in life, it is still the symbolic core which
makes the work important. My own impression is that pure
'realism® is in our time almost played out, though most works of
fiction of course will remain realistic on the surface. The single-
Irack mind and the single-plane novel or play arc amost bound to
falsify the world in which we live. The fact that there is method
in madness and the fact that there is fact in fantasy (and equally
fantasy in 'fact") have been brought home to us not only by Freud
and other psychologists but by events themselves. This being so,
reportage can no longer masquerade as art. So the novelist,
abandoning the 'straight' method of photography, is likely to
resort once more not only to the twist of plot but to all kinds of
other twists which may help him to do justice to the world's
complexity. Some element of parable therefore, far from making
a work thinner and more abstract, ought to make it more con-
crete. Man does after al live by symbols.

The dud-plane work will not normally be alegory in the
algebraic sense; i.e. it will not be desirable or even possible to
equate each of the outward and visible signs with a precise or
rational inner meaning. Thus The Dark Tower was suggested to me
by Browning's poem 'Childe Roland to the Dark Tower came', a
work which does not admit of a completely rational anaysis and
still less adds up to any clear moral or message. This poem has the
solidity of a dream; the writer of such a poem, though he may be

21



The Dark Tower

aware of the 'meanings' implicit in his dream, must not take the
dream to pieces, must present his characters concretely, must
dlow the story to persist as a story and not dwindle into a diagram.
While | could therefore have offered here an explicit summary of
those implicit 'meanings in The Dark Tower of which | mysdlf was
conscious, | am not doing so, because it might impair the impact
of the play. | would merely say—for the benefit of people like the
Daily Worker's radio critic, who found the programme pointless
and depressing—that in my opinion itis neither. The Faerie Queene,
The Pilgrim's Progress, Piers Plowman and the early Mordities
could not have been written by men without any beliefs. Inanage
which precludes the simple and militant faith of aBunyan, belief
(whether consciously formulated or not) still remains a sine qua
non of the creative writer. | have my beliefs and they permeate
The Dark Tower. But do not ask me what Ism it illustrates or what
Solution it offers. You do not normally ask for such things in the
single-plane work; why should they be forced upon something
much more complex? "Why, look you now, how unworthy a
thing you make of me!' What is life useful for anyway ?

Comments on points of detail will be found at the end of this
book. The best in this kind are but shadows—and in print they
are shadows of shadows. To help the reader to hear this piece, |
will therefore add this: in production | got the actors to play their
parts 'straight’, i.e. likefleshand blood (in dreams the characters
are usually likeflesh and blood too). Out of an excellent cast | am
particularly grateful to Cyril Cusack for his most sensitive
rendering of 'Roland’. And Benjamin Britten provided this pro-
gramme with music which is, | think, the best | have heard in a
radio play. Without hismusic The Dark Tower lacks adimension.

22



THE DARK TOWER

OPENING ANNOUNCEMENT

The Dark Tower. The programme whichfollows is a parable play—
suggested by Robert Browning's poem 'Childe Roland to the Dark Tower
came'. The theme is the ancient but ever-green theme of the Quest—the
dedicated adventure; the manner of presentation is that of a dream—but
a dream that isfull of meaning. Browning's poem ends with a challenge
blown on a trumpet:

'"Andjret
Dauntless the dughorn to my lips | set
And blew. "Childe Roland to the Dark Tower came®.
Note well the words 'And yet'. Roland did not have to—he did not wish
to—andjet in the end he came to: The Dark Tower.

(A trumpet plays through the Challenge Call.)
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
There now, that's the challenge. And mark this:
Always hold the note at the end.
GAVIN. Yes, Sergeant-Trumpeter, yes.
ROLAND (as a boy).
Why need Gavin hold thenoteat theend ?
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Ach, ye retoo youngto know. It'sall tradition.
ROLAND. What's tradition, Sergeant-Trumpeter?
GAVIN. Ask Mother that one (with a half-laugh). She knows.
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Aye,sheknows.
But run along, sonny. Leaveyour brother to practise.
(The trumpet begins—but breaks off.)
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
No. Again.
(The trumpet re-begins—breaks off.)
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The Dark Tower

SHRUtANT-IRUML'LTLR.
Again.
(The trumpet re-begins and is sustained.)
SERG hANT-TRUMPETER.
That's it now. But hold that last note—hold it!
(On the long last note the trumpet fades into the distance.)
KOLAND. Motherl What's tradition?
MOTHER. Hand me that album. No—the black one.
ROLAND. Not the locked one!
MOTHER. Yes, thelockedone. 1 have the key.
Now, Roland, sit hereby meonthesola.
We'll look at them backwards.
ROLAND. Why must we look at them backwards?
MOTHER. Because then you may recognise—
Now! Y ou know who thisis?
ROLAND. Why, that's my brother Michael.
And here's my brother Henry!
Michael and Henry and Denis and Roger and John!
(He speaks with the bright callousness of children.)
Do you keep this album locked because they're dead ?
MOTHER. No. . . not exactly.
Now—canyouguesswho thisis?
ROI AN D. That'ssomeonel sawinadreamonce.
Mo01111 R. It must have beenin adream.
Heleft thishousethreemonthsbeforeyou\vereborn.
ROLAND. Isit ... isit my father?
MOTHER. Yes. And this is your grandfather. And this is his
father—
For the time being you needn't look at the rest;
This book goes back through seven long generations
Asfar as George the founder of thefamily.
ROLAND. And did they all die the sasmeway ?
MOTHER. They did, Roland. And now I've answered your ques-
tion.
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The Dark Tower

ROLAND (alreadyforgetting).
What question, Mother?
(The trumpet call isheard in the distance.)
ROLAND. Ah,there'sGavin practising.
He's got it right at last.
(The Call ends and Gavin appears.)
GAVIN  (excited).
Mother! 1 know the challenge. When can | leave?
Tomorrow ?
MoiHLii. Why not today, Gavin?
GAVIN. Today! Bui | haven't yet checked my equipment;
I mean—for such alongjourney 1—
MOTHER. You will travel light, my son.
GAVIN. Well,yes. . . ofcourse. . . today then.
ROLAND. Where areyou going, Gavin ?
GAVIN. Why, surely you know; I'm—
MOTHER. Hsh!
ROLAND. I know wherehe'sgoing. Acrossthesealike Michael.
GAVIN. That's right, Roland. Across the big, bad sea.
Like Michael and Henry and Denis and Roger and
John.
And after that through the Forest.
And after that through the Desert—
ROLAND. What's the Desert made of ?
GAVIN. Well . . . I'venever been there.
Some deserts are made of sand and some arc made of
grit but—
MOTHER (as ifto herself).
This one is made of doubts and dried-up hopes.
ROLAND (till bright).
And what do you find at the other end of the desert ?
GAVIN. Wdll, I...wdl . ..
MOTHER. You can tell him.
GAVIN. I findthe Dark Tower.
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The Dark Tower

(The Dark Tower theme gives a musical transition to the schoolroom.)
TUTOR. Now, Mager Roland, as thisisour first day of lessons
| trust | shall find you aswilling a pupil
Asyour six brothersbeforeyou.
ROLAND. Did you liketeaching my brothers?
TUTOR. Likeit ? It wasan honour.
It was teaching to some pur pose.
ROLAND. When's my brother Gavin coming back?
TUTOR. What!
ROLAND. Gavin. When's he coming back ?
TUTOR. Roland! . . .
| seel mugt start from thebeginning.
| thought your mother'd have told you but maybe
being the youngest—
ROLAND. What would my mother havetold me?
TUTOR. You ask when your brother Gavin is coming back ?
You mug get this straight from the start:
Your family never come back.
(Roland begins to interrupt.)
TUTOR. Now, now, now, don't let me scare you.
Sit down on that stool and 1'll try to explain.
Now, Roland—
| said that to teach your brother swasan honour.
Beforeyour mother engaged meto tutor John
| wasan usher in agrest city,
| taught two dozen ladsin aclass—
The sons of careerists—salesmen, middlemen, half-
men,
Governed by greed and caution; it was my job
To teach them enough—and only enough—
To fit them for making money. Means to a means.
But with your family it is a means to an end.
ROLAND (naively puzzed).
My family don't makemoney ?
26



TUTOR

The Dark Tower

. They make history.

ROLAND . Andwhat do you mean by an end ?
TUTOR. | mean—surely they toldyou?

ROLAND.
TUTOR.

| mean: the Dark Tower.
Will / ever go to the Dark Tower?
Of courseyouwill. Thatiswhy | am here.

ROLAND (gaily).

TUTOR.
ROLAND.
TUTOR.

ROLAND.

Ohwell! That'sdifferent!

It is.

And that means I'll fight the Dragon ?

Y es—hut let metell you:

We cdl it the Dragon for short, it is anameess force
Hard to define—for no onewho has seenit,

Apart from thosewho have seenits handiwork,

Has returned to give an account of it.

All that we know isthere is something there

Which makes the Dark Tower dark and is the source
Of evil through theworld. It isimmortal

But men must try to kill it—and keep on trying

So long aswewould be human.

What would happen

Ifwejust letit done?

TUTOR. Wdll . . . some of uswould livelonger; all of us

ROLAND.
TUTOR.

Would lead a degraded life, for the Dragon would be
supreme

Over our minds aswell as our bodies. Gavin—

And Michael and Henry and Denis and Roger and
John—

Might still be here—perhaps your father too,

He would be seventy-five—but mark thiswell:

They would not be themselves. Do you understand ?

I'm not quitesure, |1 ...

Youaredtill smal. Wel'll talk of the Dragon later.

Now come to the blackboard andwelll try some Latin.
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You see this setence?
ROLAND. Perardua. . .
TUTOR. Perartluaadastra.
ROLAND. What does it mean ?
TUTOR. It docsnot go very well in a modem language.
We had aword 'honour'—but it is obsol ete.
Try the word 'duty?; and there's another word—
'Necessity™.
ROLAND. Necessity! That'sabit hard to spell.
TUTOR. You'll haveto spell it, | fear. Repeat this after me:
N—
ROLAND. N—
TUTOR. H_
ROLAND. |:—_
(As they spell it through, their voice* dwindle muir cinc n tolling bell
grows up out of the t//vfuntc.)
SFIUJI ANT-TKLIMI'I TFR.
Ah God, there'sthebell for Gavin.
He had the greatest power to his lungs of the lot of
them.
And now he's another namein the roll of honour
Where Michael'sis still new gold. Hiveyears it is—
Or would it be more like six—since we tolled for
Michael ?
Hells and trumpets, trumpets and bells,
I'll have to be learning the young one next;
Then he'll be away too and my lady will have nomore.
MOTIf 'R (coldly; she has come up behind him).
No morechildren, Sergeant-Trumpeter ?
SFIUJFANT-TRUMPFTVR.
Ach, | begyour pardon. | didn'tseeyou.
MOTHER.Nomatter.Butknowthis:
| have one more child to bear.
No, I'm not mad; you needn't stare at me, Sergeant.
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Thisisachild of stone.
SERG I. A NT-TRUMPETER.
A childof. .. ?
MOTHER. Stone. To be born on my death-bed.
No matter. |1'm speaking in metaphor.
SERGEANT-TRUM PETER((relievedtochangethesubject).
That's al right then. How's young Roland
Making out at hislessons ?
MoiHLii. | don't know. Roland lacks concentration; lie's not
like my other sons,
llc'samost flippant, he'salwaysasking questions—
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Ach, he'syoung yet.
MOTHER. Gavin was his age once.
So were Michael and Henry and Denis and Roger and
John.
They never forgot what they learnt. And they asked
no questions.
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Ah well—by the time that Roland comes to me
When he's had his (ill of theory and is al set for
action,
In another half do/.en years when he comes to learn
the trumpet call—
MOTHER. Hsh, don't talk of it now.
(as ifto herself).
Let one bell toll at a time.
(The bell recedes into nothing, covering a passage ojyears. Roland is now
grown up.)
TUTOR. Soendsour courseonethics. Thank you, Roland;
Afterall theseyearsour syllabusisconcluded.
Y ou haveabrain; what remainsto betriedisyourwill.
Remember our pointtoday: thesensitiveman
Is the more exposed to seduction. Insix years
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I have cometo know you; you haveawarm heart—

It is perhaps too warm for a man with your com-
mission,

Thereforebecareful. Keep toyour oneresolve,

Your single code of conduct, listen to no one

Whodoubtsyour values—and aboveall, Roland,

Never fall in love—That is not for you.

I f ever ahint of loveshould enter your heart,

Youmustariseandgo. . . . That'sit: Go!

Yes, Roland my son. Go quickly.

(His last words Jade dightly and Sylvie's voice Jades in.)
SYLVIE. But why must you go so quickly? Now that the sun's

ROLAND.
SYLVIE.

ROLAND.
SYLVIE.
ROLAND.

comeout.
1 have my lesson to learn.
Y ou're alwayslearning lessons!
I'll begin to think you prefer your books to me.
Oh, but Sylvie, thisisn't books any more.
Not books ? Then—
I'm learning to play the trumpet.

SYLVIE (irritated).

Whatever for ? Roland, you make me laugh.
Is this another idea of your mother's ?
| needn't ask. What'sdl thisleadingto ?

ROLAND (quietly).

SYLVIE.

| could tdll you, darling. But not today.
Todayisathinginitself—apart from thefuture.
Whatever follows, | will remember thistree
With this dazzle of sun and shadow—and | will

remember
Themayfliesjigging above usin the delight
Ofthedyingingant—and I'll remember you
With the bronzelightsin your hair.
Yes, darling; but why so sad ?
There will be other trees and—
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ROLAND. Eachtreeisitsdlf, each moment isitself,
Inviolablegiftsoftime.. . . of God—
But you cannot take them with you.
SYLVIE. Takethemwithyouwhere?
ROLAND. Kissme, Sylvie. I'm keeping my teacher waiting.
(The Challenge Call is played through once)
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Nicely blown! Nicely blown!
Y ou'vegraduated, my lad.
But remember—when I'm not here—hold the note
at the end.
ROLAND, (ashadebitter).
Y oumeanwhen/'mnot here.
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Aye, you'reright. Butyou aremy last pupil,
I'll be shutting up shop, | want you to do me crediit.
When you've crossed the sea and the desert and come
to the placeitself
| want you to do me credit when you unding that
horn.
ROLAND. I hopel will.
(He pauses; then dlightly embarrassed.)
ROLAND. Sergeant?
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Eh?
ROLAND. Doyou bdieveinal this?
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Allwhat?
ROLAND . Doyouthink that thereredly isany dragontofight ?
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
What areyou saying! What wasit killed Gavin?
And Michad and Henry and Denisand Roger and John,
And your father himsdf and his father before himand
al of them back to Georgel
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ROLAND. I don't know but. . . nobody's seen this dragon.
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Seen him ? They've seen what he's done!
Have you never talked to Blind Peter ?
| thought not. Cooped up here in the castle—
Inside this big black ring of smothering yew-trees—
Y ou never mixed with the folk.
But before you leave—if you want a reason for
leaving—
| recommend that you pay acall on Peter.
And hishouseislow ; mindyour head asyou enter.
(Another verbal transition.)
BLIND PETER (old and broken).
That's right, sir; mind your head as you enter.
Now take that chair, it's the only one with springs,
| saved it from my hey-day. Well now, sir,
It's kind of you to visit me. | can tell
By your voice alone that you're your father's son;
Your handshake's not so strong though,
no LAND. Why, was my father—
ITLIND PETER.
He had agrip of iron.
And what's more, sir, he had awill of iron.
And what's still more again, he had a conscience—
Which is something we all need, /should know!
ROLAND.Why?
BLIND PETER.
Why what?
ROLAND . Why doyou sound so sad when you talk about having
aconscience?
BLIND PETFR.
Because his conscience is something a man can lose.
It'scoldin here, I'll make along story short.
Fifty years ago when | had my sight—
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But the Dragon was loose at the time—
| had ajob and awife and anew-born child
And 1 believedin God. Until oneday—
| told you the Dragon was loose at the time,
No one had challenged him lately; so he came out
from his den—
What some people call the Tower—and creeping
around
lie got to our part of the world; nobody saw him of
course,
Therewasjust likeakind of abad smell intheair
And everything went sour; peopl€e's mouths and eyes
Changed their look overnight—and the government
changed too—
And as for me | woke up feeling different
And when | looked in the mirror that first morning
Themirror said 'Informer’!
ROLAND (startled).
Informer?
BLIND PFTFR.
Yes,sir. Mynewrole.
They passed apack of laws forbidding thisand that
Andanyonebreaking 'em—the penalty wasdeath.
| grew quite rich sending men to their death.
The last | sent was my wife's father.
ROLAND. But . . . butdidyou believein these laws?
BLIND PETER.
Believe?Ahal Didl believeinanything?
God had gone round the corner. | was acquiring
riches.
But to make along story short—
When they hanged my wife's father my wife took
poison,
So | was|left with the child. Then the child took ill—
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Scared me stiff—so | sent for all the doctors,
| could afford 'em then—but they couldn't discover
Anything wrong in its body, it was more as if its soul
Was set on quitting—and indeed why not ?
To beahuman being, people agree, isdifficult.
ROLAND. Thenthechild. .. ?
BLIND PETER.
Quit.
Y es; shequit—but slowly.
| watched it happen. That'swhy now |'m blind.
ROLAND. Why ? You don't mean you your self—
BLIND PETER.
When you've seen certain things, you don't want to
See no more.
Tdl me, sir. Arepeopl€e'sfaces nowadays
Asugly asthey were? You know what | mean: evil ?
ROLAND. No, not most of them. Some, | suppose—
BLIND PETER.
Those ones belong to the Dragon.
ROLAND (exasperated).
Why put the blame of everything on the Dragon ?
Men havefreechoice, haven't they?
Free chaice of good or evil—
BLIND PETER.
That'sjust it—
And the evil chaiceis the Dragon!
But | needn't explain it to you, sir;you've made up
your mind,
You're like your father—one of the dedicated
Whose lifeisaquest, whose death is avictory.
Yes! God blessyou! You' vemadeup your mind!
ROLAND (dowly and contemplatively).
But havel, Peter ?Havel ?
(Verbal transition.)
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SYLVIE. Have you, Roland dearest? Really made up your
mind?
RoLAND (without expression).
| goaway today.
SYLVIE. That'sno answer.
Y ou go away because they tell you to.
Because your mother's brought you up on nothing
Hut out of date beliefsand mock heroics.
It's easy enough for her—
ROLAND (indignantly).
Easy for her ?
Who's given her flesh and blood—and I'm the seventh
son!
SYLVIE. I'veheard all that. They call it sacrifice
Rut each new death isastonein anecklaceto her.
Your mother, Roland, ismad.
ROLAND (with quiet conviction).
Theworld is mad.
SYLVIE. Not all of it, my love. Those who have power
Are mad enough but there are people, Roland,
Who keep themselves to themselves or rather to each
other,
Livingasaneand gentlelifein aforest nook or a hill
pocket,
Per petuating their kind and their kindness, keeping
Their hands clean and their eyes keen, at one
with
Themselves, each other and nature. | had thought
That you and | perhaps—
ROLAND. Thereis no perhaps
In my tradition, Sylvie.
SYLVIE. You mean in your family's.
Isn't it timeyou saw that you weredifferent ?
You'renoknight errant, Roland.
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ROLAND. No, I'm not.
Butthereisaword 'Necessity'—
SYLVIE. Necessity ? Y ou mean your mother's orders.
ROLAND (controlled).
Not quite. But apart from that,
1 saw aman today—they call him Blind Peter—
SYLVIL. Leave theblind to misead the blind. That Peter
Is where he is because of his own weakness;
You can't help him, Roland.
ROLAND. Maybe not—
(with sudden insight).
But maybel can do somethingtoprevent
A recurrence of Blind Peters.
SYLVIE. Imagination!
ROLAND. Imagination?. . . That things can be bettered?
That action can be worth-while ? That there are ends
Which, even if not reached, are worth approaching?
Imagination ? Yes, 1 wish | had it—
| havealittle—Y ou should support that little
And not support my doubts.
(A drumerall is heard.)
ROLAND. Listen; thereis the drum.
They are waiting for me at the gate.
Sylvie,|—
SYLVIE. Kissmeat |east.
(Pause, while the JIUIH changes ihythm.)
ROLAND. I shal never—
SYLVIE. Seemeagain?
Youwill, Roland, you will.
| know you. You will set out but you won't go on,
Y our common sense will triumph, you'll come back.
And your love for me will triumph and in the end—
ROLAND. Thisistheend. Goodbye.
(The drum swells and ends on a peak. This is the Scene of Departure.)
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TUTOR. Toyou, Roland, my last message:
For seven years 1 have been your tutor.
You have worked hard on the whole but whether
really
You have grasped the point of it al remains to be
seen.
A manlivesonaslidingstaircase—
Sliding downwards, remember; to be aman
He hasto climb against it, keeping level
Or even ascending dlightly; he will not reach
The top—if there is a top—and when he dies
Hewill slump and go down regardless. All the same
While heliveshe must climb. Remember that.
Andl thankyouforyourattention. Goodbye, Roland.
SERGEANT-TRUMPHTIIK.
Toyou, Roland, my last message:
You are off now on the Quest like your brothers
before you
To take adlap at the Evil that never dies.
Well, here's this trumpet; ding it around your waist
And keep it bright and clean till the time comes
When you have to sound the challenge—thefirst ami
the last time—
And | trust you will do your old instructor credit
And put the fear of God—or of Man—into that
Dragon.
That's al now. God bless you. But remember—
Hold that note at the end.
MOTHFR. Toyou, Roland, my last message:
Hereisaringwith ablood-red stone. So long as
This stone retains its colour, it means that |
Retain my purpose in sending you on the Quest.
| put it now on your finger.
ROLAND. Mother! Itburns.
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MOTHER. That is the heat in the stone. So long as the stone is
red
The ring will burn and that small circle of fire
Aroundyour littlefingerwill healso
The circle of "my will around your mind.
1 gavearinglikethistoyour father, Roland,
And to John and Roger and Denis and Henry and
Michael
And to Gavin thelast before you. My will was around
and behind them.
Should ever you doubt or waver, look at this ring—
Andfeel it burn—and go on.
ROLAND. Mother! Beforel go—
MOTHFR. No more words. Go!
Turn your face to the sea. (Raising her voice.) Open
the gates there!
(aside) The March of Departure, Sergeant.
Let my songo out—my last. And makethemusicgay!
(The March begins at full volume, then gradually dwindles as
Roland and the listener move away. By the time the music has
vanished Roland has reached the Port, where he addresses a
stranger.)
ROLAND. Forgive me stoppingyou, Sir—
SOAK (old, alcohalic, leering).
Forgiveyou ? Certainly not.
I'm on my way to the Tavern.
ROLAND. I'm onmy way to the quays. Isit this turning or next ?
SOAK. Any turning you like. Look down these stinking
Streets—
There's sea at the end of each of ‘em.
Y es, young man, but what's at the end of the sea?
Never believe what they said when you booked your
passage.
ROLAND. But | haven't booked it yet.
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SOAK. Not booked your passage yetl Why, then there's no
need to hurry.
Y ou come with me to the Tavern; it's only astep.
ROLAND. | cannot spare astep,
soAK . All right, dl right;
If you won't come to the Tavern, the Tavern must
come to you.
Ho there, music!
(The orchestra strikes up raggedly—continuing while he speaks.)
SOAK. That'stheidea. Music doeswonders, young man.
Music can build apalace, let doneapub.
Comeon, you masons of the Muses, swingit,
Fing me up four walls. Now, now, don't drop your
tempo;
Easy with thosehods. All right; four walls.
Now benches—tables—No! No doorsor windows.
Whatdrunkwantsdaylight?Butyou'vel eftoutthebar.
Comeon—'Cellos! Percussion! All ofyou! A bar!
That'sright. Dismiss!
(The music ends.)
SOAK. Barmaid.
BARMAID. Yes, sir?
SOAK . Giveuswhatever you have and makeit triple.
ROLAND. Just asmall one Forme, please.
SOAK . Oh don't be so objective. One would think,
Looking at your long face, that there'sawar on.
ROLAND. But—
SOAK. Thereisno war on—and you have no face.
Drink up. Don't be objective.
ROLAND. What in the name of—
BARMAID. Look, dearie; don't mind/iim.
Hedwaystalkslikethat. Y ou takemy tip;
You're new here and this town is a sea-port,
Thetoneisrather .... You go somewhereinland.

39



ROLAND.
BARMAID
SOAK.

BARMAID.

SoAK.
BARMAID.
SOAK.

HARMAID.
SOAK.

BARMAID.
SOAK.

The Dark Tower

But how can 1?
/haveto go to sea.
(serioudly).
The sea out there leads nowhere.
Come, sweetheart, the same again.
Nowhere, |'ve warned you. (In a whisper.) As For our
friend here,
Don't stay too long in his company,
What'sthat ? Don't stay too longin my what ?
Company wasthe word.
Company ?| havenone. Why, how could 1?
Ther €' snever anyonearoundwherelam.
| exist for myselfand all therest isprojection.
Come on, projection, drink! Dance on your strings
anddrink!
Obligehim, dearie, oblige him.
Therel My projection drinks.
| wrote this farce before | was born, you know—
This puppet play. In my mother's womb, dear boy—
| have never abdicated thelife of thewomb.
Watch, Mabel: my new puppet drinks again—
A pretty boy but |'ve given him no more lines.
Havel, youngman ?
(pause)
You see, he cannot speak.
All he can do henceforward is to drink—
Look! A pull on the wire—the elbow lifts.
Give him the same again.
Well ....
Thereisno well about it. Except the well
That hasno bottom and that fills the world.
Triplets, | said. Where are those damned musicians ?
Buck up, you puppets!| Play|

(The orchestra strikes up a lullaby, continued behind his speech.)
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SOAK  (deepily).

Good. Serenade me now till | fall asleep
And all the notes arc one—and all the sounds are
silence.
Unity, Mabel, unity ismy motto.
The end of drink is a whole without any parts—
A great black sponge of night that fills the world
And when you squeezeit, Mabel, it dripsinwards.
D'you want metosgueezeit ? Right. Piano there.
Piano—I must sleep. Didn't you hear me?
Piano, puppets.Allright,pianissimo.
Nissimo . . . nissimo. . .issimo. . ..
(The music ends and only /m snonng is heard.)

ROLAND. A puppet? ... A projection? . . . How helies!

And yet I've sometimes thought the same, you
know—

The same but the other way round.

Thereis no evidence for anything

Except my own existence—he says his.

But he's wrong anyway—Iook at him snoring there.

If1 were something existing in his mind

How could | go on now that he's asleep ?

SOAK  (muffled).

Becausel'mdreamingyou.

ROLAND. Dreaming?

BARMAID.

SOAK.

ROLAND.
BARMAID.

Yes, sir.

He does have curious dreams.

Yes, and the curious thing about my dreams

Isthat they always have an unhappy ending

For all except the dreamer. Thus at the moment

You'd never guess, young man, what role |'ve cast
you for—

What the—

Never mind, dear.
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Tomorrow he'll wakeup.
KOLAND. Tomorrow he'll wake up ?
And|—Shal | wake up ? Perhapsto find
That this whole Quest is a dream. Perhaps I'm still at
home
In my bed by the window looking across the valley
Between the yew-trees to where Sylvie lives
Not among yews but apples—
(He is interrupted by a terrific voice crashing in on the 'Bar’from the
outer world.)
STENTOR. All Aboard!
ROLAND. What's that?
STENTOR. All Aboard!
SOAK. You'dnever guess
What happens in my dream ....
STENTOR. All Aboard! All Aboard!
Come aong there, young man—unless you want to
be left.
All Aboard for the Further Side of the Seg,
For the Dead End of the World and the Bourne of No
Return!
(The noise ofa crowd materialises, increasing.)
STENTOR. All Aboard, ladiesand gents, knavesandfools, babes
and sucklings,
Philistines, pharisees, parasites, pimps,
Nymphos and dipsos—All Aboard!
Lost souls and broken bodies; make it snappy.
That's right, folks. Mind your feet on the gangway.
(Through the racket of gadarening passengers is heard the mechanical
voice ofthe Ticket Collector.)
TICKET COLLECTOR.
Ticket? Thank you ... Ticket? Thank you
Ticket ? Thank you . . . Ticket ? Thank you ....
(The crowd noises fade out; Roland is now below decks.)
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STEWARD (with an 'off-straight® accent).
Thisway, sir. Let me show you your stateroom.
Hot and cold and a blue light over the bed.
Ring once for adrink, twice for an aspirin.
Now if you want anything else—a manicure, for
example—
ROLAND. No, steward. A sleeping draught.
STEWARD (archly).
Sir! Inthemorning ?
ROLAND.Morningbedamned. My headaches.
STEWARD. Drinking last night, sir ?
ROLAND. Thinking.
STEWARD (rattling it off).
Thinking ? That's too bad, sir.
But you'll soon got over that, sir.
Inthis ship nobody thinks, sir.
Why should they ? They're at sea, sir ...
Andifyour brain'sat sea, sir—
ROLAND (angrily).
Listen! | want asleeping draught.
How many times do | haveto ring for that ?
STEWARD (unperturbed).
Asmany timesasyou like, sir.
Ifyou can keep awake, sir.
(pimpishfy) But talking of deeping draughts, sir,
Do you hear that lady playing thefiddle?
ROLAND. Fiddle? No. | don't.
STEWARD. Ah, that'sbecause sheplaysitin her head.
But she'savery nicelady, sir.
Her name, sir, is Neaera.
ROLAND . Why should | carewhat her nameis?
| tell you, steward—
STEWARD . Of course if you'd rather play tombola—
ROLAND. Tombola?

43



The Dark Tower
STEWARD (throwing It away).
Game of chance, sir. They call out numbers.
Kills thetime, sir. Rather like life, sir.
Y ou can buy your tickets now in the lounge.
The ship's started, you know, sir.
ROLAND. Oh, so the ship's started?
(worried) But | can't hear theengines.
STFWARD. Can'tyou, sir?1 was right then.
ROLAND. Right ? What do you mean ?
STFWARD. | thought sothemoment | saw you.
Youdon't, sir; of courseyoudon't.
ROLAND. Don't what, damn you? Don't what?
STEWARD. Youdon't know whereyou'regoing, sir.
(7Ac ship's engines arc heard on the orchestra ;Jrom them emerges
the chatter of the /mmc/ct with the banal laughter of tombola
players.)
OFFICHI. Clickety-click; sixty-six . . .
Kelly's Eye: Number One . . .
And we—
CROWD (raggedly).
Shake the Bag!
(The orchestral engines gi\c place to a solo violin.)
NEAFRA (fo herself, velvety),
... Andantino . . . rallentando . . . adagio—
(Her violin-playing breaks off.)
N EAERA (foreign accent).
MonDieu! Youstartledme.
ROLAND. I'm sorry, |—
NFAVRA (cooingly).
Do si| down. So you're going Nowhere too ?
ROLAND. On the contrary, Madam—
NEAERA. Call meNeaera.
ROLAND. But—
NEAERA. And I'll call you Roland.
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ROLAND. How do you know my name ?
NEAERA. A little bird told me. A swan, if you want to know;
He sang your name and he died.
That's right, sit down. I've seen your dossier too.
ROLAND. Seenmy—
NEAERA. Ohyes, cheri. Inthe Captal n's cabin.
ROLAND. Buthowcanl haveadossier ?1'vedonenothing.
NEAERA. That'sjustit. It'sdull.
But thefuture part amuses me.
Ohyes, my dear, thisdossier includesthefuture—
And you don't come out of it well.
ROLAND. What do you mean?
N EAERA . You never believed in this Quest of yours, you see—
The Dark Tower—the Dragon—all this blague.
That's why you were so easy to seduce
In the idle days at sea—the days that are just begin-
ning.
(Her violin begins again, then gives way to the lounge chatter, covering a
passage of time.)
OFMCER. Key of the Door: Twenty-Onel!
Eleventh Hour: Eleven!
Ten Commandments: Ninel
Kelly's Eye: Number Onel
And we—
CROWD. Shake the Bag!
(The vialin ic-cmergcs.)
NEALRA. .. .Lento. . .accelerando. . . presto. . . calando. . .
morendo
(The violin fades away, it is meant to have established an affaire
between Roland and Neaera.)
STEWARD (siyly).
Well, sir ? So the lady is still practising.
Golden days, sir, golden days.
At seg, sir, have you noticed
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Onedoesn't noticetime?
You probably feel you just came on board yesterday
And yet you got your sea-legs weeks ago, Sir.
ROLAND. Sealegs? Why, thistrip hasbeen so calm
I'venever felt—
STEWARD. That'sright, sir; never feel.
Therés nothing in life but profit and pleasure.
Allegro assai—some people plump for pleasure
But I now fancy the profit—
(Receiving a tip.)
Ah thank you, sir, thank you.
The sea today in the sun, sir, looks like what shall 1
say, sir?
ROLAND. Thesea today ? A dance of golden sovereigns.
NEAERA . Thesea today is adagios of doves.
ROL AND. Theseatoday isgullsand dolphins.
NEAERA. Theseatoday is noughts and crosses.
OFFICER (cutting in rapidly).
And we—
CROWD. Shakethe Bag!
NEAERA. Theseatoday, Roland, is crystal.
ROLAND. Theseatoday Neaer a, istimeless.
NEAERA. Theseatoday isdrumsand fifes.
ROLAND. The sea today is broken bottles.
NEAERA. Theseatoday is snakesand ladders.
OFFICER (as before).
Especially snakes!
CROWD. Egspecially snakes!
NEAERA (wheedling).
Roland, what's that ring ? |'ve never seen onelikeit.
ROLAND. Thereisno other ringlike it.
NEAERA. A grangering for aman . . .
My colour, you know—that red . . .
Why do you twitch your finger ?
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ROLAND. Becauseitburns.
NEAERA. Itburns?
Like tingling ears perhaps? Someone is thinking of
you.
ROLAND (startled—and suddenly depressed).
What?. . . | hope not.
(changing the subject)
Come, darling, let'shaveadrink.
OFFICER. And we—
CROWD.  Shakethe Bag!
ROLAND. Thessatoday is drunken marble.
NEAERA. Theseatoday isslver stallions.
ROLAND. Theseatoday is—Tdl me, steward:
Where'sdl thisfloating seaweed comefrom ?
STEWARD. | imagine, sir—forgive me mentioning it—
That we are approaching land.
ROLAND. Land!
STEWARD . Yes, sir—butjou won't be landing of course.
The best people never land, sir.
ROLAND. No? ... (to himself fatalistically) | suppose not.
(Neaera's violin is heard again.)
NEAERA (to hersdf).
.. .piusonoro . . . conforza. . . accelerando . . .
crescendo
(The orchestra is added for ajinal crashing chord and at once we hear the
hubbub ofa crowd.)
STENTOR. Anyone more for the shore? Anyone more for the
shore?
Line up there on the forward deck
All what wants to chance their neck!
Anyone more for the shore ?
TICKET COLLECTOR.
Thisway: thank you—Thisway: thank you—
Thisway: thank you—This way: thank you.
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STENTOR. Anyonemore?Hurry upplease!
But remember this: Onceyou'reoff
Y ou can't come back not ever on board.
We leave at once. At once!
TICKIT COLLECTOR.
This way: thank you—This way: thank you—This
way: thank you—This way: thank you.
isr  PASSFNGFR (cockney).
Here, here, who're you shoving? What's the
blinkin' hurry?
ins WIFI-. That's right.
1ST PASSI NCIiK.
Some people seem very keen to land in the future.
Can't use their eyes—if you ask me!
MIS WIFE. That'sright. Look at them vicious rocks.
1ST PASSFNCIIR.
And that tumble-down shack what thinks it's a
Customs House.
HIS WIPE. Andthemhorriblemountai nsbehindit.
2NO I'ASSI-NGER (northern).
You'd think this country was uninhabited.
TICKI-T COLLECTOR.
This way: thank you—This way: thank you— (with
finality) Thisway: thank"'oul
(wearily) O.K., sir. That's the lot.
STENTOR. Gangway up! Gangway up!
Clear away there. Mind your heads!
NFAI-RA. What arc you staring at, Roland?
Come away, cheri; the show's over.
Then* goes the gangway; we're moving out now.
What iiivyoustaringat, darling?
ROLAND (to himself).
Was that. . . wasthat... | couldn't see in the face of
the sun but—
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Steward, you've sharp eyes.
Did you see over there on the quay, sitting on a
rusty bollard—
STEWARD . Hsh, sir, Neaerawill hear you.
Yes, sir; avery nice piece.
She was looking at you, sir, too—staring in fact, one
might say.
Seemsto be staring still—but what's she doing how ?
Climbing up on the bollard ?
Good Lord, sir, that's bad form; she's making
gestures.
SYLVIE (digant cry).
Roland! . .. Roland! ...
ROLAND. Sylviel!
1 knew it. Out of my way there!
STI NTOR. Here, here, here! Stop him!
Man gone mad there! Don't let himjump!
(General commotion.)
NFAF.RA. Roland! Comeback!
(A loud splashfrom the orchestra.)
STENTOR. Man overboard! Man overboard!
(The crowd reacts excitedly.)
STENTOR. Lifebuoy! Where's the lifebuoy ?
VOICE. Garn! This here ship don't carry no lifebuoys.
Nor he won't need one. Look! He's climbing up on
the quay.
(The orchestral engines start up again.)
OFFICER  (triumphantly).
And we—
CROWD . Shake the Bag!
NEAERA (now revealing her hardness).
WEell, James . . . That's that.
STEWARD. Yes, madam.
NEAERA. Y ou can drop the madam now.
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STEWARD. Yes, Neaera—my swestie-pie.
NEAERA  (matter-of-fact).
That's more like it, James, my greet big he-man.
Come to my cabin now; we'll count the takings.
(Thefading engines take the liner to sea; Roland isleft on the Shore, with
Sylvie sobbing.)
ROLAND (dead-pan).
There she goes now.
SYLVIF (echoing him).
There she goes now ....
(then bursting out)
Roland, you areahypocrite!
ROLAND (quietly—but ashamed).
No, Sylvie; merely as eep-walker.
Ugh! (Heshivers))
SYLVIE (calm again).
The seamust have been cold. Come, let'swalk.
ROLAND. How did you get here, Sylvie?
SYLVIE (a shade hitter).
| followed you—but not on aluxury liner.
Mine was a cargo boat, itslimit was seven knots.
ROLAND. Andyetyou got here first.
And now | supposeyou regret it.
Areyougoingtoleave me, Sylvie?
SYLVIE. Howean |? We're marooned here.
This is a desolate land. (Withforced control) 1 suggest
we keep together.
ROLAND . You have the gift of forgiveness.
SYLVIE. | have the gift of common sense.
As you're bound to be seduced from your so-called
Quest,
Infuture, Roland, leavethe seducingto me.
Or can't 1, perhaps, compete with your ladies of
pleasure ?
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ROL AND. Pleasure?That wasnot pleasure.
SYLVIE. It was But it was not happiness.
ROLAND. Andyou offer me happiness?
SYLVIE. You doubt that | haveit to offer ?
ROLAND. No, | don't doubt that. But my tutor always said
Happiness cannot be taken as a present.
SYLVIE. Forget your tutor. Thisisaforeign land
Whereno one will interfere with us.
ROLAND. Noone? No man perhaps.
SYLVIE. What do you mean by that ?
ROLAND. Look roundyou, Sylvie. Seethe deserted port,
The ruined shacks, the dag-heaps covered with lichen
And behind it all thefrown and fear of the forest.
This is the Dragon's demesne.
SYLVIE. Roland, how childish you are.
ROLAND. You think so ? Look at this notice
That flaps here on the hoarding—
And thisoneand thisone and thisone.
SYLVIE (reading).

'Wanted for Murder' . . . "Wanted for Murder' . . .
'Wanted'—
ROLAND. You're reading the words wrong. Not 'for’, Sylvie;
'tol’

SYLVIE. 'Wanted to Murder'. You'reright.
But what doesit mean ?
ROLAND. Itmeanswearcon asoil wheremur der pays.
SYLVIE. It paysin many places.
ROLAND. Yes, but here
The paymagter is the government—and pay-day
I's every day of the week.
TheDragon'sdoing, | tell you.
SYLVIE. Wdll, ifit isjwi cannot cureit.
At the best you can cure your self—
(tentatively) And that only through love.
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ROLAND. LOVC?
SYLVIE (stronger).
Through me, Roland, through me.
(pause)
ROLAND (quietly, asifsolving a problem).
Yes, | thinkyou'reright.
(Then with sudden decisiveness)
Sylvie, take thisring; | cannot wear it now,
| have failed this ring—nbut this ring will not fail you.
SYLVit. Youmean . .. ?
ROLAND. Yes. Let meput it on your Hnger.
SYLVIE. Notyet, Roland. That must be donein achurch.
ROLAND. Andwhere can wefind achurch round here ?
SYLVIE (half abstracted).
What astrange colour. Liketheblood of achild.
ROLAND. I repeat! Where can wefind achurchor achapel here?
(The Tout pops up. He speaks in broken English.)
TOUT. 'Scusa. Lady and gentlemanwant guideto chapel ?
ROLAND. God! Where did this come from?
TOUT. Me?Mecomefromsewer.
M eaccredited guide—very good, very funny.
L ady and gentleman see chapel today ?
ROLAND. Whereisthischapel of yours?
TOUT. Chapel not mine, chapd belongto God.
Me take you there up this road, see.
Metell you history, very much history, cheap.
(A distant bell is heard, which continues as they speak.)
TOUT. That chapd bell, tee-hee!
Ting-aling for the wedding!
ROLAND. What wedding?
TOUT. Menotknow. No, sir, nobody know.
Happy pair not come yet.
SYLVIE. Roland, thisisasign.
Tell him to show ustheway.
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TOUT. Meshow youtheway sure.

Beautiful lady put best foot first.
Chapel up there in forest.
ROLAND. Inthe forest?

TOUT. Sure, boss. Chapel old.

Chapel in forest before forest grew.
But needs repairs now bad.
Haunted too—tee-hee!

ROLAND. Haunted!

TOUT. Sure, boss.

Plenty ghosts—tu-whit, tu-whoo.
Me need bonus for them ghosts.
ROLAND. You'll haveyour bonus. Only get us there quick.
Sylvie, wewill exorcise these ghosts.
Y ouknow how, my dearest ?
SYLVIE (heait-Jelt).
I know how.

(The bell continues but is gradually submerged by orchestral chapel
music. The latter swells to a definite close, leaving Roland and
Sylvie in the Haunted Chapel. The voices echo in the emptiness.)

FRIFST (old and tired but kindly).

Y ou have thering ? Good.

Before | complete this ceremony making you man and
wife

| must deliver awarning.

The original sinis doubt.

And in these days of contempt for theindividual

[tisasothetopica sin.

So if either of you has doubts of the holiness of
marriage

Or if either of you has doubts of the other

And can conceive a time when he or she

Will think again and wish this thing undone,

Now is your time to speak.
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(pause)
Good. So you have no doubts. There is one other
formality.
Although there is no congregation present,
Although apart from ourselves and a few sparrows
and field-mice
This chapel is now empty, | must still put the
question:
If anyone here know just cause or impediment—
(He is interrupted by voices with a strange acoustic.)
BLIND PETER'S VOICE.
| do!
GAVIN'S VOICE.
| do!
FATHER'S VOICL.
| do!
BLIND PETER'S VOICE.
Thisyoung man who's cometo you to get married
Promised mewhen heleft, aweek beforel died,
Ashewould avenge my blindness and bring it about
How no one should go the way | went in future.
Well, has he doneit ? No, and he'll never do it—
Not if you splice him up to that poor ssimple girl
Who only dreams how he and shewill be happy.
GAVIN'S VOICE.
No, Roland, my brother; Blind Peter is right.
Forget your dreams of a home. You can never be
happy )
If you forsake the Quest. And if you could—
Happinessisnot all. Y ou must go on—
Turn your back on this chapel, go on through the
forest,
Alone, aways aone, and then across the desert,
And at the other end of that desert—
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FATHER'S VOICE (very deen).

ROLAND.

Y ou will find what | found, Roland.
You?

FATHER'S VOICE.

ROLAND.

Y ou should know my voice though you never heard it.
Though you had not seen me, you knew my portrait.
My father?

*FATHER'S VOICE.

| am still waiting to be your father.
While you malinger, you are no son of mine.

ROLAND (shattered).

SYLVIE.

Sylvie ....

| know what you want. . . Your ring.

(She tries to retain self-control in mating her renunciation.)

There. . . Back onyour finger.
Look how it glows in this darkness.

ROLAND (bitterly).

SYLVIE.
PRIEST.

ROLAND.
PRIEST.

Glows ? It will burn me up.

Roland, before we part—

This chapel isnow closed. | am sorry.

Goodbye, my daughter; your way lies back,

Back by the road you came over the hopeless sea,

Back to your Uttle house and your apple orchard

And there mfist you marry one of your own kind

And spray the' trees in spring and raise the ladders in
autumn

And spread the shining crop on the spare-room floor
and—

Sylvie, before we part— .

This chapel isnow closed. | am sorry.

Goodbye, my son; your way lies forward,

Forward through the gibbering guile of the forest,

Forward through the silent doubt of the desert.

And here let me warn you: if in the forest
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You hear any voices cal from the trees,
Pay no attention, Roland, pay no attention ....
(His voice fades as forest music grows up; out of its tangle come the
voices of the Birds, harsh and mechanical, speaking in a heavily
stressed sing-song rhythm.)
PARROT. Pretty Polly! Pretty Polly!
Who's this coming now ?
RAVEN. Caw-caw! Caw-caw!
Who'sawalkin' in myforest ?
PARROT. Pretty Polly! Theleaves havefallen.
RAVI-N. Caw-caw! He's walking late.
PARRCJT. Pretty Polly! He'slooking pale.
RAVEN. Caw-caw! His boneswill bepaler.
PARROT. Pretty Polly! Herehecomes.
RAVEN. Caw-caw! Greet him!
PARROT (sneeringly).
Where are you going, Roland, sofast ?
RAVEN . Roland, running away from your past ?
BOTH. Youcan'tdothatl Youcan't do that\
PARROT. Stll ontheroad ? Still onthe Quest ?
RAVEN. Noneachieveit but the best.
BOTH. You're not the sort. Y ou're not the sort.
PARROT. Why not stop, my dear youngman?
RAVEN . Let heroes die as heroes can.
BOTH. Youmust live\ You must live!
(Theforest music swells up as Roland passes.)
PARROT. Pretty Polly! He'spassed usby.
RAVEN. Caw-caw! Thedevil take him.
PARROT. Pretty Polly! The devil will.
(The forest music gives place to desert music and Roland is heard
soliloquising.)

ROLAND (very tired).
Oh this desert |
The forest was bad enough but this beats all.
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When my tutor described it to me, it sounded strange
But now | am here, with the grit of it filling my shoes,
| find that the worst thing about it is this:
The desert is something familiar.
Andwithnoend—noend."

(The music ends. A mechanical voice creeps in.)

CLOCK VOICE.

Tick Tock, Tick Tock,

Sand and grit, bones and waste,

A million hours—all the same,

A millionminutes—eachanhour,
Andnothingstopsfor nothingstarts

But the hands move, the dead hands move,
The desert is the only clock—

Tick Tock, Tick Tock,

Tick Tock, Tick Tock .... -

(The Clock Voice recedes but can just be heard ticking as Roland speaks,

ROLAND.

with the Desert registering again musically.)
Flat—No shape—No colour—Only here and there
A mirage of the past—something |'ve met before—
Figures arising from dust, repeating themselves,
Telling me things that | have no wish to remember.
Mirage . . . mirage. . . mirage....

(7he music ends and the Clock comes near again.)

CLOCK VO

ICF.
Tick Tock, '1ick Tock,
Tick Tock, Tick Tock ....

(continuing in the background as thejirst mirage is heard.)

SOAK.

A pretty boy—but I've given him no more lines.
He'd never guess what happens in my dream.
Look—a pull onthewire, hisfeet move forward.
Left Right, Left Right ....

(He synchronises with the Clock Voice asit comes again into the

foreground.)
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CLOCK VOICE.1TickTock etc.
SOAK./Left Right etc.
(They withdraw to the background as the second mirage appears.)
STEWARD.Goldendays,sir,goldendays.
In the desert, Sir, have you noticed
One doesn't noticetime?
But | thought so the moment | saw you:
Y ou don't know where you're going.
Golden days, golden days ....
(He synchronises with the Clock Voice and Soak—the same procedure.)
CLOCK VOICE.1Tick Tock, etc.
soAK.J-LcftRight, etc.
STEWARD.; Golden days, etc.
NEAERA....adagio...radientantio...
Thisdossier includesyour future—
Y ou don't come out of it well.
But kiss me, Roland, kiss me.
Kiss me, kiss me ....
(synchronises)
cLock volicke.|Tick Tock, etc.
soAk. | Left Right, etc.
STEWARD. | Golden days, etc.
NEAERA,} Kiss me, etc.
sYLVIE. But why must you go so quickly ?
Now that the sun's come out.
Y ou, Roland—you're no knight errant.
Y our love for me will triumph, you'll come back,
Thenyouandl, youand| ....
(synchronises)
cLock voice.)Tick Tock, etc.
SOAK..] Left Right, etc.
STEWARD.. *Golden days, etc.
NEAERA. | Kiss me, etc.
syLviE.JYouandl, etc.
S
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(The Jive voices swell in the foreground, driving as it were at the camera,
till Roland can bear it no longer.)
ROLAND (screaming).
NO!
(The voices break off as if cut with a knife.)
ROLAND. Shapes of dust and fancy! Unreal voices!
But where is the voice that launched me on my
road?
Whereisthe shape thefirst that | remember ?
Why doesn't she appear—even in fancy ?
It is the least she could—M other, where are you ?
Yes, you; I'm calling you—my mother who sent me
forth—
It wasall your doing. But for you
I who had no beliefs of my own.,
I who had no will of my own,
Should not be here today pursuing
\ dark tower that is only dark
Because it does not exist. And Mother!
It isonly your will that drives me still
Assignified in the blood-red stone
| wear on my finger under my glove
That burnsmelikealivingweal.
(suddenly puzzed)
...Burnsme?...Burnsme?... It alwayshas—
But havel gonenumb ? | can feel nothing.
Off with thisglove! | can't believe that—
(A chord from the orchestra.)
ROLAND. Thering! Thering!
The colour isgone; the blood has gone out of it.
But that must mean . . . that means.. . . .
MOTHER'S VOICE (in a different acoustic, whispering).
It means, my son, that | want you back.
ROLAND . And the Quest then ?
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MOTHER. Lapsss.

On my deathbed | have changed my mind;

| am bearing now a child of stone.

He cango on the Quest. But you, Roland—come back!

(A pause while Roland takes in the implications.)
ROLAND. Thering ... isaways right.

Recall! Reprieve! A thousand years of sunshine!

And the apples will bein bloom round Sylvi€e's house.

Woas that my mother's voice ? Look at thering.

It is as pale as death, there is no more breach of duty,

Her will is not behind me. Breach of duty ?

If she is dying, there is the breach of duty—

Not to be there. M other, you sent me out

And | went out. Now that you call meback

1 will c-ome back! The desert take this ring—

It serves no further purpose!

(An orchestral clink as he thiows away the ring.)
ROLAND (startled).

What wasthat ?

It must have struck something hard. That'sthe first

Sound I've heard in the desert. Where did | throw
thatring?

A stone? But acarved stone! Lookslikeamilestone.

Asifthe desert had any use for milestones!

(with a hysterical half-laugh)

How many milesto Babylon? Let'sseenow;

These letters are choked with sand, 'To Those . . .
ToThose. . .

(He deciphers the inscription, reading it aloud slowly.)

To Those Who Did Not Go Back—

Whose Bones being Nowhere, their signature is for
All Men—

Who went to their Death of their Own Free Will

Bequeathing Free Will to Others.’
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(The Bird Voices cut in, in a different acoustic, jeering.)

PARROT.
RAVEN.

Pretty Polly! A tall story!
Caw-caw! And not so new!

PARROT.Pretty Polly! Unknownwarriors!

RAVEN.
PARROT.
RAVEN.
ROLAND.

Caw-caw! Nobody cares! ¢

‘Who went to their death!'—Pretty Polly!

'Of their own free will!*—Caw-caw!

Of their own free will ? It wasn't like that with me.

It was my mother pushed me to this point

And now shepullsme back. Let'ssee thisring —

Where's it fallen? Hm. Yes, there's no mistake,

Red no longer: my mother wants me back

And indeeditishightime; thisdesert hasno end

Nor even any contour, the blank horizon

Retreats and yet retreats; without either rise or fall

Repeats, retreats, defeats; there is no sgn of a
tower—

You could see a tower for miles; there is not even a
knoll,

Flatnessisall—and nothing. Ownfreewill ?

(He has been speaking quietly but now bursts out.)

As if | Roland had ever .... Tutors, trumpeters,
women,

Old soaks and crooked stewards, everyone | have met

Has played his music on me. Ownfreewill!

Three words not one of which | understand!

All right, Mother dear, Prn coming.

(Pause.)
Now . . . Where are my footsteps ? Better follow
them back.

Back to the forest and through it and so to the shore
of the sea.
Arethese my footsleps ? But how small they 1ook!
Well, you're asmall man, Roland—Better admit it—
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You'll be still smaller now . . . But are these my
footsteps?
They are so near together—and | thought
| waswalkingwith great strides! O Roland, Roland,
You thought yoursdlf a hero—and you walked
With littlestepslikethat! Now you must watch
These niggling fool-printsall your return journey
To underlineyour shame. What's shameto me
Whonever had freewill ? . . . 'their own freewill
Bequeathing freewill to others.* Othersindeed!
| begin to think my drunken friend wasright
In hissubjectivetavern; thereareno others
Apart from the projections of my mind
And, oncethat mind isempty, man'sadesert.
(losing his temper)
Others! Who aretheseothers? Wherecan | find'em ?
CHILD'S VOICF (outoftheblue).
Nowher e, Roland. Nowhere.
ROLANI>.There! Whatdidl say?Thereareno—
CHILD'S VOICF.
You will never find usifyou go forward—
For you will be dead before we are born.
You will never find usif you go back—
For you will have killed usin the womb.
ROLAND. What! SoI'm an infanticide now ?
CHILD'S VOICE.
Not yet. Bui if yougo back . . .
ROLAND. Who said | was going back ?
CHILD'S VOICE.
| thought you had made up your mind.
ROL AND.Inever makeupmymind1
Didn't | say that my mother—Look, I'll leave it to
chance;
Chanceisasgood an ar biter asany.
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Watch me, you unborn children. See thistiny cactus ?
I will grip it leaf by leaf—Iet that decide—
This Year, Next Year, Eena-Meena—-you know the
game, you unborn children.

Now.
(He counts in regular time, but with growing tension, as he picks off the
leaves.)

Forward—back; forward—back; forward—back—
forward; .

Back—forward; back—forward; back—forward—
back;

Forward—back; forward—back; forward—back—
forward;

Back—forward; back—forward; back—forward—
BACK.

There! The voice of chance. The oracle of the cactus.
Back! Back! That'swhat the cactus says.
Butl'm. ..
(He holds the suspense, then with decision.)
. . . goingforward, children!

Did you think that |'d let a cactusdictate to me ?
Mother, don't pull on the string; you must die alone.
Forgive me, dear, but—I tell you Pm going forward.
Forward, Roland . . . into the empty desert,
Whereall is flat and colourless and silent.

(He pauses; the orchestra creeps in with a heart-beat rhythm.)
Silent? . . . Then what'sthis?
Something new! A sound\ But a sound of what ?
Don't say that it's my heart! Why, Roland you poor

fool,
Who would think you had one ? You must be afraid;
It is fear reveals the heart.
(Heart-beat louder.)
ROLAND. Aha, you piece of clockwork—
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Trying to have your little say while you can!
Before your wheels run down here in the empty desert.
(Sudden chord; the heart-beat continues.)
Empty ? . . . Where have those mountains comefrom ?
Closing round in aring. Hump-backed horrors
That want to be in at the death. And where's the
horizon?
A moment ago thiswas level. What's the game ?
A confidencetrick ? A trap! | am coopedin.
A circle of ugly cliffs—a lobster-pot of rock!
Silence, my stupid heart! This looks like . . . looks
likewhat ?
This looks like the great circus in Ancient Rome,
Only there is no audience—and no lions.
(suddenly noticing)
Noaudience?
(Chord; heart-beat behind—and steadily increasing.)
No audience! Why, that's Gavin on top of that peak!
And Michael and Denis and Henry and Roger and
John!
And men that I've never seen—in outlandish clothes,
Some of them even in armour. And there's Blind
Peter—
With sight in his eyes, for he's pointing—
And my father too—I remember him from the
album—
And my tutor—he must be dead—Ilooking graver
than ever
And—well lo the front of course—my dear old
Sergeant-Trumpeter.
(Figure in the music; the succeeding voices, other than Roland*s own,
sound as if coming from some}vherefar-off and above.)
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Roland! Hold the note at the end.
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GAVIN. Beready, old boy. Thisisit!

BLIND PETER.
Strike a good blow to avenge Blind Peter.
FATHER.Y our heritage, my son. Y ou were born tofight and—
ROLAND. Fight ? Fight whom ? This circus has no lions.
TUTOR. Nolions, Roland ? Haveyou forgotten your lessons ?
1 never mentioned lions; it was a dragon—
And only that for lack of a better name.
ROLAND. Yes, yes, dragon of course—but you told me, my

good tutor,

The Dragon would not appear until | came to the
Tower

And until | had blown my blast—Well, there is no
tower!

GAVIN. That fooled me, Roland my brother.
FATHER. Look over there, Roland my son.
ROLAND. Where?...Ohthatlittlething?
Like awart coming out of the ground!
FATHER. It'sgrowing, Roland, it'sgrowing.
TUTOR. Youshouldrecogniseit from my lectures.
BLIND PETER.
That'sthejoker all right.
(Figure in the music.)
GAVIN. Thetower! The Dark Tower!
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Quick now, my lad. Unsling your trumpet.
ROLAND. But—
FATHER. It's growing, my son; waste no time.
ROLAND. It's growing; yes, it's growing.
CHILD'S VOICE.
Growing! Ooh! Look at it.
Strike a good blow for us unborn children.
MOTHER (closer than the rest).
And strikeablow for all dead mothers.
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GAVIN. Jumptoit, Roland.
FATHER. Wastenotime.
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Remember that challengecall.
Blow it the way | taught you.
ROLAND (beginning quiet but resolute and building).
Yes, dear friends, | will blow it the way you taught
me.
| Roland, the black sheep, the unbeliever—
Who never did anything of his own free will—
Will do this now to bequesth free will to others.
(full out) Ahoy there, tower, Dark Tower, you're getting big,
Y our shadow is cold upon me. What of that ?
Andyou, you Dragon or whatever you are
Who make men beasts, come out—hereisaman;
Come out and do your worst.
(The heart-beat, having reached its crescendo, ends clean.)
ROLAND (restrained, inthesudden silence).
Wrist be steady
As| raise the trumpet so—now fill my lungs—
(The Challenge Call rings out; the Sergeant-Trumpeter speaks as the last
long note is reached.)
SERGEANT-TRUMPETER.
Good lad, Roland. Hold that note at the end.
(The trumpet holds it, enriched and endorsed by the orchestra. They come
to afull close and that is THE END.)
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CAST

Sunbeams in his Hat was first broadcast® in the B.B.C. Home
Service on July i6th, 1944. The main parts, in order of their
appearance, wereplayed asfollows:

FRAU SCHMIDT MARCELLA SALZER
OLCA KNIPPER MARTITA HUNT

TCHFHOV ALAN WHLATLEY
TCHEHOV'SI-ATHI-K IVOR DARNARD

MASSEUR RICHARD WILLIAMS*
GFNFRAI CYRIL GARDINI'R*

NUK Sl MOLLY RANKIN*

BOY IN SAHALIN MALCOLM THOMAS

'DORN? GERAID GASP*

ToISTOY ALFXANDFR SARNFR*

GORKI DUNC AN MCINTYRL*

'ARTFM' HARRY HUTCHISON*
NFMIROVICH-DANCHENKO  CHARLES MAUNSELL¥

DR. SCHWORER HOWARD MARION-CRAW | ORD

Gregori Tcherniak played Russian folk tunes on the balalaika.
Production by the author.

! An earlier version entitled Dr Chekhovwas produced by Stephen Potter for
the B.B.C. on September 6th, 1941.

68



INTRODUCTORY NOTE

Sunbeams in his Hat is the only programme in this book which
was properly afeature 'Feature', as distinct from 'play?, is the
B.B.C. name for a dramatised broadcast which is primarily either
informative or propagandist (propaganda here being taken to
include the emotive celebration of anniversaries and gestures of
homage—or of hatred—to anyone or anything dead or alive).
Features therefore, having an enormous diversity of subject, have
also a great diversity of form. Some of them are as loosely
constructed as scrap-books, others come near to the unities and
emotional impact of a play. The script here published beongs
to the comparatively clearcut type of feature-biography (or
feature-historical-portrait). Tchehov was given to me as a subject
for homage in 1941, and | rewrote the programme in 1944 for the
anniversary of his death. It was assumed that, like all decent
feature-biographers, | would give accurate information about him.
My own special intention was to correct the popular fallacy
which uses the word Tchehov as a synonym for melancholia and
which, incidentally, vitiates so many English productions of his
plays.

The basic problem of such a portrait is condensation®—how
to sdect a few significant 'shots' and put them coherently
together in a little space. For this programme | used the method
of the flash-back. Beginning with Tchehov on the morning of the
day of his death | ended with him that evening; phases of his
earlier life were presented through flash-backs. This method can
be confusing and irritating, though when it comes off it provides
tension and unity. The flash-backsin Sunbeamsin his Hat are not,

! The two March Hare programmes, being satirical topical fantasies (nega-
tive propaganda or un-homage), were also, | think correctly, classified as
features—but they are far from being what the word evokes in the mind of a
B.B.C. planner.

®1n condensing here | fear | omitted much that was very important, e.g.
Tchehov's early phase of hard and distasteful hack-work.
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1 think, confusing but | would not deny that they may irritate.
If 50, it is not so much the fault of the flash-back scenes themsdlves
as of the lead-ins to them from the preceding scenes; it was in the
character of both Tchehov and Olga Knipper to be reminiscent
and exchange expressions of homesickness but such reminiscences,
just because they come so pat, are only too likely to sound
stoogey. Still they remain, | think, preferable to the cold-fish
voice of the Narrator.

While in nearly al features some amount of invented detail
is necessary—and transpositions in time and place are on occasion
permitted—this Tchehov programme is based very closgly on
fact, even his terms of endearment having been cribbed from
his letters. This amount of realism affected of course my writing
of dialogue. In my Introduction to Christopher Columbus I wrote
that 'the radio play (if not the radio feature) can only reach
its heights when the subject is dlightly larger, or at least smpler,
than life and the treatment is to some extent 'stylised" *. | would
now italicise that parenthesis and add that even with plays the
remark may mislead (especialy if 'heights' is taken as equivalent
to excellence). Selection of material alone will obvioudy both
simplify and to some extent 'stylise’ but larger-than-lifeness need
not be part of the recipe; in a programme caled He Had a Date
| attempted the chronicle of a fictitious young man of our time
and characterised him throughout by understatement and, while
| did not succeed with him, | see nothing wrong in the method
(though | admit that indiscriminate understatement has ruined the
modern theatre).

So with Tchehov, | never made him more articulate—or
poetic—than he himself could have been. | amed a a dialogue
that should be essy but exact, that without appearing to press him
should give away things to the listener. As to styhsation in the
poetic sense, | did fall back at the end of the programme, where
such effects ssem more needed, on the device of a dream (though
this dream itself was based on fact). For a dream, besides being of
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its nature foreboding, allows also the echoing—probably with a
“twist'—of voices heard before. This device, like the Hash-back
proper, can easly be abused. In another feature-portrait, of
Lauro de Bosis, where the hero'swhole last Act takes placein the
solitude of an aeroplane, |1 used a similar trick at consderable
length because so long a soliloquy was out of the question. But |
had not this excuse with Tchehov. My real reason, | think, for
introducing the dream of the River was to get a more supple
trangtion, a better prelude to the death itself, than could have
been contrived through any further dialogue between Tchehov
and hiswife—that is, if | kept her in character.
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(We hear a band playing in Badenweiler—July 1904. The band ends as

the voices begin.)

FRAU SCHMIDT (gushing). Good morning, Madame Tchehov.

OLGA KNIPPER. Good moming, Frau Schmidt.

FRAU SCHMIDT. It's going to be hot again, | think.

OLGA KNIPPER. Hot, Frau Schmidt ? Purgatory!

FRAU SCHMIDT. Youdon't like the heat ?

OLGA KNIPPER. Me, Frau Schmidt? Oh, / don't mind the heat.
It's my husband.

FRAU SCHMIDT. | beg your pardon, how stupid I am. How is
your dear husband today ?

OLGA KNIPPER. Oh, a bit better, a little bit better, but you
know, my dear—well, the last three days have been terrible.
Dr. Schworer came in two days ago and told me | must be
prepared

FRAU SCHMIDT. Prepared. . .forwhat?

OLGA KNIPPER (changing the subject). Exquisite!

FRAU SCHMIDT. What?

OLGA KNIPPER. That shaft of sunlight away over there on the
forest. In half an hour or so we'll have sun here on the
verandah.

FRAU SCHMIDT. But, Madame Tchehov, you were saying . . .
about Dr. Schworer— ?

OLGA KNIPPER. Oh, Dr. Schworer ? A charming man, and he
knows when to put his foot down. Anton, you know, wants
lo pack up his bags. He wants to get out of here at once'.

FRAU SCHMIDT . But you have not been long in Badenweiler.

OLGA KNIPPER. My dear Frau Schmidt, we've been three weeks
here—and Anton thinks it's eternity.

FRAU SCHMIDT. Your husband doesn't like Badenweiler ?

OLGA KNIPPER. He's panting to go to Italy. Lake Como, you
know. Or, better still, home to Russia.
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FRAU SCHMIDT. Geniuses of course are so restless. | dways tell

my daughter she must never marry a writer.
(Tinkle of doorbell.)

OLGA KNIPPER. Quite right, Frau Schmidt. Never marry a

writer—especially when he's agenius. There's Anton now.
(Tinkle of doorbell.)

The masseur comes to see him at seven-thirty and Anton likes

to talk to me first.

FRAU SCHMIDT. Well, remember me to him, Madame Tchehov,
and | hope ... | hope al will be well. If you were to lose
him. . .theloss. . . well, theloss, Madame Tchehov, would
bealossto humanity.

(Tinkle of bell.)

OLGA KNIPPER. Thank you, Frau Schmidt. | must run.

PRAU SCHMIDT. Goodbye, Madame Tchehov.

OLGA KNIPPER. Goodbye, Frau Schmidt.

FRAU SCHMIDT. Goodbye, Madame Tchehov.

(The German band begins again—and continues.)

OLGA. Anton?

TCHEHOV. Ah, thereyou are, Olga, my poppet. Where have you
been?

OLGA. Talking to Frau Schmidt. She wants to be remembered to
you.

TCHEHOV. Frau Schmidt ? Frau Schmidt? Oh, the woman who's
al over braid.

OLGA. Yes. Facelikeapudding.

TCHEHOV. Why do they dress so badly ? German taste, if thereis
such a thing—(Fit of coughing)

OLGA. There, Antosha, therel

(The band continues while he gets over his coughing.)

TCHEHOV. What were we saying? Oh, yes, German taste . . .
What do they pay that band ?

OLGA. How should / know, dear? More than they ever pay us at
the Moscow Art—
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TCIIEHQV (interrupting her, with a sudden change of tone). The
Moscow Art theatre . . . Pigeon, we must go back to Russial

OLGA. Later, Antosha, later.

TCHEHOV. No, Olga. At once! First we'll go to Trieste and then
a steamer for Odessa and then—

OLGA. Dr. Schworer says—

TCHEHOV. | don't give a damn what Dr. Schworer says. These
German doctors have stood me on my head. Doctors? I'm
one myself. What's the date, my goldfish?

OLGA. Second of July.

TCHEHOV. July already? High time | was cured, (facetioudly) In
fact, now | think of it . . . | amcured.

OLGA. Now, Antosha, Dr. Schworer—

TCHEHOV. Dr. Schworer can drown himself in the Rhinel
Doctor Tchehov says Anton Tchehov is cured. But he won't
stay cured much longer if he has to listen to this band—seven
o'clock every morning, seven o'clock every evening ....

(The band comes into the foreground.)

OLGA. Shall | closethewindows?

TCHEHOV. No, no, don't close the windows. | must haveair.
(Short Jit of coughing; during the following speeches the band fades
away.)

TCHEHOV. | wish | could do with this band what one does with
the rhythm of a train. Y ou know, poppet, how one sitsin a
train and the train goes chuggity-chug, chuggity-chug,
chuggity-chug, with infinite monotony, but asyou listen, you
can change it into any rhythm you like—the poems of
Pushkin or ... or ...

OLGA. Or the Serenade for Strings by Tchaikovsky—

TCHEHOV. Yes, or the hymns in church when | was a little boy
and father made us sing in the choir.

In Taganrog, that was.
(coughing)
| don't like churches but | did like those hymns.
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(His wvoice grows distant.)
The ikons were pretty too. Father was determined we should
al grow up Christians—
(Out of the distance comes an Orthodox Greek Church Choair.)

TCHEHOV'S FATHER (roughish voice). Anton, you must believe in
God.

CHILD'S VOICK. Yes, father.

FATHI-.R. Alexander, Nikolay, Anton, lvan—You must al believe
inGod.

CHILD'S voici . Yes, father.

(The chair in the background stops singing.)

FATHER. Put your trust in God and everything will go well.
Think of what Grandfather did.

CHILD'S VOICK. What did Grandfather do ?

i-ATMKR. You know that your grandfather used to be aserf. In the
bad old days before serfdom was abolished. To be a serf—
that was a terrible thing, but your grandfather trusted in
God. He saved up his money, penny by penny, until he had
saved—how much ? How much do you think ?

CHILD'S VOICE. How much?

FATHER. Three thousand five hundred roubles.

CHILD'S VOICE. My!

FATHER. He bought his family freedom at seven hundred roubles
per head. The good God smiled on his labours. Are you
listening, Anton?

CHILD'S VOICE. Yes, father.

FATHER. Fear God and you cannot go wrong. You see this shop
of mine—'Colonial Produce: P. E. Tchehov'? | didn't
aways have this shop—

CHILD'S VOICE. Didn'tyou?

FATHER. No, my children. For a long, long time | worked as a
clerk; the hours were long and hard and the money was very
little. But | trusted in God and | put my penniesin abox. So
at last the day came, | stopped being a clerk, | bought a
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business of my own. | bought this business and God made it
prosper—'Colonia Produce: P. E. Tchehov'. Soyou see, my
children: fear God and you cannot go wrong. Alexander,
Nikolay, Anton, Ivan, fear God and you cannot go wrong . ...

(His voice thins outwards like a ripple, overlaps back into the present.)

TCHEHOV . 'Fear God and you cannotgowrong . . .". When | was
in my ‘'teens my father's shop went bankrupt. He had to
move to Moscow. In Moscow he again became a clerk. They
paid him astarvationwage.

(Knocking on the door—but he disregards it. He has probablv told her all

this before, but is reminiscingfor his own sake.)

TCHEHOV. The rest of the family went to Moscow too; they all
starved together. That's why my brother Nikolay later
became consumptive. Moscow was the beginning—

(Repeated knocking.)
OL GA. Thatwill bethemasseur. Herein! Herein!
(Pause.)

OL GA.Goodmorning, MonsieurL egrand.

MASSEUR. Good morning, Madame. Good morning, Monsieur.
And how are we today ?

TCHEHOQV (switching at once to his 'Junny* manner). We have just
found out we are cured. We are chock full of butter and
porridge. That is one thing these Germans can do—they
make the most beautiful porridge.

MASSEUR. Monsieur has such a sense of humour .... Well, we
had better start work. First, please, will you lie on your
front ? So. Now please, Madame, whereis the basin of water ?

TCHEHOV. Having massage is really a treat, ft makes me think of
my Mongoose.

MASSEUR. OfyouTwhatl

TCHEHOV. He liked being stroked so much.

MASSEUR. Who did, Monsieur?

OLGA. His mongoose, Monsieur Legrand.

TCHEHOV. | brought him back from Sahalin,
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MASSEUR. From where, Monsieur?

OLGA. Please, Monsieur Legrand, don't ask so many questions.

TCHEHOV. FromSahalin. Otherwise cdled Hell. (Hegroans.)

MASSEUR. Am | hurting you? Then turn a little more on your
sde .... That's right.

TCHEHOV. Ifyou ever want to go to Hell ....

MASSEUR. Monsieur has such asense of—

TCHEHOV (suddenly serious again, though ‘'throwing it away). A
sense of reality, my friend. Sahain is one of our penal
settlements. If you want to see humanity at its worst—

MASSEUR. But | do not, Monsieur.

TCHEHOV. Youaremistakenthen. If youlikehumanity youhave
to see the dregs of it. You know where Sahalinis? Anisand
south of Kamchatka and north of Japan. The dreariest, dirtiest
outpost of Holy Russia. To get there—

MASSEUR. A moment, Monsieur. Still moreover onyour side_
Good.

TCHEHOV. First you take a steamer down the Volga, then you
take a steamer up the Kama. A river that looks like coffee
dops. Then you tackle Siberia ....

OLGA . | can never think, Anton, why you went there.

TCHEHOV. Nobody could. They al thought | was mad.

MASSEUR. | imagine, Madame, your husband was looking for
copy.

TCHEHOV (bursting out). Copy! Copy! . . .

MASSEUR. Be careful, Monsieur, you will hurt yourself.

TCHEHOV . What do you mean by talking to meabout copy ?

MASSEUR. But surely, Monsieur, asawriter—

TCHEHOV. A writer! Don't you know I'm adoctor?

MASSEUR. Yes, of course, but—

TCHEHOV (bitterly). Well, forget I'm awriter. That's why | went
to Sahdin. To get away from the people who caled me a
writer. | got the Pushkin Prize, so they thought they must
ask me to dinner. And while | was eating their dinners my
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brother died of consumption. So | went to Sahdin. That was
in 1890.

(A steamer is heard hooting in the distance. The next speech, delivered
quietly and rhythmically, is really a soliloquy.)
TCHEHQV (dreamily). Down the Volga and up the Kama. Days ol
rain and days of snow. First there was mud and then there
was snow and then there was dust. First there was killing
cold and then there was killing heat.. .. Innumerable muddy
rivers .... Endless plains where the wind sings in the stunted
birch trees. Further and further from civilisation. Miles and
miles of snow and desert—Russian snow and Russian desert.
Russia? Poverty . . . distance. . . disease. Tomsk and Irkutsk

... further andfurther.
(Shberian music creeps in.)

TCHEHOQV . Further and further on the road to Sahalin. Further
and further on the road to Hell.

(The music swells up to place Tchehov in the past—and in Sahalin.)

GENERAL (a hearty type of Philistine). Now that you're here, Anton
Pavlovitch, what canwe do for you? Why you've come here
| can't for the life of meimagine, but—

TCHEHOQV . I'vecomeheretostudy theconvicts.

GENERAL. Godblessme, what anideal Well, if you really want
to study the convicts, just tell me what you require and I'll
giveyouevery facility. Now if you'dliketo seea flogging—

TCHEHOQOV. Thank you, General. My ideaisto make akind of
census.

GENERAL. Akindofwhat?

TCHEHOV. A census. | want to make a census of the whole
population of Sahalin.

GENERAL. My very dear doctor! Do you know that the convicts
aoneruninto thousands and thousands ?

TCHEHOV. Somuchthebetter. My object—

GENERAL. | suppose you want to writeanovel or something ?

TCHEHOV. A novel, General ?What doyou think | am?1 want to
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contribute something to medical science.

GENERAL. Very well, Doctor, it strikes me as rather eccentric,
but I'll see what | can do for you. Til give you a competent
nurse to show you around the settlement.

(Musicto register an interval.)
TCHEHOV. Who livesin there, nurse ?
NURSE (brutalized). Don't know his name but the place is filthy.
(Tchehov knocks on the door of a hovel.)

NURSE. Don't go in there. Y ou'll catch something.

TCHEHOV. | tell youl'm making a census.

NURSE. Digging your grave, you mean.

(He knocks again.)

NURSE. Leavethislot out. They're scum.

TCHEHOV (quietly). Scum ? So are we all.

(He knocks again.)

NURSE. Thank goodness For that. No one at home.

TCHEHOV. WEell, I'll just peep inside.

NURSE (muttering). Crazy! Plumb crazy ....

(Pause while Tchehov enters the hovel. Inside his voice sounds different.)

TCHEHOV. Terribly dark in here. Anyonein?

NURSE. Ach, the stink, the stink!

TCHEHOV .Anyonehere?Anyoneathome?

(Heis answered, as iffrom a corner, by a little boy's voice, very
hostile.)

BOY. /'inhere.

TCHEHOV. Who areyou, sonny ? Come over hereand talk to me.

BOY . Getout of my house.

TCHEHOV. Now, now . . . I'mnot goingto hurtyou .... Havea
sugar-stick.

NURSE. Doctor, I'll wait for you outside.

TCHEHOV. Nice, isn'tit?. .. Now, sonny, what'syour name?

BOY (chewing). Alyoshka.... What'syours?

TCHEHOV. AntonPavlovitch.... Howoldareyou?

BOY (still not ‘giving' anything). Ten. How old areyou?
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TCHEHOV. Thirty. Isn't it old ? (Pause) Do you live here with your
father?

BOY. Yes.

TCHEHOV. What'syour father's surname?

BOY. Don't know.

TCHEHOV. Don't know ? You live with your father and you don't
know hisname!

BOY (‘dead-pan'). Heisn't my father.

TCHEHOV. Butyousaid . . . . Now look here, Alyoshka, isheyour
father or isn't he?

BOY.Oh,Acjustliveswithmother.

TCHEHOV. Your mother ?Isshemarried or awidow ?

BOY . Widow. Camedown herewith her husband.

TCHEHOV. Then what became of her husband ?

BOY (‘dead-pan').Mother killedhim.

TCHEHOV. What did you say ?

BOY . Maother gottired. Shekilledhim.

(The Siberian music creeps in again. Tchehov makes a last effort.)
TCHEHOV. Do you remember your father ? Your real father ?
BOY. Givemeanother sugar-stick.

TCHEHOV. But pleasetell me, Alyoshka—

BOY. Givemeanother sugar-stick.

(The music comes up by itself to round off that fiasco, then gives place to

the German band—and to Badenweiler.)

TCHEHOV. So you seey Monsieur Legrand . . . ? That was a long
time ago—fourteen years—but they still send convicts to
Siberia, they still send convicts to Sahalin. Millions of lost
souls, millions of broken bodies . . . | brought back a lot of
statistics. Also amongoose.

MASSEUR. And what did you do with your statistics ?

TCHEHOV. Handed them over to our rotten bureaucracy. Tell
me, Monseur Legrand, you do not know our Russia?

MASSEUR. No, Monsieur, | have not that privilege, alas.

TCHEHOV. Then let me tell you. Russaisahuge . . . beautiful

F 81



Sunbeams in his Hat

. . monster. A mongter sunk in lethargy . . . destroying its
children . . . destroying itself. Some day perhaps it will
wake—

OLGA. Now, Antosha, don't go talking like Gorki . . . Monsieur
Legrand will think ygu are dying of social consciousness.

TCHEHOV (dryly). I'm dying anyway, Olga.

(An embarrassed pause while he picks up the thread he has broken;

beginning again with precise emphasis.)

TCHEHOV. Thereis one thing that's the ruin of Russia—

(A shortjit of coughing interrupts him.)

MASSEUR. What isthat, Monsieur?

TCHEHOV. Ignorance. Gross abysmal ignorance. The mother of al
evils . . . from the Baltic to Vladivostock . . . Sahalin was a
bottomless pit of ignorance. When | got back to Moscow—

MASSEUR (dtill suave). A happy day, 1 takeit?

TCHEHOV. | found it was worse than Sahalin. All the nonsense
began all over again. Literary salons . . . dinner parties ....

OLGA (withforced cheerfulness, hoping to stop him moralising). So you
know what he did? He got together with his old friend
Souvorin—

TCHEHOV. Andwewentto MonteCarlo.

MASSEUR. Butwhy?

OLGA . They went to Monte Carlo and played roulette. They came
back bankrupt.

MASSEUR. But | would not havethought....

OLGA (at last losing her patience). You would not have thought
what?

MASSEUR. Excuse me, but | do not understand. If Monsieur was
worried with social problems—

OLGA. You wouldn't have thought he would flit to Monte Carlo.
Wéll, hedid. It seems quite natural to me.

MASSEUR. Natural, yes, butlogical. . . ?

OLGA. Logic! A man goes round making censuses—writing
reportsabout chol era—coll ectingsubscriptionsfor hospitals
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—in his off moments he writes short stories and plays—he
becomes a master of literature—socia conditions give him a
nightmare—he shakes off the dust of Moscow—he takes the
boat for Monte Carlo. You, Monsieur, are a Frenchman.
You think thisisal illogical. You think, if aman is appaled
by his country's poverty, it'ssilly to go and play roulette—

TCHEHOV. It was silly, but it did me a world of good . ... It
cleaned out my pockets and it cleaned out my soul. Life
recovered its tang. Souvorin—

OLGA . Poor old Souvorin! You led him adance.

TCHEHOQV (gaily, almost boyishly). He didn't need leading. How
well | remember him standing there over the tables ... You
know Monsieur Legrand, the Casino is marvellous. A redly
exquisite vulgarity—gilt and plush—crowds of bourgeois
faces, al of them eau-de-nil in the light reflected from the
tables. Even Souvorin had agreen face. How well | remember
it al. Just as if it were yesterday . . . yesterday . . .
yesterday ....

(A dlight discreet babble drowns his reminiscing voice and brings to life

his reminiscence.)

CROUPI ER.Faitesvosjeux, mess eursetmesdames.

ENGLISHWOMAN. But can't you see, George—

TCHEHOV . Souvorin, watchtheangry Englishwoman.

CROUPIER. Faitesvosj eux, messieursetmesdames.

ENGLISHWOMAN . Can't you see, George? Y ou must let me put a
louis on a number. What's the good of betting on a red. |
knew 27 would turnup ....

HUSBAND. Emily, you make me sick. | didn't want to bring you
hereat all—

CROUPIER. Faitesvoxjeux, messieurset mesdames.

ENGLISHWOMAN. I'mgoing to put this—all of it—onNumber
... Number . . . Number Eighteen.

HUSBAND. You're going to do nothing of the sort. You'll put it
on Impair. An even chance, Emily, an even chance ....
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(The camera,