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INTRODUCTION
By LioNeL TRILLING

The three plays in this volume have a double
significance. They represent an important phase
in the cultural life of America and they mark
the first full steps in the philosophic scarch to
which Eugene O’Neill has devoted his artistic life.

The Emperor Jones, Anna Christic and The
Hairy Ape were all written or produced between
1920 and 1921 and all were notable Broadway
events. Their success was not only the triumph of
an individual dramatist, but the vindication of a
cultural movement of which O’Neill was an in-
tegral part. A movement difficult to define, its
essence was contained in the Provincetown group
which, from 1914, had done so much to advance
the genius and career of the man who was to be
its brightest light. It was a movement of cultural
protest, of protest against the business civiliza-
tion of America, against philistinism, puritanism
and vulgarity. It undertook to foster whatever
was fresh and true and unconventional in conduct
or in art and to use it as a weapon against the

dominant and insufficient culture of the time
vii
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Often it had the weakness of bohemianism and
eccentricity, as in the work of Cabell, Herge-
sheimer and Floyd Dell, but at its best it had the
strength and dignity of a necessary rebellion.
Essentially a revolt of the conscious middle class
against its own sterile complacency, it offered
the promise of a regenerative cultural life.

At the very beginning of his career as a play-
wright, O’Neill was aware of the cultural forces
he was to fight. In an early poem he spoke of him-
self as a “submarine” lying in wait “beneath the
surface of life” to torpedo the merchant ships

Wallowing with obese assurance,
Too sluggish to fear or wonder.

But in the cultural battle a surprising number of
the merchant crew discovered they had been im-
pressed into service against their will and began
to give secret aid to the enemy. By the early
twenties, O’Neill had found a far wider audience
than the old fishing-wharf theatre of Province-
town had afforded—something like a successful
tevolution had been worked in American culture.

To the audiences of the twenties, however, it
was O’Neill’s style rather than the content of his
plays that was of first importance. Style, indeed,
was sufficient content: the language of Anna
Christie, the crude color, the drum-beats and the
phantasmagoria of The Emperor Jones, the en-
gine-rhythms, the masks, the ballet movements
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of The Hairy Ape, all constituted a denial of the
neat proprieties, all spoke of a life more colorful
and terrible than the American theatre had ever
thought of representing. It was at first the mere
technical inventiveness of Eugene O’Neill, his
daring subjects and language, which caught the
public imagination.

But as his career unfolded itself, it became ap-
parent that technical virtuosity and passion did
not comprise the whole interest of O’Neill’s work.
Over and above these qualities he had a profound
if groping philosophical intention. It is often said
of O’Neill that he liberated the American stage,
and no doubt he did as much as any one man can
do to free so complex and institutionalized an ar-
tistic medium. But the American stage has, after
all, not followed him in his technical innovations,
for O’Neill’s techniques, like those of any sincere
artist, are not fortuitous—they are the result of
an attempt to say things which the accepted tech-
niques cannot express; O’Neill’s techniques have
not been copied because no one else wishes to say
the things with which he is concerned. Of con-
temporary dramatists, O’Neill is unique in his
preoccupation with the kind of thought we call
philosophical.

On the whole, our theatre, when it is serious,
is social and realistic in the tradition of Moliére
and Ibsen, and although this tradition may, ob-
viously, lead both to profundity and to poetry,
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it tends to avoid the ultimate problems of ex-
istence with which philosophy deals. O’Neill is
least interesting when he occasionally concerns
himself with social realism. His tradition is that
of Lear and Faust, and if this need not be taken
as indicative of his poetic stature it is at least in-
dicative of the philosophic tendency of his work
and of the dramatic form this tendency suggests.
For though O’Neill had his beginnings in a move-
ment of social protest, he is always looking be-
yond the social to the transcendental. He looks
for the “meaning of life” and his dramatic tech-
nique must allow him to attempt equivalents to
the scenes on the heath and the Brocken. Trying
to solve the riddle of the universe, he needs wide
room for his movements.

As O’Neill moves forward from the three plays
in this volume, the terms of his philosophic
search become much more explicit. But there
can be no doubt, in the light of his later writing,
that this early work is part of an integral philo-
sophic pattern, whose outlines are the weakness of
man, the cruelty of the universe and the neces-
sity of finding some way of life and thought
which shall give ultimate spiritual comfort. As
O’Neill attempts to complete the pattern he
sketches diverse ways of life and thought and
diverse ways of comfort—from weary acquies-
cence to courageous affirmation, from cynical
acceptance to religious faith—but always the
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struggle is the tragic one between the littleness of !
man and the vastness and nature of the universe.;

The plays of this volume begin the statement
of the problem; all three deal with the misery of
man, but we note at once that the misery is not
immediate and physical, not social, but ultimate
and, as it were, metaphysical. In each play the
central character is one of the insulted and in-
jured: one a Negro, another a stoker, the third
a prostitute. But whereas for most of us the plight
of such people immediately evokes the social
forces which have insulted and injured them, for
O’Neill these forces are scarcely to be noticed, or,
if noticed, they are to be passed over. For O’Neill,
the social insult and injury are not so much facts
in themselves as symbols of man’s cosmic situa-
tion.

Thus the “emperor,” Brutus Jones, does not
typify the Negro, even though we see him reliv-
ing the experience of his oppressed race. He
typifies all men, with their raw ignorance and
hysterical fear under the layers of intellect. Like
Oedipus, Jones is inordinately proud of his mind;
he brags of the craft by which he was able to
win control of the little West Indian nation
which he rules, and he brags of the courage
which his rationalism gives him. But whether or
not by the author’s design, he is called Brutus
Jones: this little Caesar contains within himself
his own assassin whose gradual ascendancy makes
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the story of the play. Confronted with loneliness
and dread, the emperor begins to slay himself;
the sovereign reason begins to give way. Jones’s
craft, his rationalism and his self-assurance peel
from him like the layers of an onion; he goes
backward through social fears to very fear itself,
the fear of the universe which lies in primitive
religion. The throb of the tomtom pursues him
through the fear-infested jungle, as Fate pursues
Oedipus—for if we consider The Emperor Jones
as a kind of philosophic masque, it comes to much
the same conclusion that Sophocles reached
(though simpler and less suggestive): that the
rational intellect of man is not able to cope with
the inscrutable ways of life.

And this same theme is in part continued by
1'he Hairy Ape, which is another dramatic poem
about man’s pride and his small reason for it.
Just as The Emperor Jones is not a play about
the Negro, The Hairy Ape is not—as people were
once inclined to think because of its stokehole
and I.W.W.—a play about the proletariat. Yank
Smith is the embodiment of our modern pride
of power; he “belongs,” he thinks, to the world
of speed and accomplishment, whose ends he
does not question for its brutal poetry satisfies
him. But a word of social contempt is enough
to shake his magnificent egotism and he sees sud-
denly that he does 7ot “belong.” At first he
understands the problem as a social one; the dis-
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gust of a decadent girl, who had come down
from the cool deck of the liner to “experience”
the stokehole, had destroyed his pride, and Yank
is impelled to examine the class which had en-
gendered her. He watches its members, all in
their dead masks, coming from their Fifth Ave-
nue church; infuriated by their indifference, he
undertakes singlehanded to destroy them. A
beating and a jailing teach him that he cannot
accomplish destruction alone; he resorts to the
LW.W. But he finds that the radicals want to
change, not to destroy, society, and Yaunk in his
ignorance is too exclusively the philosopher of
the ultimate for that. Society, he feels, is simply
an extension of the cruel natural order and his
crime is that he was born at all: “Sure, dat’s de
charge. Write it on de blotter. I was born, get
me!” Pascal found the root of the human diffi-
culty in the ambivalence of man’s nature—the
conjuncture in it of the “brute” and the “angel”
—and Yank Smith, agreeing in effect with the
seventeenth-century philosopher, says to the ape
in the zoo:

Sure, you’re de best off! Yuh can’t tink, can
yuh? Yuh can’t talk neider. But I kin make
a bluff at talkin’ and tinkin’—a’most git
away with it—a’most! and dat’s where de
joker comes in. (He laughs.) 1 ain’t on oith
and I ain’t in heaven, get me? I'm in de mid-
dle tryin’ to separate ’em, takin’ all de woist
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punches from bot’ of em. Maybe dat’s what
dey call hell, huh? But you, yuh’re at de bot-
tom. You belong! Sure! Yuh’re de on’y one
in de woild dat does, yuh lucky stiff!

Anna Christie is technically very different
from The Hairy Ape and The Emperor Jones;
it is not a philosophic masque but a realistic
drama; it makes no use of the expressionistic
devices and the distortions of the other two plays.
Yet it is no less symbolic of the darkness of man’s
ultimate fate and unless we see that it is philo-
sophically of a piece with the other two we miss
its whole point. In its printed text the play will
perhaps seem disappointing unless the reader uses
the imagination of the theatrical producer, for
its central incident—the regeneration of a cyni-
cal prostitute—is now timeworn and not espe-
cially interesting in itself, and the virtues of its
poetic language are surely questionable. But if
we hear the bewildered notes of the foghorn and
make ourselves see the fog, we begin to under-
stand that O’Neill is aiming beyond the imme-
diate incidents of the play and its power begins
to be manifest. We must come to Chris’s last
speech before we can fully understand that this
is not sexual melodrama but an attempt to touch,
tangentially, the whole of life. “Fog, fog, fog,
all bloody time. You can’t see where you vas
going, no. Only dat ole davil, sea—she knows!”
For the sea is the symbol of life, cruel, inscru-
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table but wise; the fog lies around man’s intel-
lect; and in trying to use the fogbound intellect
to outwit life, Chris has precipitated all his
daughter’s misery.

Nowadays most of us are positivists in our
philosophy, and to the positivist the intellect is
the instrument which can and must control the
blind instincts. Intellect criticizes the raw con-
ditions of life and seeks to change them. It tells
us that the problems which press in upon us are
those of how to organize the physical and moral
means of existence and tends to make us close our
minds to death and the ultimate questions which
death suggests. But O’Neill is no partisan of the
dominant philosophy of our time. He has not,
for one thing, put death from his mind—quite
the contrary. Death haunts all his plays, ques-
tioning whether life and the works of man have
any value at all, denying man’s pride, refuting
his power, suggesting, as it destroys man’s affir-
mations, that there are values which are ulti-
mate, standards of conduct to which our posi-
tivist minds are blind, meanings our rationalism
cannot see. The distance between O’Neill and
positivism is indicated by the possible solution
he offers to Yank’s dilemma of the Pascalian
dualism, for when Yank Smith is crushed to
death by the ape, O’Neill comments, “And,
perhaps, the Hairy Ape at last belongs”~—in
death.
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To O’Neill, in fact—and he develops this idea
through play after play—the intellect which
positivism exalts is a dangerous thing. Mind is
the cause of the separation of man from man and
of man from himself. As soon as Yank Smith be-
gins to think he is lost. Self-consciousness may
bring power but it is just as likely to dry up
the vital impulses. Its outcome, in O’Neill’s
later plays, is sterility and death, as symbolized,
for example, by Dr. Darrell, the scientist of
Strange Interlude, whose willingness to tamper
thoughtfully with life-forces brings him to dis-
illusionment and frustration; or by the hero of
Days Without End whose rationalistic mind per-
verts his best impulses. And this thread of
suspicion of the intellect is intertwined with an-
other thread which runs through all of Eugene
O’Neill—the hatred of acquisition. From the
carlicst of his one-act plays, and throughout his
work, O’Neill recurs to the danger of material
gain; Ile and Gold, Beyond the Horizon, Marco
Millions ate all treatments of the destruction
which is worked by the lust to own. The intel-
lect desiccates, but the desire for power through
ownership stifles and stultifies. In Strange Inter-
lude, O’Neill juxtaposes the two dangers in the
persons of Dr. Darrell and the business man,
Sam Evans, and he sets them on either side of
Nina, who is instinctual life; in Dyramo he
combines the lust for knowledge and the lust
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for power in the symbol of the murderous
dynamo-god.

There will be many to point out the very real
danger which lies in O’Neill’s suspicion of the
intellect—the danger that it will emerge in a
perverse political philosophy. Such, certainly,
was the outcome of Wordsworth’s protest against
the rationalism of the philosophers of the French
Revolution of whom Renan said that they of-
fered “the first instance of theorists meddling
with the direction of affairs and governing hu-
manity in a reasonable and scientific mannecr.”
D. H. Lawrence put himself under suspicion of a
similar political perversity by making the same
protest, and more recently Santayana has been
frank to say that the “healthy” retraction of the
intellect which his novel proposes leads to un-
reasoning chauvinism and indeed to fascism.
O’Neill, in Days Without End, his latest play,
seems to tell us that intellect, on its way to black-
est sin, leads through socialism, but remains
silent on the political implications of a saving
faith. Nevertheless, remembering that his career
has always been a quest we must believe that he
will continue to question, that his latest position
cannot be his last. And if it is true to say that
the rejection of mind may indeed lead to unrea-
soning chauvinism (and in Germany we have an
actual and terrible example) it is equally trus
that the intellect indeed has its own subtle dan
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gers for life. That this is so a single document
(though there are many), the autobiography of
John Stuart Mill, should convince us; himself the
prince of positivists, Mill learned at terrible cost
how the rational mind may usurp too great a
place in life.

The questioning of intellect, indeed, may serve
all the positive forces which the intellect estab-
lishes. Thomas Mann, in an essay on Freud, points
out that Freud, though devoted to the propaga-
tion of ideas about the “night” side of life—the
non-rational—is truly in the service of the “day”
side—the rational and positive—for only by an
understanding of the dark can we move toward
the light, even if, as Freud does, we say that at
some point or other the rational mind has taken
too much territory. Eugene O’Neill, if only by
reminding us of death and the not wholly rational
nature of man, has rendered a service to the very
positivistic philosophies which he rejects. For
positivism is always in danger of falsifying and
vulgarizing its own best ideals. From Bacon to
H. G. Wells, its prophets have fallen into the
trap of representing man as far simpler than he
is, of seeing his future with a brash optimism.
Against the dangers of these mistakes, the tragic
sense of life, springing from the remembrance of
death, is an invaluable safeguard. And nowadays,
when our philosophies do not remind us of death
and when religior: does not feel strong enough to
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consider what was once a favorite subject, it is a
scientist, Freud, and some few artists like O’Neill
who speak of it. Death is connected with all that
is irrational in life; in all human philosophy it is
the very source and the very climax of irration-
ality. Tragedy is the recognition of the irrational
nature of things which puts so large a discrepancy
between man’s desire and his accomplishment.
The knowledge of the tragic basis of life makes
us more nearly complete men; in our time there
are few who stand with O’Neill as propagandists
of that knowledge.

In 1937, there is little more of official honot
that can be bestowed upon O’Neill. His own
country has awarded him three Pulitzer prizes,
honorary degrees, academy medals, and now the
Nobel Award for Literature has crowned his in-
ternational fame. But this latest and greatest
honor still comes in mid-career; O’Neill is forty-
eight and is engaged upon a cycle of new plays.
The resolution of his philosophical problems is
yet to come, and the nature of the solutions he
will reach may not be guessed, for there are many
paths open to him. But, whichever path he
takes, his adventure will be a fascinating one to
watch.
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CHARACTERS

BruTus JoNEs : Em peror
HENRY SMITHERS A Cockney Trader
AN Orp Native WoMaN
Lem e . A Native Chief
SOLDIERS . . Adberents of Lem

The Little Formless Fears; Jeff; The Negro Con-
victs; The Prison Guard; The Planters;
The Auctioneer; The Slaves; The Conge
Witch-Doctor; The Crocodile God.

The action of the play takes place on an island

in the West Indies as yet not self-determined by

white Marines. The form of native government
is, for the time being, an empire.






THE EMPEROR JONES

SCENE ONE

ScENE—T he audience chamber in the' palace of
the Emperor—a spacious, high-ceilinged
room with bare, white-washed walls. The
floor is of white tiles. In the rear, to the
left of center, a wide archway giving out
on a portico with white pillars. The palace
is evidently situated on high ground for be-
yond the portico nothing can be seen but
a vista of distant bills, their summits
crowned with thick groves of palm trees.
In the right wall, center, a smaller arched
doorway leading to the living quarters of
the palace. The room is bare of furniture
with the exception of one bhuge chair made
of uncut wood which stands at center, its
back to rear. This is very apparently the
Emperor’s throne. It is painted a dazzling,
eye-smiting scarlet. There is a brilliant
orange cushion on the seat and another
smaller one is placed on the floor to serve
as a footstool. Strips of matting, dyed scar-
let, lead from the foot of the throne to the
two entrances.

5
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It is late afternoon but the sunlight still
blazes yellowly beyond the portico and
there is an op pressive burden of exhausting
bheat in the air.

As the curtain rises, a native Negro
woman sneaks in cautiously from the en-
trance on the right. She is very old, dressed
in cheap calico, bare-footed, a red bandana
bandkerchief covering all but a few stray
wisps of white hair. A bundle bound in
colored cloth is carried over her shoulder
on the end of a stick. She besitates beside
the doorway, peering back as if in extreme
dread of being discovered. Then she begins
to glide noiselessly, a step at a time, toward
the doorway in the rear. At this moment,
SMITHERS appears beneath the portico.

SMITHERS is 4 tall, stoop-shouldered man
about forty. His bald head, perched on a
long neck with an enormous Adam’s apple,
looks like an egg. The tropics have tanned
bis naturally pasty face with its small, sharp
features to a sickly yellow, and native rum
bas painted his pointed nose to a startling
red. His little, washy-blue eyes are red-
rimmed and dart about him like a ferret’s.
His expression is one of unscrupulous mean-
ness, cowardly and dangerous. He is
dressed in a worn riding suit of dirty white
drill, puttees, spurs, and wears a white cork
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helmet. A cartridge belt with an automatic
revolver is around bis waist. He carries a
riding whip in his hand. He sees the woman
and stops to watch her suspiciously. Then,
making up his mind, be steps quickly on
tiptoe into the room. The woman, looking
back over her shoulder continually, docs
not see him until it is too late. When she
does SMITHERS springs forward and grabs
her firmly by the shoulder. She struggles
to get away, fiercely but silently.

SmrrHeRrs [ Tightening his grasp—roughly]:
Easy! None o’ that, me birdie. You can’t wriggle
out now. I got me ’ooks on yer.

WomaN [Sceing the uselessness of struggling,
gives way to frantic terror, and sinks to the
ground, embracing bis knees supplicatingly]:
No tell him! No tell him, Mister!

SMiTHERs [With great curiosity]: Tell ’im?
[Then scornfully.] Oh, you mean ’is bloomin’
Majesty. What’s the gaime, any ’ow? What are
you sneakin’ away for? Been stealin’ a bit, I
s’pose. [ He taps ber bundle with bis riding whip
significantly.

WoMAN [Shaking her head vebemently]:
No, me no steal.

SmrTHERs: Bloody liar! But tell me what’s up.
There’s somethin’ funny goin’ on. I smelled it in
the air first thing I got up this mornin’. You
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blacks are up to some devilment. This palace
of ’is is like a bleedin’ tomb. Where’s all the
‘ands? [The woman keeps sullenly silent.
SMITHERS raises his whip threateningly.] Ow,
yer won’t, won’t yer? I'll show yer what’s what.

WomaN [Coweringly]: 1 tell, Mister. You
no hit. They go—all go. [She makes a sweeping
gesture toward the bills in the distance.]

SMITHERS: Run away—to the ’ills?

WomanN: Yes, Mister. Him Emperor—Great
Father. [She touches ber forehead to the floor
with a quick mechanical jerk.] Him sleep after
eat. Then they go—all go. Me old woman. Me
left only. Now me go too.

SMrTHERs [ His astonishment giving way to
an immense, mean satisfaction]: Ow! So that’s
the ticket! Well, I know bloody well wot’s in
the air—when they runs orf to the ’ills. The
tom-tom ’ll be thumping out there bloomin’
soon. [With extreme vindictiveness.] And I'm
bloody glad of it, for one! Serve ’im right!
Puttin’ on airs, the stinkin’ nigger! ’Is Majesty!
Gawd blimey! I only ’opes I'm there when
they takes ’im out to shoot ’im. [Suddenly.]
’E’s still ’ere all right, ain’t ’e?

WomaN: Yes. Him sleep.

SMITHERS: ’E’s bound to find out soon as ’e
wakes up. ’E’s cunnin’ enough to know when
’is time’s come. [He goes to the doorway on
right and whistles shrilly with bis fingers in bis
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mouth. The old woman springs to her feet and
runs out of the doorway, rear. SMITHERS goes
after ber, reaching for hbis revolver.] Stop or
I'll shoot! [Then stopping—indifferently.] Pop
orf then, if yer like, yer black cow. [He stands
in the doorway, looking after ber.]

[JoNEes enters from the right. He is a
tall, powerfully-built, full-blooded Negro
of middle age. His features are typically
negroid, yct there is something decidedly
distinctive about bis face—an underlying
strength of will, a hardy, self-reliant con-
fidence in himself that inspires respect. His
eyes are alive with a keen, cunning intelli-
gence. In manner he is shrewd, suspicious,
evasive. He wears a light blue uniform coat,
sprayed with brass buttons, heavy gold
chevrons on his shoulders, gold braid on
the collar, cuffs, etc. His pants are bright
red with a light blue stripe down the side.
Patent-leather laced boots with brass spurs,
and a belt with a long-barrcled, pearl-
handled revolver in a holster complete bis
make up. Yet there is something not alto-
gether ridiculous about bis grandeur. He
has a way of carrying it off.]

Jones [Not seeing anyone—greatly irritated
and blinking sleepily—shouts]: Who dare whis-
tle dat way in my palace? Who dare wake up
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de Emperor? I'll git de hide fravled off some o’
you niggers sho’!

SMITHERS [Showing himself—in a manner
half-afraid and balf-defiant]: It was me whistled
to yer. [ As JONEs frowns angrily.] 1 got news
for yer.

Jonges [Putting on his suavest manner, which
fails to cover up bis contempt for the white
man]: Oh, it’s you, Mister Smithers. [He sifs
down on his throne with easy dignity.] What
news you got to tell me?

SMmITHERs [Coming close to enjoy his dis-
comfiture]: Don’t yer notice nothin’ funny
today?

Jones [Coldly]: Funny? No. I ain’t per-
ceived nothin’ of de kind!

SMiTHERS: Then yer ain’t so foxy as I thought
yer was. Where’s all your court? [Sarcastically.]
The Generals and the Cabinet Ministers and all?

JonNes [Imperturbably]: Where dey mostly
runs de minute I closes my eyes—drinkin’ rum
and talkin’ big down in de town. [Sarcastically.)]
How come you don’t know dat? Ain’t you
sousin’ with ’em most every day?

SMITHERS [Stung but pretending indiffer-
ence—uwith a wink]: That’s part of the day’s
work. I got ter—ain’t I—in my business?

JoNes [Contempiuously]: Yo’ business!

SMITHERS [Imprudently enraged]: Gawd
blimey, you was glad enough for me ter take
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yer in on it when you landed here first. You
didn’ ave no ’igh and mighty airs in them days!

Jowes [His hand going to his revolver like
a flash—menacingly]: Talk polite, white man!
Talk polite, you heah me! I’'m boss heah now,
is you fergettin’? [The Cockney sccms about
to challenge this last statement with the facts
but something in the other’s eyes holds and
cows him.]

SMmrtHERs [Iz @ cowardly whine]: No ’arm
meant, old top.

Jones [Condescendingly]: 1 accepts yo’
apology. [Lets his hand fall from bis revolver.]
No use’n you rakin’ up ole times. What I was
den is one thing. What I is now ’s another. You
didn’t let me in on yo’ crooked work out o’ no
kind feelin’s dat time. I done de dirty work fo’
you—and most o’ de brain work, too, fo’ dat
matter—and I was wu’th money to you, dat’s
de reason.

SmiTHERs: Well, blimey, I give yer a start,
didn’t I—when no one else would. I wasn’t
afraid to ’ire yer like the rest was—’count of
the story about your breakin’ jail back in the
States.

Jones: No, you didn’t have no s’cuse to look
down on me fo’ dat. You been in jail you’self
more’n once.

SMiTHERS [Furiously]: It’s a lie! [Then try-
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ing to pass it off by an attempt at scorn.] Garn!
Who told yer that fairy tale?

JoNEs: Dey’s some tings I ain’t got to be
tole. I kin see ’em in folk’s eyes. [Then after a
pause—meditatively.] Yes, you sho’ give me a
start. And it didn’t take long from dat time to
git dese fool, woods’ niggers right where I
wanted dem. [With pride.] From stowaway to
Emperor in two years! Dat’s goin’ some!

SmitHERS [ With curiosity]: And I bet you
got yer pile o’ money ’id safe some place.

JonNes [With satisfaction]: I sho’ has! And
it’s in a foreign bank where no pusson don’t
ever git it out but me no matter what come.
You didn’t s’pose I was holdin’ down dis Em-
peror job for de glory in it, did you? Sho’! De
fuss and glory part of it, dat’s only to turn de
heads o’ de low-flung, bush niggers dat’s here.
Dey wants de big circus show for deir money.
I gives it to ’em an’ I gits de money. [With a
grin.] De long green, dat’s me every time!
(Then rebukingly.] But you ain’t got no kick
agin me, Smithers. I’se paid you back all you
done for me many times. Ain’t I pertected you
and winked at all de crooked tradin’ you been
doin’ right out in de broad day? Sho’ I has—
and me makin’ laws to stop it at de same time!
[He chuckles.]

SMITHERS [Grinning]: But, meanin’ no ’arm,
you been grabbin’ right and left yourself, ain’t
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yer? Look at the taxes you’ve put on ’em!
Blimey! You’ve squeezed ’em dry!

Jones [Chuckling]: No, dey ain’t all dry
yet. I’se still heah, ain’t I?

SMITHERS [Smiling at bis secret thought]:
They’re dry right now, you’ll find out. [Chang-
ing the subject abruptly.] And as for me
breakin’ laws, you’ve broke ’em all yerself just
as fast as yer made ’em.

Jones: Ain’t I de Emperor? De laws don’t
go for him. [ Judicially.] You heah what I tells
you, Smithers. Dere’s little stealin’ like you
does, and dere’s big stealin’ like I does. For de
little stealin’ dey gits you in jail soon or late.
For de big stealin’ dey makes you Emperor and
puts you 1n de Hall o’ Fame when you croaks.
[Reminiscently.] 1f dey’s one thing I learns in
ten years on de Pullman ca’s listenin’ to de white
quality talk, it’s dat same fact. And when I gits
a chance to use it I winds up Emperor in two
years.

SMITHERS [Unable to repress the genuine ad-
miration of the small fry for the large]: Yes,
yer turned the bleedin’ trick, all right. Blimey,
I never seen a bloke ’as ’ad the bloomin’ luck
you ’as.

Jones [Severely]: Luck? What you mean—
luck?

SMITHERS: I suppose you’ll say as that swank
about the silver bullet ain’t luck—and that was
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what first got the fool blacks on yer side the
time of the revolution, wasn’t it?

JoNEes [With a laugh]: Oh, dat silver bullet!
Sho’ was luck! But I makes dat luck, you heah?
I loads de dice! Yessuh! When dat murderin’
nigger ole Lem hired to kill me takes aim ten
feet away and his gun misses fire and I shoots
him dead, what you hcah me say?

SMmiTHERS: You said yer’d got a charm so’s
no lead bullet’d kill yer. You was so strong only
a silver bullet could kill yer, you told ’em.
Blimey, wasn’t that swank for yer—and plain,
fat-’eaded luck?

Jones [Proudly]: I got brains and I uses ’em
quick. Dat ain’t luck.

SMITHERS: Yer know they wasn’t *ardly liable
to get no silver bullets. And it was luck ’e didn’t
’it you that time.

Jones [Laughing]: And dere all dem fool,
bush niggers was kneelin’ down and bumpin’ deir
heads on de ground like I was a miracle out o’ de
Bible. Oh Lawd, from dat time on I has dem all
eatin’ out of my hand. I cracks de whip and dey
jumps through.

SmrtHERs [With a sniff ]: Yankee bluff done
1t.

JoNEs: Ain’t 2 man’s talkin’ big what makes
him big—long as he makes folks believe it? Sho’,
I talks large when I ain’t got nothin’ to back it
up, but I ain’t talkin’ wild just de same. I knows
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I kin fool ’em—I knows it—and dat’s backin’
mﬂamt I got to learn
deir lingo and teach some of dem Engllsh befo’
Ikin talk to ’em? Ain’t dat wuk? You ain’t never
learned ary word er it, Smithers, in de ten years
you been heah, dough yo’ knows it’s money in
yo’ pocket tradin’ wid ’em if you does. But you’se
too shiftless to take de trouble.

SmrtHERS [ Flushing]: Never mind about me.
What’s this I've ’eard about yer really ’avin’ a
silver bullet moulded for yourself?

Jonzs: It’s playin’ out my bluff. I has de silver
bullet moulded and I tells ’em when de time
comes I kills myself wid it. I tells ’em dat’s ’cause
I’m de on’y man in de world big enuff to git me.
No use’n deir tryin’. And dey falls down and
bumps deir heads. [ He laughs.] 1 does dat so’s 1
kin take a walk in peace widout no jealous nigger
gunnin’ at me from behind de trees.

SmiTHERS [ Astonished]: Then you ’ad it made
—’onest?

Jongs: Sho’ did. Heah she be. [He fakes out
bis revolver, breaks it, and takes the silver bullet
out of one chamber.] Five lead an’ dis silver
baby at de last. Don’t she shine pretty? [He
bolds it in bis hand, looking at it admiringly, as
if strangely fascinated.]

SMITHERS: Let me see. [Reaches out his hand
for it.]

JonNEes [Harshly]: Keep yo’ hands whar dey
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b’long, white man. [ He replaces it in the chamber
and puts the revolver back on bis bip.]

SmiTHERS [Snarling]: Gawd blimey! Think
I’'m a bleedin’ thief, you would.

Jongs: No, ’tain’t dat. I knows you’se scared
to steal from me. On’y I ain’t ’lowin’ nary body
to touch dis baby. She’s my rabbit’s foot.

SMiITHERS [Sncering]: A bloomin’ charm,
wot? [Venomously.] Well, you’ll nced all the
bloody charms you ’as before long, s’ ’c'p me!

Jones [Judicially]: Oh, I’se good for six
months yit *fore dey gits sick 0 my game. Den,
when 1 sees trouble comin’, I makes my getaway.

SmrtHERs: Ho! You got it all planned, ain’t
yer?

Jones: I ain’t no fool. I knows dis Emperor’s
:ime is sho’t. Dat why I make hay when de sun
shine. Was you thinkin’ I’se aimin’ to hold down
dis job for life? No, suh! What good is gittin’
money if you stays back in dis raggedy country?
I wants action when I spends. And when I sees
dese niggers gittin’ up deir nerve to tu’n me out,
and I’se got all de money in sight, I resigns on de
spot and beats it quick.

SmrTHERS: Where to?

JonEes: None o’ yo’ business.

SmitHERs: Not back to the bloody States, I'll
lay my oath.

Jongs [Suspiciously]: Why don’t 1? [Then
with an casy laugh.] You mean ’count of dat
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story ’bout me breakin’ from jail back dere? Dat’s
all talk.

SMITHERS [Skeptically]: Ho, yes!

Jongs [Sharply]: You ain’t ’sinuatin’ I'se a
liar, is you?

SMmrTHERs [Hastily]: No, Gawd strike me! I
was only thinkin’ o’ the bloody lies you told the
blacks ’ere about killin’ white men in the States.

Jones [Angered]: How come dey’re lies?

SMITHERS: You’d *ave been in jail if you ’ad,
wouldn’t yer then? [With venom.] And from
what I’ve ’eard, it ain’t ’ealthy for a black to kill
a white man in the States. They burns ’em in oil,
don’t they?

Jones [With cool deadliness]: You mean
lynchin’ ’d scare me? Well, I tells you, Smithers,
maybe I does kill one white man back dere.
Maybe I does. And maybe I kills another right
heah ’fore long if he don’t look out.

SmrtHers [Trying to force a laugh]: 1 was
on’y spoofin’ yer. Can’t yer take a joke? And
you was just sayin’ you’d never been in jail.

Jonges [In the same tone—slightly boastful]:
Maybe I goes to jail dere for gettin’ in an argu-
ment wid razors ovah a crap game. Maybe I gits
twenty years when dat colored man die. Maybe I
gits in *nother argument wid de prison guard was
overseer ovah us when we’re wukin’ de roads.

Maybe he hits me wid a whip and I splits his head
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wid a shovel and runs away and files de chain off
my leg and gits away safe. Maybe I does all dat
an’ maybe I don’t. It’s a story I tells you so’s you
knows I’se de kind of man dat if you evah repeats
one word of it, I ends yo’ stealin’ on dis yearth
mighty damn quick!

Smrtaers [Terrified]: Think I'd peach on
yer? Not me! Ain’t I always been yer friend?

Jones [Suddenly relaxing]: Sho’ you has—
and you better be.

SMmiTHERS [Recovering bis composure—and
with it his malice]: And just to show yer I'm
yer friend, I'll tell yer that bit o’ news I was
goin’ ta.

JonEs: Go ahead! Shoot de piece. Must be bad
news from de happy way you look.

SmITHERS [Warningly]: Maybe it’s gettin’
time for you to resign—with that bloomin’ silver
bullet, wot? [He finishes with a mocking grin.]

JonEes [Puzzled]: What’s dat you say? Talk
plain.

SMITHERS: Ain’t noticed any of the guards or
servants about the place today, I ’aven’t.

Jones [Carelessly]: Dey’re all out in de gar-
den sleepin’ under de trees. When I sleeps, dey
sneaks a sleep, too, and I pretends I never sus-
picions it. All I got to do is to ring de bell and
dey come flyin’, makin’ a bluff dey was wukin’
all de time.
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SMITHERS [In the same mocking tone]: Ring
the bell now an’ you’ll bloody well see what 1
means.

Jongs [Startled to alertness, but preserving
the same careless tone]: Sho’ I rings. [ He reaches
below the throne and pulls out a big, common
dinner bell which is painted the same vivid scarlet
as the throne. He rings this vigorously—then
stops to listen. Then he goes to both doors, rings
again, and looks out.]

SMITHERS [ Watching bim with malicious sat-
isfaction, after a pause—mockingly]: The bloody
ship is sinkin’ an’ the bleedin’ rats “as slung their
*ooks.

Jongs [In a sudden fit of anger flings the bell
clattering into a corner]: Low-flung, woods’
niggers! [ Then catching Smithers’ eye on him, be
controls bimself and suddenly bursts into a low
chuckling laugh.] Reckon I overplays my hand
dis once! A man can’t take de pot on a bob-tailed
flush all de time. Was I sayin’ I’d sit in six months
mo’? Well, I’se changed my mind den. I cashes in
and resigns de job of Emperor right dis minute.

SmrtHERs [With real admiration]: Blimey,
but you’re a cool bird, and no mistake.

JonEes: No use’n fussin’. When I knows de
game’s up I kisses it good-bye widout no long
waits. Dey’ve all run off to de hills, ain’t dey?

SMITHERs: Yes—every bleedin’ man jack of

‘em.
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JonEes: Den de revolution is at de post. And
de Emperor better git his feet smokin’ up de
trail. [ He starts for the door in rear.)

SMITHERS: Goin’ out to look for your ’orse?
Yer won’t find any. They steals the ’orses first
thing. Mine was gone when I went for ’im this
mornin’. That’s wot first give me a suspicion of
wot was up.

Jones [Alarmed for a second, scratches bis
bead, then philosophically]: Well, den I hoofs it.
Feet, do yo’ duty! [He pulls out a gold watch
and looks at it.] Three-thuty. Sundown’s at six-
thuty or dereabouts. [ Puts bis watch back—with
cool confidence.] I got plenty o’ time to make it
easy.

SMiTHERs: Don’t be so bloomin’ sure of it.
They’ll be after you ot and ’eavy. Ole Lem is at
the bottom o’ this business an’ ’e ’ates you like
’ell. ’E’d rather do for you than eat ’is dinner,
’e would!

Jones [Scornfully]: Dat fool no-count nig-
ger! Does you think I’se scared o’ him? I stands
him on his thick head more’n once befo’ dis,
and I does it again if he come in my way...
[Fiercely.] And dis time I leave him a dead nig-
ger fo’ sho’! )

SMiTHERSs: You'll ave to cut through the big
forest—an’ these blacks ’ere can sniff and fol-
low a trail in the dark like ’ounds. You’d ’ave to
‘ustle to get through that forest in twelve hours
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even if you knew all the bloomin’ trails like a
native.

JonEes [With indignant scorn]: Look-a-heah,
white man! Does you think I’se a natural bo’n
fool? Give me credit fo’ havin’ some sense, fo’
Lawd’s sake! Don’t you s’pose I’se looked ahead
and made sho’ of all de chances? I’se gone out in
dat big forest, pretendin’ to hunt, so many times
dat I knows it high an’ low like a book. I could go
through on dem trails wid my eyes shut. [With
great contempt.] Think dese ign’rent bush nig-
gers dat ain’t got brains enuff to know deir own
names even can catch Brutus Jones? Huh, I
s’pects not! Not on yo’ life! Why, man, de white
men went after me wid bloodhounds where I
come from an’ I jes’ laughs at ’em. It’s a shame
to fool dese black trash around heah, dey’re so
easy. You watch me, man! I'll make dem look
sick, I will. I’ll be *cross de plain to de edge of de
forest by time dark comes. Once in de woods in
de night, dey got a swell chance o’ findin’ dis
baby! Dawn tomorrow I’ll be out at de oder side
and on de coast whar dat French gunboat is
stayin’. She picks me up, take me to Martinique
when she go dar, and dere I is safe wid a mighty
big bankroll in my jeans. It’s easy as rollin’ off a
log.

SmrtHERS [Maliciously]: But s’posin’ some-
thin’ *appens wrong an’ they do nab yer?
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Jongs [Decisively]: Dey don’t—dat’s de

answer.

SmiTHERS: But, just for argyment’s sake—
what’d you do?

Jonges [Frowning]: Ise got five lead bullets
in dis gun good enuff fo’ common bush niggers—
and after dat I got de silver bullet left to cheat
’em out o’ gittin’ me.

SmrTHERS [ Jeeringly]: Ho, I was fergettin’
that silver bullet. You’ll bump yourself orf in
style, won’t yer? Blimey!

Jones [Gloomily]: You kin bet yo whole roll
on one thing, white man. Dis baby plays out his
string to de end and when he quits, he quits wid a
bang de way he ought. Silver bullet ain’t none too
good for him when he go, dat’s a fac’! [Then
shaking off his nervousness—with a confident
laugh.] Sho’! What is I talkin’ about? Ain’t come
to dat yit and I never will—not wid trash niggers
like dese yere. [Boastfully.] Silver bullet bring
me luck anyway. I kin outguess, outrun, outfight,
an’ outplay de whole lot 0’ dem all ovah de board
any time o’ de day er night! You watch me!
[From the distant bills comes the faint, steady
thump of a tom-tom, low and vibrating. It starts
ot a rate exactly corresponding to normal pulse
beat—72 to the minute—and continues at a
gradually accelerating rate from this point un-
interruptedly to the very end of the play.]

[JoNEs starts at the sound. A strange look of
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apprebension creeps into bis face for a moment
as he listens. Then be asks, with an attempt to
regain his most casual manner.] What’s dat drum
beatin’ fo’?

SmrtHERs [ With a mean grin]: For you. That
means the bleedin’ ceremony ’as started. I’ve
’eard it before and I knows.

JonEs: Cer’'mony? What cer’mony?

SmrtHeRrs: The blacks is ’oldin’ a bloody
meetin’, *avin’ a war dance, gettin’ their courage
worked up b’fore they starts after you.

JonEs: Let dem! Dey’ll sho’ need it!

SMiTHERs: And they’re there ’oldin’ their
’eathen religious service—makin’ no end of devil
spells and charms to ’elp ’em against your silver
bullet. [ He guffaws loudly.] Blimey, but they’re
balmy as ’ell!

JonEs [ A tiny bit awed and shaken in spite of
bimself |: Huh! Takes more’n dat to scare dis
chicken!

SMITHERS [Scenting the other’s feeling—ma-
liciously]: Ternight when it’s pitch black in the
forest, they’ll ’ave their pet devils and ghosts
’oundin’ after you. You’ll find yer bloody ’air ’ll
be standin’ on end before termorrow mornin’.
[Seriously.] It’s a bleedin’ queer place, that
stinkin’ forest, even in daylight. Yer don’t know
what might ’appen in there, it’s that rotten still,
Always sends the cold shivers down my back
minute I gets in it.
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JonEs [With a contemptuous sniff | : I ain’t no
chicken-liver like you is. Trees an’ me, we’se
friends, and dar’s a full moon comin’ bring me
light. And let dem po’ niggers make all de fool
spells dey’se a min’ to. Does yo’ s’pect I’se silly
enuff to b’lieve in ghosts an” ha’nts an’ all dat ole
woman’s talk? G’long, white man! You ain’t
talkin’ to me. [With a chuckle.] Doesn’t you
know dey’s got to do wid a2 man was member
in good standin’ o’ de Baptist Church? Sho’ I was
dat when I was porter on de Pullmans, befo’ I
gits into my little trouble. Let dem try deir
heathen tricks. De Baptist Church done pertect
me and land dem all in hell. [Then with more
confident satisfaction.] And D’se got little silver
bullet o’ my own, don’t forgit.

SmrrrEers: Ho! You *aven’t give much ’eed to
your Baptist Church since you been down ’ere.
I’'ve ’eard myself you ’ad turned yer coat an’ was
takin’ up with their blarsted witch-doctors, or
whatever the ’ell yer calls the swine.

Jonges [Vehbemently]: 1 pretends to! Sho’ I
pretends! Dat’s part o’ my game from de fust.
If I finds out dem niggers believes dat black is
white, den I yells it out louder ’n deir loudest.
It don’t git me nothin’ to do missionary work for
de Baptist Church. I’se after de coin, an’ I lays
my Jesus on de shelf for de time bein’. [Stops
abruptly to look at his watch—alertly.] But I
ain’t got de time to waste no more fool talk wid
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you. I’se gwine away from heah dis secon’. [He
reaches in under the throne and pulls out an ex-
pensive Panama hat with a bright multi-colored
band and sets it jauntily on bis head.] So long,
white man! [With a grin.] See you in jail some-
time, maybe!

SmiTHERs: Not me, you won’t. Well, I
wouldn’t be in yer bloody boots for no bloomin’
money, but ’ere’s wishin’ yer luck just the same.

Jonges [Contemptuously]: You're de fright-
enedest man evah I see! I tells you I'se safe’s ’f
I was in New York City. It takes dem niggers
from now to dark to git up de nerve to start
somethin’. By dat time, I’se got a head start dey
never kotch up wid.

SmrtHERs [Maliciously]: Give my regards to
any ghosts yer meets up with.

JoNEs [Grinning]: If dat ghost got money,
I'll tell him never ha’nt you less’n he wants to
lose it.

SMmrTHERs [Flattered]: Garn! [Then curi-
ously.] Ain’t yer takin’ no luggage with yer?

JoneEs: 1 travels light when I wants to move
fast. And I got tinned grub buried on de edge o’
de forest. [ Boastfully.] Now say dat I don’t look
ahead an’ use my brains! [With a wide, liberal
gesture.] I will all dat’s left in de palace to you
—and you better grab all you kin sneak away
wid befo’ dey gits here.

SMITHERS [Gratefully]: Righto—and thanks
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ter yer. [ As JoNEs walks toward the door in rear
—cautioningly.] Say! Look ’ere, you ain’t goin’
out that way, are yer?

Jones: Does you think I’d slink out de back
door like a2 common nigger? I’se Emperor yit,
ain’t I? And de Emperor Jones leaves de way he
comes, and dat black trash don’t dare stop him—
not yit, leastways. [He stops for @ moment in
the doorway, listening to the far-off but insistent
beat of the tom-tom.] Listen to dat roll-call, will
you? Must be mighty big drum carry dat far.
[Then with a laugh.] Well, if dey ain’t no whole
brass band to see me off, I sho’ got de drum part
of it. So long, white man. [He puts his hands
in bis pockets and with studied carelessness,
whistling a tune, he saunters out of the doorway
and off to the left.]

SMmITHERS [Looks after him with a puzzled
admiration ]: *E’s got ’is bloomin’ nerve with ’im,
s’elp me! [Then angrily.] Ho—the bleedin’ nig-
ger—puttin’ on ’is bloody airs! I ’opes they nabs
im an’ gives 'im what’s what! [Then putting
business before the pleasure of this thought, look-
ing around him with cupidity.] A bloke ought
to find a ’ole lot in this palace that’d go for a bit
of cash. Let’s take a look, ’Arry, me lad. [He
starts for the doorway on right as

[The Curtain Falls.]



SCENE TWO

SceNe—Nightfall. The end of the plain where
the Great Forest begins. The foreground is
sandy, level ground dotted by a few stones
and clum ps of stunted bushes cowering close
against the earth to escape the buffeting of
the trade wind. In the rear the forest is a
wall of darkness dividing the world. Only
when the eye becomes accustomed to the
gloom can the outlines of scparate trunks
of the nearest trees be made out, enormous
pillars of deeper blackness. A somber mono-
tone of wind lost in the leaves moans in the
air. Yet this sound serves but to intensify
the impression of the forest’s relentless im-
mobility, to form a background throwing
into relief its brooding, implacable silence.

[JonEs enters from the left, walking
rapidly. He stops as he nears the edge of the
forest, looks around him quickly, peering
into the dark as if searching for some
familiar landmark. Then, apparently satis-
fied that he is where he ought to be, be
throws bimself on the ground, dog-tired.]

Well, heah I is. In de nick o’ time, too! Little
mo’ an’ it’d be blacker’n de ace of spades heah-
27
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abouts. [He pulls a bandana handkerchief from
bis bip pocket and mops off his perspiring face.]
Sho’! Gimme air! I’se tuckered out sho’ *nuff. Dat
soft Emperor job ain’t no trainin’ fo’ a long hike
ovah dat plain in de brilin’ sun. [Then with a
chuckle.] Cheah up, nigger, de worst is yet to
come. [He lifts his head and stares at the forest.
His chuckle peters out abruptly. In a tone of
awe.] My goodness, look at dem woods, will you?
Dat no-count Smithers said dey’d be black an’
he sho’ called de turn. [Turning away from them
quickly and looking down at bis feet, he snatches
at a chance to change the subject—solicitously.]
Feet, you is holdin’ up yo’ end fine an’ I sutinly
hopes you ain’t blisterin’ none. It’s time you git
a rest. [ He takes off bis shoes, his eyes studiously
avoiding the forest. He feels of the soles of bis
feet gingerly.] You is still in de pink—on’y a
little mite feverish. Cool yo’selfs. Remember you
done got a long journey yit befo’ you. [ He sits
in a weary attitude, listening to the rhythmic
beating of the tom-tom. He grumbles in a loud
tone to cover up a growing uneasiness.] Bush
niggers! Wonder dey wouldn’ git sick o’ beatin’
dat drum. Sound louder, seem like. I wonder if
dey’s startin’ after me? [ He scrambles to bis feet,
looking back across the plain.] Couldn’t see dem
now, nohow, if dey was hundred feet away.
[Then shaking bimself like a wet dog to get rid
of these depressing thoughts.] Sho’, dey’s miles
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an’ miles behind. What you gittin’ fidgety about?
[ But be sits down and begins to lace up his shoes
in great haste, all the time muttering reassur-
ingly.] You know what? Yo’ belly is empty,
dat’s what’s de matter wid you. Come time to
eat! Wid nothin’ but wind on yo’ stumach, o’
course you feels jiggedy. Well, we eats right heah
an’ now soon’s I gits dese pesky shoes laced up!
[He finishes lacing up bis shoes.] Dere! Now le’s
see. [Gets on bis hands and knees and searches
the ground around him with bis eyes.] White
stone, white stone, where is you? [He sces the
first white stone and crawls to it—with satisfac-
tion.] Heah you is! I knowed dis was de right
place. Box of grub, come to me. [ He turns over
the stone and feels in under it—in a tone of dis-
may.] Ain’t heah! Gorry, is I in de right place
or isn’t I? Dere’s ‘nother stone. Guess dat’s it.
[He scrambles to the next stone and turns it
over.] Ain’t heah, neither! Grub, whar is you?
Ain’t heah. Gorry, has I got to go hungry into
dem woods—all de night? [ While be is talking be
scrambles from one stome to another, turning
them over in frantic baste. Finally, be jumps to
his feet excitedly.] Is I lost de place? Must have!
But how dat happen when I was fcllowin’ de trail
across de plain in broad daylight? [Almost
blaintively.] I’se hungry, I is! I gotta git my
feed. Whar’s my strength gonna come from it
I doesn’t? Gorry, I gotta find dat grub high an’
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low somehow! Why it come dark so quick like
dat? Can’t see nothin’. [He scratches a match
on his trousers and peers about bim. The rate of
the beat of the far-off tom-tom increases per-
ceptibly as he does so. He mutters in a bewildered
voice.] How come all dese white stones come
heah when I only remembers one? [Suddenly,
with a frightened gasp, be flings the match on the
ground and stamps on it.] Nigger, is you gone
crazy mad? Is you lightin’ matches to show dem
whar you is? Fo’ Lawd’s sake, use yo’ haid. Gorry,
I’se got to be careful! [He stares at the plain
bebind bim apprebensively, his hand on bis re-
volver.] But how come all dese white stones?
And whar’s dat tin box o’ grub I had all wrapped
up in oil cloth?

[While his back is turned, the LirTLE FOorM-
LEss FEARs creep out from the deeper blackness
of the forest. They are black, shapeless, only their
glittering little eyes can be seen. If they have any
describable form at all it is that of a grubworm
about the size of a creeping child. They move
noiselessly, but with deliberate, painful effort,
striving to raise themselves on end, failing and
sinking prone again. JONES turns about to face
the forest. He stares up at the tops of the trees,
secking vainly to discover his whereabouts by
their conformation.]

Can’t tell nothin’ from dem trees! Gorry,
nothin’ ’round heah look like I evah seed it
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befo’. I'se done lost de place sho’ ’nuff! | With
mournful foreboding.] It’s mighty queer! It’s
mighty queer! [With sudden forced defiance—
in an angry tone.] Woods, is you tryin’ to put
somethin’ ovah on me?

[From the formless creatures on the ground
in front of him comes a tiny gale of low mocking
laughter like a rustling of leaves. They squirm
upward toward him in twisted attitudes. JoNEs
looks down, leaps backward with a yell of terror,
yanking out his revolver as he does so—in a
quavering voice.] What’s dat? Who’s dar? What
is you? Git away from me befo’ I shoots you up!
You don’t? ...

[He fires. There is a flash, a loud report, then
silence broken only by the far-off, quickencd
throb of the tom-tom. The formless creatures
bave scurried back into the forest. JONES remains
fixed in his position, listening intently. The sound
of the shot, the reassuring feel of the revolver in
bis band, have somewbhat restored bis shaken
nerve. He addresses bimself with renewed con-
fidence.]

Dey’re gone. Dat shot fix ’em. Dey was only
little animals—Ilittle wild pigs, I reckon. Dey’ve
maybe rooted out yo’ grub an’ eat it. Sho’, you
fool nigger, what you think dey is—ha’nts? [ Ex~
citedly.] Gorry, you give de game away when
you fire dat shot. Dem niggers heah dat fo’ su’tin!
Time you beat it in de woods widout no long,
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waits. [ He starts for the forest—besitates before
the plunge—then urging himself in with manful
resolution.] Git in, nigger! What you skeered at?
Ain’t nothin’ dere but de trees! Git in! [He
blunges boldly into the forest,]



SCENE THREE

SceNE—Nine o’clock. In the forest. The moon
bas just risen. Its beams, drifting through
the canopy of leaves, make a barely per-
ceptible, suffused, cerie glow. A dense low
wall of underbrush and creepers is in the
nearer foreground, fencing in a small tri-
angular clearing. Beyond this is the massed
blackness of the forest like an encom-
passing barrier. A path is dimly discerned
leading down to the clearing from left, rear,
and winding away from it again toward the
right. As the scene opens nothing can be
distinctly made out. Except for the beating
of the tom-tom, which is a trifle louder and
quicker than in the previous scene, there
is silence, broken every few seconds by a
queer, clicking sound. Then gradually the
figure of the negro, JEFF, can be discerned
crouching on bis baunches at the rear of the
triangle. He is middle-aged, thin, brown in
color, is dressed in a Pullman porter’s uni-
form, cap, etc. He is throwing a pair of dice
on the ground before him, picking them up,
shaking them, casting them out with the
regular, rigid, mechanical movements of an
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automaton. The heavy, plodding footsteps
of someone approaching along the trail from
the left are heard and JoNES’ voice, pitched
in a slightly higher key and strained in a
cheering effort to overcome its own tremors.

De moon’s rizen. Does you heah dat, nigger?
You gits more light from dis out. No mo’ buttin’
yo’ fool head agin’ de trunks an’ scratchin’ de
hide off yo’ legs in de bushes. Now you sees whar
yo’se gwine. So cheer up! From now on you
has a snap. [He steps just to the rear of the
triangular clearing and mops off his face on his
sleeve. He has lost bis Panama hat. His face is
scratched, his brilliant uniform shows several
large rents.] What time’s it gittin’ to be, I won-
der? I dassent light no match to find out. Phoo’.
It’s wa’m an’ dat’s a fac’! [Wearily.| How long
I been makin’ tracks in dese woods? Must be
hours an’ hours. Seems like fo’evah! Yit can’t be,
when de moon’s jes’ riz. Dis am a long night fo’
yo’, yo’ Majesty! [With a mournful chuckle.)
Majesty! Der ain’t much majesty ’bout dis baby
now. [With attempted cheerfulness.] Never
min’. It’s all part o’ de game. Dis night come to
an end like everything else. And when you gits
dar safe and has dat bankroll in yo’ hands you
laughs at all dis. [ He starts to whistle but checks
bimself abruptly.] What yo’ whistlin’ for, you
po’ dope! Want all de worl’ to heah you? [He
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stops talking to listen.] Heah dat ole drum!
Sho’ gits nearer from de sound. Dey’re packin’ it
along wid ’em. Time fo’ me to move. [ He takes
a step forward, then stops—worriedly.] What's
dat odder queer clickety sound I heah? Dere it is!
Sound close! Sound like—sound like— Fo’ God
sake, sound like some nigger was shootin’ crap!
[Frig/)l’uzcdly] I better beat it quick when I
gits dem notions. [He walks quickly into the
clear space—then stands transfixed as be sces
Jerr—in a terrified gasp.] Who dar? Who dat?
Is dat you, Jeff? [Starting toward the other, for-
getful for a moment of bis surroundings and
really belicving it is a living man that he sces—
in a tone of happy relief.] Jeff! I'se sho’ mighty
glad to sce you! Dey tol’ me you done died from
dat razor cut I gives you. [Stopping suddenly,
bewilderedly.] But how you come to be heah,
nigger? [He stares fascinatedly at the other who
continues his mechanical play with the dice.
Jones’ eyes begin to roll wildly. He stutters.]
Ain’t you gwine—look up—can’t you speak to
me? Is you—is you—a ha’nt? [He jerks out bis
revolver in a frenzy of terrified rage.] Nigger, 1
kills you dead once. Has I got to kill you again?
You take it den. [ He fires. When the smoke clears
away JEFF has disappeared. JONEs stands trem-
bling—then with a certain reassurance.] He’s
gone, anyway. Ha’nt or no ha’nt, dat shot fix
him. [The beat of the far-off tom-tom is per-
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ceptibly louder and more rapid. JonEs becomes
conscious of it—uwith a start, looking back over
bis shoulder.] Dey’s gittin’ near! Dey’s comin’
fast! And heah I is shootin’ shots to let ’em know
jes’ whar I is. Oh, Gorry, I’se got to run. [For-
getting the path he plunges wildly into the un-
derbrush in the rear and disappears in the
rhadow. ]



SCENE FOUR

SceNe—Eleven o’clock. In the forest. A wide
dirt road runs diagonally from right, front,
to left, rear. Rising sheer on both sides the
forest walls it in. The moon is now up.
Under its light the road glimmers ghastly
and unreal. It is as if the forest bad stood
aside momentarily to let the road pass
through and accomplish its veiled purpose.
This done, the forest will fold in upon itself
again and the road will be no more. JoNES
stumbles in from the forest on the right. His
uniform is ragged and torn. He looks about
bim with numbed surprise when he sees the
road, his eyes blinking in the bright moon-
light. He flops down exhaustedly and pants
heavily for a while. T hen with sudden anger.

I’'m meltin’ wid heat! Runnin’ an’ runnin’ an’
runnin’! Damn dis heah coat! Like a strait-jacket!
[He tears off his coat and flings it away from
him, revealing himself stripped to the waist.]
Dere! Dat’s better! Now I kin breathe! [ Looking
down at bis feet, the spurs catch bis eye.] And
to hell wid dese high-fangled spurs. Dey’re what’s
been a-trippin’ me up an’ breakin’ my neck.
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[He unstraps them and flings them away dis-
gustedly.| Dere! I gits rid o’ dem frippety Em-
peror trappin’s an’ I travels lighter. Lawd! I’se
tired! [After a pause, listening to the insistent
beat of the tom-tom in the distance.] 1 must ’a
put some distance between myself an’ dem—
runnin’ like dat—and yit—dat damn drum
sound jes” de same—nearer, even. Well, I guess I
a’most holds my lead anyhow. Dey won’t never
catch up. [With a sigh.] If on’y my fool legs
stands up. Oh, I’se sorry I evah went in for dis.
Dat Emperor job is sho’ hard to shake. [ He looks
around him suspiciously.] How’d dis road evah
git heah? Good level road, too. I never remem-
bers seein’ it befo’. [Shaking his head appre-
hensively.] Dese woods is sho’ full o’ de queerest
things at night. [With a sudden terror.] Lawd
God, don’t let me see no more o’ dem ha’nts! Dey
gits my goat! [Then trying to talk himself into
confidence.] Ha’nts! You fool nigger, dey ain’t
no such things! Don’t de Baptist parson tell you
dat many time? Is you civilized, or is you like
dese ign’rent black niggers heah? Sho’! Dat was
all in yo’ own head. Wasn’t nothin’ dere. Wasn’t
no Jeff! Know what? You jus’ get seein’ dem
things ’cause yo’ belly’s empty and you’s sick
wid hunger inside. Hunger ’fects yo’ head and
yo’ eyes. Any fool know dat. [Then pleading
fervently.] But bless God, I don’t come across
no more o’ dem, whatever dey is! [Then can~
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tiously.] Rest! Don’t talk! Rest! You needs it.
Den you gits on yo’ way again. [ Looking at the
moon.] Night’s half gone a’most. You hits de
coast in de mawning! Den you’se all safe.

[From the right forward a small gang of
Negroes enter. They are dressed in striped con-
vict suits, their heads are shaven, one leg drags
limpingly, shackled to a heavy ball and chain.
Some carry picks, the others shovels. They are
followed by a white man dressed in the uniform
of a prison guard. A Winchester rifle is slung
across his shoulders and he carries a heavy whip.
At a signal from the Guarp they stop on the
road opposite where JONEs is sitting. JONEs,
who has been staring up at the sky, unmindful
of their noiseless approach, suddenly looks down
and sces them. His eyes pop out, be tries to get
to his feet and fly, but sinks back, too numbed
by fright to move. His voice catches in a chok-
ing prayer.]

Lawd Jesus!

[The PrisoNn GUARD cracks bis whip—noise-
lessly—and at that signal all the convicts start
to work on the road. They swing their picks,
they shovel, but not a sound comes from their
labor. Their movements, like those of JEFF in
the preceding scene, are those of automatons,—
rigid, slow, and mechanical. The PrisoN GUARD
points sternly at JoNEs with his whip, motions
him to take his place among the other shoveiers.
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JonEs gets to his feet in a bypnotized stupor.
He mumbles subserviently. ]

Yes, suh! Yes, suh! I’se comin’.

[As be shuffles, dragging one foot, over to
bis place, he curses under his breath with rage
and hatred.)

God damn yo’ soul, I gits even wid you yit,
sometime. N

[ As if there were a shovel in bis hands be goes
through weary, mechanical gestures of digging
up dirt, and throwing it to the roadside. Sud-
denly the GuUARD approaches him angrily,
threateningly. He raises bis whip and lashes
JoNEs wviciously across the shoulders with it.
JoNEs winces with pain and cowers abjectly.
The GuarDp turns his back on him and walks
away contemptuously. Instantly JoNEs straight-
ens up. With arms upraised as if bis shovel were
a club in his hands he springs murderously at
the unsuspecting GUARD. In the act of crashing
down bis shovel on the white man’s skull, JoNEs
suddenly becomes aware that his hands are
empty. He cries despairingly.]

Whar’s my shovel? Gimme my shovel till I
splits his damn head! [Appealing to his fellow
convicts.] Gimme a shovel, one o’ you, fo’ God’s
sake!

[They stand fixed in motionless attitudes,
their eyes on the ground. The GUARD seems to
wait expectantly, bis back turned to the at-
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tacker. Jonges bellows with baffled, terrified rage,
tugging frantically at his revolver.]

I kills you, you white debil, if it’s de last thing
I evah does! Ghost or debil, I kill you again!

[He frees the revolver and fires point blank
at the GUARD’s back. Instantly the walls of the
forest close in from both sides, the road and
the figures of the convict gang are blotted out
in an enshrouding darkness. The only sounds
are a crashing in the underbrush as JoNEs leaps
away in mad flight and the throbbing of the
tom-tom, still far distant, but increased in vol-
ume of sound and rapidity of beat.]



SCENE FIVE

SceNE—Omne o’clock. A large circular clearing,
enclosed by the serried ranks of gigantic
trunks of tall trees whose tops are lost to
view. In the center is a big dead stump
worn by time into a curious resemblance
to an anction block. The moon floods the
clearing with a clear light. JoNEs forces
bis way in through the forest on the left.
He looks wildly about the clearing with
bunted, fearful glances. His pants are in
tatters, bis shoes cut and misshapen, flap-
ping about his feet. He slinks cautiously to
the stump in the center and sits down in a
tense position, ready for instant flight.
Then be holds bis bead in bis bhands and
rocks back and forth, moaning to himself
miserably.

Oh Lawd, Lawd! Oh Lawd, Lawd! [Suddenly
be throws himself on his knees and vaises bis
clasped bands to the sky—in a voice of agonized
pleading.] Lawd Jesus, heah my prayer! I'se a
po’ sinner, a po’ sinner! I knows I done wrong,
{ knows it! When 1 cotches Jeff cheatin’ wid
loaded dice my anger overcomes me and I kills
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him dead! Lawd, I done wrong! When dat guard
hits me wid de whip, my anger overcomes me,
and I kills him dead. Lawd, I done wrong! And
down heah whar dese fool bush niggers raises
me up to the seat o’ de mighty, I steals all ]
could grab. Lawd, I done wrong! I knows it!
I’se sorry! Forgive me, Lawd! Forgive dis po'
sinner! [ Then beseeching terrifiedly.] And keep
dem away, Lawd! Keep dem away from mc!
And stop dat drum soundin’ in my ears! Dat be-
gin to sound ha’nted, too. [ He gets to bis fect,
evidently slightly veassured by his prayer—avith
attem pted confidence.] De Lawd’ll preserve me
from dem ha’nts after dis. [Sits down on the
stump again.] I ain’t skeered o’ real men. Let
dem come. But dem odders . .. [He shudders—
then looks down at his feet, working his tors
inside the shoes—with a groan.] Oh, my po’
feet! Dem shoes ain’t no use no more ’ceptin’ to
hurt. I’se better off widout dem. [Ile unlaces
them and pulls them off—holds the wrecks of
the shoes in bis hands and regards them mourn-
fuliy.] You was real, A-one patin’ leather, too.
Look at you now. Emperor, you’se gittin’ mighty
low!

[He sits dejectedly and remains with bowed
shoulders, staring down at the shoes in bis hands
as if reluctant to throw them away. W hile his at-
tention is thus occupied, a crowd of figures si-
lently enter the clearing from all sides. All ar:
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dressed in Southern costumes of the period of the
fifties of the last century. There are middle-aged
men who are evidently well-to-do planters.
There is one spruce, authoritative individual—
the AucTioNEER. There is a crowd of curious
spectators, chiefly young belles and dandies who
have come to the slave-market for diversion. All
exchange courtly greetings in dumb show and
chat silently together. There is something stiff,
rigid, unreal, marionettish about their move-
ments. They group themselves about the stump.
Finally a batch of slaves are led in from the left
by an attendant—three men of different ages,
two women, one with a baby in her arms, nurs-
ing. They are placed to the left of the stump, be-
side JONEs.

The white planters look them over apprais-
ingly as if they were cattle, and exchange judg-
ments on each. The dandies point with their
fingers and make witty remarks. The belles tit-
ter bewitchingly. All this in silence save for the
ominous throb of the tom-tom. The AucTioN-
EER holds up his band, taking his place at the
stump. The group strain forward attentively.
He touches JoNEs on the shoulder peremptorily,
motioning for him to stand on the stump—
the auction block.

JoNEs looks up, sees the figures on all sides,
looks wildly for some opening to escape, sees
none, screams and leaps madly to the top of the
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stump to get as far away from them as possible.
He stands there, cowering, paralyzed with hor-
ror. The AUCTIONEER begins his silent spiel. He
points to JoNEs, appeals to the planters to see
for themselves. Here is a good field hand, sound
in wind and limb as they can see. Very strong
still in spite of his being middle-aged. Look at
that back. Look at those shoulders. Look at the
mauscles in his arms and bis sturdy legs. Capable
of any amount of hard labor. Moreover, of a
good disposition, intelligent and tractable. Wil
any gentleman start the bidding? The PLANTERS
raise their fingers, make their bids. They are ap-
parently all eager to possess JoNEs. The bidding
is lively, the crowd interested. While this bas
been going on, JoNEs has been seized by the
courage of desperation. He dares to look down
and around him. Over bis face abject terror gives
way to mystification, to gradual realization—
stutteringly.]

What you all doin’, white folks? What’s all
dis? What you all lookin’ at me f0’? What you
doin’ wid me, anyhow? [Suddenly convulsed
with raging hatred and fear.] Is dis a auction?
Is you sellin’ me like dey uster befo’ de war?
[Jerking out his revolver just as the AucTioN-
EER knocks him down to one of the planters—
glaring from him to the purchaser.] And you
sells me? And you buys me? I shows you I’se a
free nigger, damn yo’ souls! [He fires at the
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AUCTIONEER and at the PLANTER with such
rapidity that the two shois are almost simultaine-
ous. As if this were a signal the walls of the
forest fold . Only blackness remains and si-
lence broken by JoNts as he rushes off, crying
with fear—and by the quickencd, ever louder
beat of the tom-tom.]



SCENE SIX

SceNE—Three o’clock. A cleared space in the
forest. The limbs of the trees meet over it
forming a low ceiling about five feet from
the ground. The interlocked ropes of creep-
ers reaching upward to entwine the tree
trunks give an arched appearance to the
sides. The space thus enclosed is like the
dark, noisome hold of some ancient vessel.
The moonlight is almost completely shut
out and only a vague, wan light filters
through. There is the noise of someone ap-
proaching from the left, stumbling and
crawling through the undergrowth. JoNgs’
voice is heard between chattering moans.

Oh, Lawd, what I gwine do now? Ain’t got
no bullet left on’y de silver one. If mo’ 0’ dem
ha’nts come after me, how I gwine skeer dem
away? Oh, Lawd, on’y de silver one left—an’ I
gotta save dat fo’ luck. If I shoots dat one I'm
a goner sho’! Lawd, it’s black heah! Whar’s de
moon? Oh, Lawd, don’t dis night evah come to
an end? [By the sounds, be is fecling bis way
cautiously forward.] Dere! Dis feels like a clear
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space. I gotta lie down an’ rest. I don’t care if
dem niggers does cotch me. I gotta rest.

[He is well forward now where bis figure can
be dimly made out. His pants have been so torn
away that what is left of them is no better than
a breech cloth. He flings himself full length, face
downward on the ground, panting with exhaus-
tion. Gradually it seems to grow lighter in the
enclosed space and two rows of seated figures can
be seen behind Jongs. They are sitting in crum-
pled, despairing attitudes, hunched, facing one
another with their backs touching the forest
walls as if they were shackled to them. All are
Negroes, naked save for loin cloths. At first they
are silent and motionless. T hen they begin to sway
slowly forward toward each other and back again
in unison, as if they were laxly letting themselves
follow the long roll of a ship at sea. At the same
time, a low, melancholy murmur rises among
them, increasing gradually by rbythmic degrees
which seem to be directed and controlled by the
throb of the tom-tom in the distance, to a long,
tremulous wail of despair that reaches a certain
pitch, unbearably acute, then falls by slow grada-
tions of tone into silence and is taken up again.
JoNEs starts, looks up, sees the figures, and
throws himself down again to shut out the sight.
A shudder of terror shakes his whole body as
the wail rises up about bim again. But the next
time, bis voice, as if under some uncanny com-
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pulsion, starts with the others. As their chorus
lifts be rises to a sitting posture similar to the
others, swaying back and forth. His woice
reaches the highest pitch of sorrow, of desola-
tion. The light fades out, the other voices cease,
and only darkness is left. JoNEs can be heard
scrambling to his feet and running off, bis voice
sinking down the scale and receding as he moves
farther and farther away in the forest. The tom-
tom beats louder, quicker, with a more insistent,
triumphant pulsation.]



SCENE SEVEN

ScENE—-Pirve o’clock. The foot of a gigantic
tree by the edge of a great river. A rough
structure of boulders, like an altar, is by
the tree. The raised river bank is in the
nearer background. Beyond this the sur-
face of the river spreads out, brilliant and
unruffled in the moonlight, blotted out and
merged into a veil of bluish nust in the
distance. JoNES’ wvoice is beard from the
left rising and falling in the long, despair-
ing wail of the chained slaves, to the
rhythmic beat of the tom-tom. As bis voice
sinks into silence, he enters the open space.
The expression of his face is fixed and
stony, bis eyes have an obsessed glare, he
moves with a strange deliberation like a
slecpwalker or one in a trance. He looks
around at the tree, the rough stone altar,
the moonlit surface of the river beyond, and
passes bis band over his head with a vague
gesture of puzzled bewilderment. Then, as
if in obedience to some obscure impulse, he
sinks into a kneeling, devotional posture
before the altar. Then he seems to come to

bimself partly, to have an uncertain rcaliza-
so
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tion of what he is doing, for he straightens
up and stares about him horrifiedly—in an
incoberent mumble.

What—what is I doin’? What is—dis place?
Seems like—seems like I know dat tree—an'
dem stones—an’ de river. I remember—seems
like I been heah befo’. [Tremblingly.] Oh,
Gorry, I'se skeered in dis place! I'se skeered!
Oh, Lawd, pertect dis sinner!

[Crawling away from the altar, be cowers
close to the ground, bis face hidden, bis shoul-
ders beaving with sobs of bysterical fright. From
behind the trunk cf the tree, as if be had sprung
out of it, the figure of the Conco WrrcH-
Docror appears. He is wizened and old, naked
except for the fur of some small animal tied
about his waist, its bushy tail hanging down in
front. His body is stained all over a bright red.
Antelope horns are on each side of his head,
branching upward. In one hand he carries a
bone rattle, in the other a charm stick with a
bunch of white cockatoo feathers ticd to the end.
A great number of glass beads and bone orna-
ments are about his neck, ears, wrists, and an-
kles. He struts noiselessly with a queer prancing
step to a position in the clear ground between
JoNEs and the altar. Then with a preliminary,
summoning stamp of his foot on the earth, be
begins to dance and to chant. As if in response
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to his summons the beating of the tom-tom
grows to a fierce, exultant boom whose throbs
seem to fill the air with vibrating rhythm.
JonNEes looks up, starts to spring to bis feet,
reaches a balf-kneeling, balf-squatting position
and remains rigidly fixed there, paralyzed with
awed fascination by this new apparition. The
WircH-DOCTOR sways, stamping with bis foot,
bis bone rattle clicking the time. His voice rises
and falls in a weird, monotonous croon, without
articulate word divisions. Gradually his dance
becomes clearly one of a narrative in pantomime,
bis croon is an incantation, a charm to allay the
fierceness of some implacable deity demanding
sacrifice. He flees, he is pursued by devils, be
bides, be flees again. Ever wilder and wilder be-
comes bis flight, nearer and nearer draws the
pursuing evil, more and more the spirit of ter-
ror gains possession of bim. His croon, rising to
intensity, is punctuated by shrill cries. JoNEs
has become completely hypnotized. His voice
joins in the incantation, in the cries, he beats
time with bis hands and sways bis body to and
fro from the waist. The whole spirit and mean-
ing of the dance has entered into him, bas
become bis spirit. Finally the theme of the panto-
mime halts on a howl of despair, and is taken
up again in a note of savage hope. There is a
wlvation. The forces of evil demand sacrifice.
They must be appeased. The Wrrc-DocTorR
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points with his wand to the sacred tree, to the
river beyond, to the altar, and finally to JoNEs
with a ferocious command. JONES seems to sense
the meaning of this. 1t is be who must offer him-
self for sacrifice. He beats bis forebead abjectly
to the ground, moaning hysterically.]

Mercy, Oh Lawd! Mercy! Mercy on dis po’
sinner.

[The WrrcH-DocTor springs to the river
bank. He stretches out bis arms and calls to
sone god within its depths. Then be starts back-
ward slowly, bis arms remaining out. A buge
head of a crocodile appears over the bank and
its eyes, glittering greenly, fasten upon JONEs.
He stares into them fascinatedly. The WiTcH-
Doctor prances up to him, touches him with
bis wand, motions with bideous command
toward the waiting monster. JONES squirms on
bis belly ncarer and necarer, moaning continu-
ally.]

Mercy, Lawd! Mercy!

[The crocodile heaves more of his enormous
bulk onto the land. JoNEs squirms toward him.
The WitcH-Docrtor’s voice shrills out in furi-
ous exultation, the tom-tom beats madly. JoNES
cries out in a fierce, exhausted spasm of an-
guished pleading.]

Lawd, save me! Lawd Jesus, heah my prayer!

[Immediately, in answer to his prayer, comes
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the thought of the one bullet left bim. He
snatches at his bip, shouting defiantly. ]

De silver bullet! You don’t git me yit!

[He fires at the green eycs in front of him.
The bead of the crocodile sinks back bebind the
river bank, the WrrcH-DocTor springs behind
the sacred tree and disappears. Jonts lies with
his face to the ground, his arms outstretched,
whimpering with fear as the throb of the tom-
tom fills the silence about him with a somber
pulsation, a baffled but revengeful power. )



SCENE EIGHT

SCENE—Dawn. Same as Scene Two, the dividing
line of forest and plain. The nearest tree
trunks are dimly revealed but the forest
bebind them is still a mass of glooming
shadows. The tom-tom scems on the very
spot, so loud and continuously vibrating
are its beats. LEM enters from the left, fol-
lowed by a small squad of bis soldiers, and
by the Cockney trader, SmMrTHERs. LEM
is a heavy-set, ape-faced old savage of the
extreme African type, dressed only in a
loin cloth. A revolver and cartridge belt
are about bis waist. His soldiers are in dif-
ferent degrees of rag-concealed nakedness.
All wear broad palm-leaf hats. Each one
carries a rifle. SMITHERS is the same as in
Scene One. One of the soldiers, evidently
a tracker, is pecring about keenly on the
ground. He grunts and points to the spot
where JoNEs entered the forest. LEm and
SMITHERS come to look.

Smrtaers [After a glance, turns away in
disgust]: That’s where ’e went in right enough.
Much good it’ll do yer. ’E’s miles orf by this

55
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an’ safe to the Coast, damn ’is ’ide! I tole yer
yer’d lose ’im, didn’t I?>—wastin’ the ’ole
bloomin’ night beatin’ yer bloody drum and
castin’ yer silly spells! Gawd blimey, wot a
pack!

LeM [Gutturally]: We cotch him. You see.
[He makes a motion to his soldiers who squat
down on their haunches in a semicircle. ]

SMITHERS [Exasperatedly]: Well, ain’t yer
goin’ in an’ ’unt ’im in the woods? What the
’ell’s the good of waitin’?

Lem [Imperturbably—squatting down him-
self]: We cotch him.

SMITHERS [Turning away from him con-
temptuously]: Aw! Garn! ’E’s a better man
than the lot 0’ you put together. I ’ates the sight
o’ ’im but I'll say that for ’im. [A sound of
snapping twigs comes from the forest. The sol-
diers jump to their feet, cocking their rifles
alertly. LEM remains sitting with an imperturb-
able expression, but listening intently. The sound
from the woods is repeated. LEM makes a quick
signal with bis hand. His followers creep quickly
but noiselessly into the forest, scattering so that
each enters at a different spot.]

SMITHERS [In the silence that follows—in a
contemptuous whisper ]: You ain’t thinkin’ that
would be ’im, I ’ope?

Lem [Calmly]: We cotch him.

SMmrTHERS: Blarsted fat ’eads! [Then after a
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second’s thought—wonderingly.] Still an’ all,
it might ’appen. If ’e lost ’is bloody way in these
stinkin’ woods ’e’d likely turn in a circle with-
out ’is knowin’ it. They all does.

Lem [Peremptorily]: Sssh! [The reports of
several rifles sound from the forest, followed a
second later by savage, exultant yells. The beat-
ing of the tom-tom abruptly ceases. Lem looks
up at the white man with a grin of satisfaction.)
We cotch him. Him dead.

SmrTHERS [With a snarl]: *Ow d’yer know
it’s ’im an’ ’ow d’yer know ’¢’s dead?

Lem: My mens dey got ’um silver bullets.
Dey kill him shore.

SMITHERSs [ Astonished]: They got silver bul-
lets?

Lem: Lead bullet no kill him. He got um
strong charm. I cook um money, make um sil-
ver bullet, make um strong charm, too.

SmrTHERs [Light breaking upon him]: Sa
that’s wot you was up to all night, wot? You
was scared to put after ’im till you’d moulded
silver bullets, eh?

Lem [Simply stating a fact]: Yes. Him got
strong charm. Lead no good.

SMITHERS [Slapping his thigh and guffaw-
ing]: Haw-haw! If yer don’t beat all ’ell! [Then
recovering himself—scornfully.] T'll bet yer it
ain’t ’im they shot at all, yer bleedin’ looney!

Lem [Calmly]: Dey come bring him now.
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[The soldiers come out of the forest, carrying
JoNEs’ limp body. There is a little reddish-pur-
ple hole under his left breast. He is dead. They
carry him to LeEm, who examines bis body with
great satisfaction. SMITHERS leans over his shoul-
der—in a tone of frightened awe.] Well, they
did for yer right enough, Jonsey, me lad! Dead
as a ’‘erring! [Mockingly.] Where’s yer ’igh
an’ mighty airs now, yer bloomin’ Majesty?
[Then with a grin.] Silver bullets! Gawd
blimey, but yer died in the ’eighth o’ style,
any’ow! [LEM makes a motion to the soldiers
to carry the body out left. SMITHERS speaks to
him sneeringly.]

SmiTHERs: And I s’pose you think it’s yer
bleedin’ charms and yer silly beatin’ the drum
that made ’im run in a circle when ’e’d lost
’imself, don’t yer? [But LEM makes no reply,
does not scem to hear the question, walks out
left after his men. SMiTHERs looks after him
with contemptuous scorn.] Stupid as ’ogs, the
lot of ’em! Blarsted niggers!

[Curtain Falls.]
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CHARACTERS

“JoHNNY-THE-PRIEST”

Two LONGSHOREMEN

A PostMAN

LARRY, bartender

CHRis. CHRISTOPHERSON, caplain of the barge
Simeon Winthrop

MartHY OWEN

ANNA CHRISTOPHERSON, Chris’s daughter
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MaT BURKE, 4 stoker

Jounson, deckhand on the barge



SCENES

Act I

“Johnny-the-Priest’s” saloon near the water
front, New York City.

Act II

The barge, Simeon Winthrop, at anchor in the
harbor of Provincetown, Mass. Ten days later.

Acr III

Cabin of the barge, at dock in Boston. A week
later.

Act IV

The same. Two days later.
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ACT ONE

SCENE—"JOHNNY-THE-PRIEST’S” saloon wnear
South Street, New York City. The stage is
divided into two sections, showing a small
back room on the right. On the left, for-
ward, of the barroom, a large window look-
ing out on the street. Beyond it, the main
entrance—a double swinging door. Farther
back, another window. The bar runs from
left to right nearly the whole length of
the rear wall. In back of the bar, a smnall
showcase displaying a few bottles of case
goods, for which there is evidently little
call. The remainder of the rear space in
front of the large mirrors is occupied by
balf-barrels of cheap whisky of the “nickel-
a-shot” wvariety, from which the liquor is
drawn by means of spigots. On the right
is an open doorway leading to the back
room. In the back room are four round
wooden tables with five chairs grouped
about each. In the rear, a family entrance
opening on a side street.

1t is late afternoon of a day in fall.
63
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As the curtain rises, JOHNNY is discov-
ered. “JOHNNY-THE-PRIEST” deserves bis
nickname. With bis pale, thin, clean-shaven
face, mild bluc eyes and white hair, a cas-
sock would seem more suited to him than
the apron he wears. Neither bis voice nor
bis general manner dispel this illusion which
has made him a personage of the water
front. They are soft and bland. But be-
neath all his mildness one senses the man
bebind the mask—cynical, callous, hard as
nails. He is lounging at ease bebind the bar,
a pair of spectacles on bis nose, reading an
evening paper.

Two longshoremen enter from the street,
wearing their working aprons, the button
of the union pinned conspicuously on the
caps pulled sideways on their heads at an
aggressive angle.

FirsT LONGSHOREMAN [ As they range them-

selves at the bar]: Gimme a shock. Number Two.
[He tosses a coin on the bar.]

SEcoND LONGSHOREMAN: Same here.

[JounNy sets two glasses of barrel whisky be-
fore them.]

First LonGsHOREMAN: Here’s luck! [Th-

other nods. They gulp down their whisky.]

SEcCOND LONGSHOREMAN [Putting money on

the bar]: Give us anotner.
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FirsT LONGSHOREMAN: Gimme a scoop chis
time—lager and porter. I'm dry.

SEcoNnD LONGSHOREMAN: Same here.
[Jounny draws the lager and porter and sets
the big, foaming schooners before them. They
drink down half the contents and start to talk
together hurriedly in low tones. The door on the
left is swung open and LARRY enters. He is a
boyish, red-cheeked, rather good-looking young
fellow of twenty or so.]

Larry [Nodding to JouHNNY—cheerily]:
Hello, boss.

Jounny: Hello, Larry. [With a glance at his
watch.] Just on time. [LARRY goes to the right
bebind the bar, takes off his coat, and puts on an
apron.]

First LONGSHOREMAN [Abruptly]: Let’s
drink up and get back to it. [They finish their
drinks and go out left. THE POSTMAN enters
as they leave. He exchanges nods with JOHNNY
and throws a letter on the bar.]

THe Postman: Addressed care of you,
Johnny. Know him?

JouNNY [Picks up the letter, adjusting bis
spectacles. LARRY comes and peers over bhis
shoulders. JoHNNY reads very slowly.] Chris-
topher Christopherson.

THE Postman [Helpfully]: Square-head
name.

Larry: Old Chris—that’s who.
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JounnNy: Oh, sure. I was forgetting Chris
carried a hell of a name like that. Letters come
here for him sometimes before, I remember now.
Long time ago, though.

THE Postman: It’ll get him all right then?

JounnNy: Sure thing. He comes here when-
ever he’s in port.

THE PostMAN [Turning to go]: Sailor, eh?

Jounny [With a grin]: Captain of a coal
barge.

Tue PostMaN [Laughing]: Some job! Well,
s'long.

Jounny: Slong. I'll see he gets it. [THE
POSTMAN goes out. JOHNNY scrutinizes the lct-
ter.] You got good eyes, Larry. Where’s it from?

Larry [After a glance]: St. Paul. That’ll be
in Minnesota, I’'m thinkin’. Looks like a woman’s
writing, too, the old divil!

JounnNy: He’s got a daughter somewheres
out West, I think he told me once. [He puts
the letter on the cash register.] Come to think
of it, I ain’t seen old Chris in a dog’s age. [Pus-
ting his overcoat on, he comes around the end
of the bar.] Guess I'll be gettin’ home. See you
tomorrow.

Larry: Good-night to ye, boss. [ As JouNNY
goes toward the strect door, it is pushed open
and CHRISTOPHER CHRISTOPHERSON eniers.
He is a short, squat, broad-shouldered man of
about fifty, with a round, weather-beaten, red
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face from which his light blue eyes peer short-
sightedly, twinkling with a simple good humor.
His large mouth, overbung by a thick, drooping,
yellow mustache, is childishly self-willed aind
weak, of an obstinate kindliness. A thick neck
is jammed like a post into the heavy trunk of
bis body. His arms with their big, bairy, freckled
bands, and bis stumpy legs terminating in large
flat feet, are awkwardly short and muscular.
He walks with a clumsy, rolling gait. His voice,
when not raised in a hollow boom, is toned doun
to a sly, confidential half-whisper with some-
thing vagucly plaintive in its quality. He is
dressed in a wrinkled, ill-fitting dark suit of
shore clothes, and wears a faded cap of gray
cloth over his mop of grizzled, blond hair. Just
now his face beams with a too-blissful bap pi-
ness, and he has evidently been drinking. He
reaches bis hand out to JoHNNY.]

Curis: Hello, Yohnny! Have drink on me,
Come on, Larry. Give us drink. Have one your-
self. [Putting his hand in his pocket.] Ay gat
money—plenty money....

JOHNNY [Shakes CHRis by the hand]: Speak
of the devil. We was just talkin’ about you.

Larry [Coming to the end of the bar]:
Hello, Chris. Put it there. [They shake hands.]

Curis [Beaming]: Give us drink.

Jounny [With a grin]: You got a half
snootful now. Where’d you get it?
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Curis [Grinning]: Oder fallar on oder barge
—Irish fallar—he gat bottle vhisky and we
drank it, yust us two. Dot vhisky gat kick, by
yingo! Ay yust come ashore. Give us drink,
Larry. Ay vas little drunk, not much. Yust feel
good. [He laughs and commences to sing in a
nasal, high-pitched quaver.]

“My Yosephine, come aboard de ship. Long time
Ay vait for you.
De moon, she shi-i-i-ine. She looka yus like you.
Tchee-tchee, tchee-tchee, tchee-tchee,
tchee-tchee.”
[To the accompaniment of this last he waves
bhis band as if he were conducting an orchestra.)

Jounny [With a laugh]: Same old Yosie, eh
Chris?

CHRis: You don’ know good song when you
hear him. Italian fallar on oder barge, he learn
me dat. Give us drink. [He throws change on
the bar.]

Larry [With a professional air]: What’s your
pleasure, gentlemen?

JoHNNY: Small beer, Larry.

CHris: Vhisky—Number Two.

LarrY [As be gets their drinks]: I'll take a
tigar on you.

Curis [Lifting bis glass]: Skoal! [He
drinks.]

JoHNNY: Drink hearty.

CHeis [Immediately]: Have oder drink.
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Jounny: No. Some other time. Got to go
home now. So you’ve just landed? Where are
you in from this time?

CHris: Norfolk. Ve make slow voyage—
dirty vedder—yust fog, fog, fog, all bloody time!
[There is an insistent ring from the doorbell at
the family entrance in the back room. CHRis
gives a start—burriedly.] Ay go open, Larry.
Ay forgat. It vas Marthy. She come with me.
[He goes into the back room.]

LarrY [With a chuckle]: He’s still got that
same cow livin’ with him, the old fool!

Jounny [With a grin]: A sport, Chris is.
Well, I'll beat it home. S’long. [He goes to the
street door.]

Larry: So long, boss.

JounnNy: Oh—don’t forget to give him his
letter.

Larry: I won’t. [JoHNNY goes out. In the
meantime, CHRIs has opened the family entrance
door, admitting MarTHY. She might be forty
or fifty. Her jowly, mottled face, with its thick
red mnose, is streaked with interlacing purple
veins. Her thick, gray bair is piled anyhow in
a greasy mop on top of her round head. Her
figure is flabby and fat; her breath comes in
wheezy gasps; she speaks in a loud, mannish
voice, punctuated by explosions of hoarse laugh-
ter. But there still twinkles in her blood-shot
blue eyes a youthful lust for life which bard
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usage has failed to stifle, a sense of humor mock-
ing, but good-tempered. She wears a man’s cap,
doublebreasted man’s jacket, and a grimy, calico
skirt. Her bare fect are encased in a man’s bro-
gans several sizes too large for ber, which gives
her a shuffling, wobbly gait.]

MarthY [Grumblingly]: What yuh tryin’ to
do, Dutchy—keep me standin’ out there all day?
[She comes forward and sits at the table in the
right corner, front.]

CHris [Mollifyingly]: Ay’m sorry, Marthy.
Ay talk to Yohnny. Ay forgat. What you goin’
take for drink?

MarTHY [Appeased]: Gimme a scoop of
Jager an’ ale.

CHris: Ay go bring him back. [He returns
to the bar.] Lager and ale for Marthy, Larry.
Whisky for me. [ He throws change on the bar.)

Larry: Right you are. [Then remembering,
be takes the letter from in back of the bar.]
Here’s a letter for you—from St. Paul, Minne-
sota—and a lady’s writin’. [He grins. ]

CHris [Quickly—taking it]: Oh, den it
come from my daughter, Anna. She live dere.
(He turns the letter over in bis hands uncer-
tainly.] Ay don’t gat letter from Anna—must
be a year.

LARRY [Jokingly]: That’s a fine fairy tale to
be tellin’—your daughter! Sure I'll bet it’s some
hum.
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CHris [Soberly]: No. Dis come from Anna,
[Engrossed by the letter in his hand—uncer-
tainly.] By golly, Ay tank Ay’m too drunk for
read dis letter from Anna. Ay tank Ay sat down
for a minute. You bring drinks in back room,
Larry. [ He goes into the room on right.]

MarTHY [Angrily]: Where’s my lager an’
ale, yuh big stiff?

CHRiIs [Preoccupied]: Larry bring him. [He
sits down opposite her. LARRY brings in the
drinks and sets them on the table. He and Mar-
THY exchange nods of recognition. LARRY stands
looking at CHris curiously. MARTHY fakes a
long draught of her schooner and heaves a bhuge
sigh of satisfaction, wiping her mouth with the
back of her hand. CHRIs stares at the letter for a
moment—slowly opens it, and, squinting bis
eyes, commences to read laboriously, bis lips
moving as he spells out the words. As be reads
his face lights up with an expression of mingled
joy and bewilderment.]

Larry: Good news?

MartHY [Her curiosity also aroused |: What’s
that yuh got—a letter, fur Gawd’s sake?

CHRis [Pauses for a moment, after finishing
the letter, as if to let the news sink in—then
suddenly pounds his fist on the table with happy
excitement]: Py yiminy! Yust tank, Anna say
she’s comin’ here right avay! She gat sick on
yob in St. Paul, she say. It’s short letter, don’t
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tal me much more’n dat. [Beaming.] Py golly,
dat’s good news all at one time for ole fallar!
[Then turning to MarTHY, rather shamefac-
edly.] You know, Marthy, Ay’ve tole you Ay
don’t see my Anna since she vas little gel in
Sveden five year ole.

MartHY: How old’ll she be now?

CHgris: She must be—Ilat me see—she must be
twenty year ole, py Yo!

LARRY [Surprised]: You’ve not seen her in
fifteen years?

Curis [Suddenly growing somber—in a low
tone]: No. Ven she vas little gel, Ay vas bo’sun
on vindjammer. Ay never gat home only few
time dem year. Ay’m fool sailor fallar. My
voman—Anna’s mother—she gat tired vait all
time Sveden for me ven Ay don’t never come.
She come dis country, bring Anna, dey go out
Minnesota, live with her cousins on farm. Den
ven her mo’der die ven Ay vas on voyage, Ay
tank it’s better dem cousins keep Anna. Ay tank
it’s better Anna live on farm, den she don’t know
dat ole davil, sea, she don’t know fa’der like me.

LarrY [With a wink at MarTHY ]: This girl,
now, ’ll be marryin’ a sailor herself, likely. It’s
in the blood.

CHris [Suddenly springing to bis feet and
smashing bis fist on the table in a rage]: No, py
God! She don’t do dat!

MaRrTHY [Grasping her schooner hastidy—
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angrily|: Hey, look out, yuh nut! Wanta spill
my suds for me?

LARrY [ Amazed]: Oho, what’s up with you?
Ain’t you a sailor yourself now, and always
been?

Curis [Slowly]: Dat’s yust vhy Ay say it.
[Forcing a smile.] Sailor vas all right fallar, but
not for marry gel. No. Ay know dat. Anna’s
mo’der, she know it, too.

LARRY [As CHRIS remains sunk in gloomy
reflection]: When is your daughter comin’?
Soon?

CHris [Roused]: Py yiminy, Ay forgat.
[Reads through the letter hurriedly.] She say
she come right avay, dat’s all.

Larry: She’ll maybe be comin’ here to look
for you, I s’pose. [ He returns to the bar, whis-
tling. Left alone with MARTHY, who stares at
bim with a twinkle of malicious humor in her
eyes, CHris suddenly becomes desperately ill
at-ease. He fidgets, then gets up burriedly.]

CHris: Ay gat speak with Larry. Ay be right
back. [ Mollifyingly.] Ay bring you oder drink.

MarTHY [Emptying ber glass]: Sure. That’s
me. [As be retreats with the glass she guffaws
after him derisively. ]

Curis [To LarrY in an alarmed whisper]:
Py yingo, Ay gat gat Marthy shore off barge
before Anna come! Anna raise hell if she find
dat out. Marthy raise hell, too, for go, py golly!
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LARRY [With a chuckle]: Serve ye right, ye
old divil—havin’ 2 woman at your age!

CHRis [Scratching bis head in a quandary]:
You tal me lie for tal Marthy, Larry, so’s she
gat off barge quick.

Larry: She knows your daughter’s comin’.
Tell her to get the hell out of it.

Curis: No. Ay don’t like make her feel bad.

LarrY: You’re an old mush! Keep your girl
away from the barge, then. She’ll likely want
to stay ashore anyway. [Curiously.] What does
she work at, your Anna?

CHris: She stay on dem cousins’ farm till
two year ago. Dan she gat yob nurse gel in St.
Paul. [Then shaking his head resolutely.] But
Ay don’t vant for her gat yob now. Ay vant
for her stay with me.

LaRRY [Scornfully]: On a coal barge! She’ll
not like that, I'm thinkin’.

MarTHY [Shouts from mext room]: Don’t
I get that bucket o’ suds, Dutchy?

CHgis [Startled—in apprebensive confusion]:
Yes, Ay come, Marthy.

LARRY [Drawing the lager and ale, hands it
to CHris—laughing.] Now you’re in for it!
You’d better tell her straight to get out!

CHRis [Shaking in his boots]: Py golly. [ He
takes her drink in to MaRTHY and sits down at
the table. She sips it in silence. LARRY moves
quictly close to the partition to listen, grinning
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with expectation. CHRIS seems on the verge of
speaking, hesitates, gulps down his whisky des-
perately as if secking for courage. He atten pts
to whistle a few bars of “Yosephine” with care-
less bravado, but the whistle peters out futilely.
MARTHY stares at him keenly, taking in lus
embarrassment with a malicious twinkle of
amusement in ber eye. CHRis clears bis throat.]
Marthy

MartHY [ Aggressively]: Wha’s that? [Then,
pretending to fly into a rage, her eyes enjoying
CHRIS’ misery.] I'm wise to what’s in back of
your nut, Dutchy. Yuh want to git rid o’ me,
huh?—now she’s comin’. Gimme the bum’s
rush ashore, huh? Lemme tell yuh, Dutchy.
there ain’t a square-head workin’ on a boat man
enough to git away with that. Don’t start nothin*
yuh can’t finish!

CHris [Miserably]: Ay don’t start nutting,
Marthy.

Martay [Glares at him for a second—then
cannot control a burst of laughter]: Ho-ho!
yuh’re a scream, Square-head—an honest-ter-
Gawd knockout! Ho-ho! [She wheezes, panting
for breath.]

Curis [With childish pique]: Ay don’t sez
nutting for laugh at.

MarTHY: Take a slant in the mirror and
yul’ll see. Ho-ho! [Recovering from her mirth
—chuckling, scornfully.] A square-head tryin”
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to kid Marthy Owen at this late day!—after me
campin’ with barge men the last twenty years.
I’'m wise to the game, up, down, and sideways.
[ ain’t been born and dragged up on the water
front for nothin’. Think I’d make trouble, huh?
Not me! I'll pack up me duds an’ beat it. 'm
quittin’ yuh, get me? I'm tellin’ yuh I’m sick of
stickin’ with yuh, and I'm leavin’ yuh flat, see?
There’s plenty of other guys on other barges
waitin’ for me. Always was, I always found.
(She claps the astonished Curis on the back.]
So cheer up, Dutchy! I'll be offen the barge be-
fore she comes. You’ll be rid o> me for good—
and me o’ you—good riddance for both of us.
Ho-ho!

CHris [Seriously]: Ay don’ tank dat. You
vas good gel, Marthy.

MarTHY [Grinning]: Good girl? Aw, can
the bull! Well, yuh treated me square, yuhself.
So it’s fifty-fifty. Nobody’s sore at nobody.
We're still good frien’s, huh? [LARRY returns
to bar.]

Curis [ Beaming now that be sees bis troubles
disappearing]: Yes, py golly.

MarTHY: That’s the talkin’! In all my time
I tried never to split with a guy with no hard
feelin’s. But what was yuh so scared about—
that I'd kick up a row? That ain’t Marthy’s way.
[Scornfully.] Think I'd break my heart to lose
yuh? Commit suicide, huh? Ho-ho! Gawd! The
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world’s full 0> men if that’s all 'd worry about!
[Then with a grin, after emptying ber glass.]
Blow me to another scoop, huh? I'll drink your
kid’s health for yuh.

CHris [Eagerly]: Sure tang. Ay go gat him.
[He takes the two glasses into the bar.] Oder
drink. Same for both.

LarrY [Getting the drinks and putting them
on the bar]: She’s not such a bad lot, that one.

Curis [ Jovially]: She’s good gel, Ay tal you!
Py golly, Ay calabrate now! Give me vhisky here
at bar, too. [He puts down money. LARRY
serves him.] You have drink, Larry.

LaRRY [Virtuously]: You know I never touch
1t.

CHris: You don’t know what you miss.
Skoal! [He drinks—then begins to sing loudly.]
“My Yosephine, come board de ship »

[He picks up the drinks for MARTHY and him-
self and walks unsteadily into the back room,
singing. ]

“De moon, she shi-i-i-ine. She looks yust like you.

Tchee-tchee, tchee-tchee, tchee-tchee, tchee-

tchee.”

MarTHY [Grinning, hands to ears]: Gawd!

CHris [Sitting down]: Ay’m good singer,
yes? Ve drink, eh? Skoal! Ay calabrate! [He
drinks.] Ay calabrate ’cause Anna’s coming
home. You know, Marthy, Ay never write fot
her to come, ’cause Ay tank Ay’m no good foi
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her. But all time Ay hope like hell some day
she vant for see me and den she come. And
dat’s vay it happen now, py yiminy! [His face
beaming.] What you tank she look like, Mar-
thy? Ay bet you she’s fine, good, strong gel,
pooty like hell! Living on farm made her like
dat. And Ay bet you some day she marry good,
steady land fallar here in East, have home all
her own, have kits—and dan Ay’m ole grand-
fader, py golly! And Ay go visit dem every
time Ay gat in port near! [Bursting with joy.]
By yiminy crickens, Ay calabrate dat! [Shouts. ]
Bring oder drink, Larry! [He smashes bis fist
on the table with a bang.]

LArRrRY [Coming in from bar—irritably]:
Easy there! Don’t be breakin’ the table, you old
goat!

Curis [By way of reply, grins foolishly and
begins to sing]:

“My Yosephine, come board de ship

MarTHY [Touching CHRIS arm persua-
sively]: You’re soused to the ears, Dutchy. Go
out and put a feed into you. It’ll sober you up.
[Then as Curis shakes his head obstinately.]
Listen, yuh old nut! Yuh don’t know what time
your kid’s liable to show up. Yuh want to be
sober when she comes, don’t yuh?

Curis [ Aroused—gets unsteadily to bis feet]:
Py golly, yes.

t2d
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Larry: That’s good sense for you. A good
beef stew’ll fix you. Go round the corner.

CHris: All right. Ay be back soon, Marthy.
[Crris goes through the bar and out the street
door.]

Larry: He’ll come round all right with some
grub in him.

MarTHY: Sure. [LARRY goes back to the bar
and resumes bis newspaper. MARTHY sips what
is left of her schooner reflectively. There is the
ring of the family entrance bell. LARRY comes
to the door and opens it a trifle—then, with a
puzzled expression, pulls it wide. ANNA CHRIs-
TOPHERSON enters. She is a tall, blond, fully-
developed girl of twenty, handsome after a large,
Viking-daughter fashion but now run down in
bealth and plainly showing all the outward evi-
dences of belonging to the world’s oldest pro-
fession. Her youthful face is already hard and
cynical beneatbh its layer of make-up. Her clothes
are the tawdry finery of peasant stock turned
prostitute. She comes and sinks wearily in a chair
by the table, left front.]

AnNa: Gimme a whisky—ginger ale on the
side. [Then, as LARRY turns to go, forcing a
winning smile at him.] And don’t be stingy,
baby.

LARRY [Sarcastically]: Shall I serve it in a
pail?

ANNA [With a bhard laugh]: That suits me
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down to the ground. [LARRY goes into the bar.
The two women size each other up with frank
stares. LARRY comes back with the drink which
be sets beforc ANNA and returns to the bar
again. ANNA downs her drink at a gulp. Then,
after a moment, as the alcobol begins to rouse
her, she turns to MARTHY with a friendly smile.]
Gee, I needed that bad, all right, all right!

MartHy [Nodding her head sympatheti-
cally]: Sure—yuh look all in. Been on a bat?

ANNA: No—traveling—day and a half on the
train. Had to sit up all night in the dirty coach,
too. Gawd, I thought I'd never get here!

Martary [With a start—Ilooking at ber in-
tently]: Where’d yuh come from, huh?

AnNA: St. Paul—out in Minnesota.

Martuy [Staring at her in amazement—
slowly]: So—yuh’re [She suddenly bursts
aut into hoarse, ironical laughter.] Gawd!

ANNA: All the way from Minnesota, sure.
[Flaring up.] What you laughing at? Me?

MartHY [Hastily]: No, honest, kid. I was
thinkin’ of somethin’ else.

ANNA [Mollified—with a smile]: Well, 1
wouldn’t blame you, at that. Guess I do look
rotten—yust out of the hospital two weeks.
I'm going to have another ’ski. What d’you
say? Have something on me?

MarTHY: Sure I will. T’anks. [She calls.]
Hey, Larry! Little service! [He comes in.]
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ANNA: Same for me.

MarTHY: Same here. [LARRY fakes their
glasses and goes out.]

AnNNA: Why don’t you come sit over here,
be sociable. I'm a dead stranger in this burg—
and I ain’t spoke a word with no one since day
before yesterday.

MarTHY: Sure thing. [She shuffles over to
ANNA’s table and sits down opposite ber. LARRY
brings the drinks and ANNA pays bim.]

AnnNa: Skoal! Here’s how! [She drinks.]

MarTHY: Here’s luck! [She takes a gulp from
her schooner. ]

ANNA [Taking a package of Sweet Caporal
cigarettes from her bag]: Let you smoke in
here, won’t they?

Martay [Doubtfully]: Sure. [Then with
evident anxiety.] On’y trow it away if yuh hear
someone comin’.

ANNA [Lighting one and taking a deep in-
bale]: Gee, they’re fussy in this dump, ain’t
they? [She puffs, staring at the table top. MaRr-
THY looks her over with a new penctrating in-
terest, taking in cvery detail of her face. ANNA
suddenly becomes conscious of this appraising
stare—resentfully.] Ain’t nothing wrong with
me, is there? You’re looking hard enough.

MarTHY [Irritated by the other’s tone—
scornfully]: Ain’t got to look much. I got your
number the minute you stepped in the door.
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ANNA [Her eyes narrowing]: Ain’t you
smart! Well, I got yours, too, without no trouble.
You’re me forty years from now. That’s you!
[She gives a hard little laugh.]

MarTHY [Angrily]: Is that so? Well, I'll tell
you straight, kiddo, that Marthy Owen
never [She catches berself up short—with
a grin.] What are you and me scrappin’ over?
Let’s cut it out, huh? Me, I don’t want no hard
feclin’s with no one. [Extending her hand.}
Shake and forget it, huh?

ANNA [Shakes her hand gladly]: Only too
glad to. I ain’t looking for trouble. Let’s have
’nother. What d’you say?

MAaRTHY [Shaking ber head]: Not for mine.
I'm full up. And you —— Had anythin’ to eat
lately?

AnNAa: Not since this morning on the train.

MarTHY: Then yuh better go easy on it,
hadn’t yuh?

ANNA [After a moment’s hesitation]: Guess
you’re right. I got to meet someone, too. But
my nerves is on edge after that rotten trip.

MarTHY: Yuh said yuh was just outa the
hospital?

AnNAa: Two weeks ago. [Leaning over to
MarTtHY confidentially.] The joint T was in out
in St. Paul got raided. That was the start. The
judge give all us girls thirty days. The others
1idn’t seem to mind being in the cooler much.
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Some of ’em was used to it. But me, I couldn’t
stand it. It got my goat right—couldn’t eat
or sleep or nothing. I never could stand being
caged up nowheres. I got good and sick and they
had to send me to the hospital. It was nice there
I was sorry to leave it, honest!

MartHY [After a slight pause]: Did yuh say
yuh got to meet someone here?

ANNA: Yes. Oh, not what you mean. It’s
my Old Man I got to meet. Honest! It’s funny,
too. I ain’t seen him since I was a kid—don’t
even know what he looks like—yust had a let-
ter every now and then. This was always the
only address he give me to write him back. He’s
yanitor of some building here now—used to be
a sailor.

MarTHY [Astonished]: Janitor!

ANNA: Sure. And I was thinking maybe, see-
ing he ain’t never done a thing for me in my
life, he might be willing to stake me to a room
and eats till I get rested up. [Wearily.] Gee, I
sure need that rest! I'm knocked out. [Then
resignedly.] But I ain’t expecting much from
him. Give you a kick when yo