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AUTHOR'S NOTE

Of the Plays in this volume Holy Isle was produced at the
Arts Theatre in December 1942 by Mr Alastair Sim, with
Miss Margaretta Scott, Miss Vivienne Bennett, Mr Herbert
Lomas, Mr Bromley Davenport, Mr Norman Shelley and
Mr Emrys Jones in the cas. Mr Michael Warre did the
scenery.

Mr Bolfry was produced at the Westminster Theatre in
August 1943 with Mr Alastar Sim as McCrimmon, Mr
Raymond Lovell as Bolfry and Miss Sophie Stewart as Mrs
McCrimmon. Mr Alastar Sim produced, and Mr Michael
Warre and Miss Mary Purvis did the scenery.

Jonah 3 was done by the Unnamed Society of Manchester
in November 1942, Mr F. Sladen-Smith producing it. It is
a war-time version of my earlier play Jonah and the Whale.
The broadcasting version of the same play—The Sgn of the
Prophet Jonah—was done earlier in the year with Mr Ralph
Richardson as Jonah. Miss Barbara Burnham produced.

The Dragon and the Dove was first shown a the Lyric
Theatre Glasgow, under the title The Niece of the Hermit
Abraham, in August 1942. It was produced by Mr E. Martin
Browne, presented by the Pilgrims Players and decorated by
Mr Ronald Long. Mr Denis Carey played Abraham, and
Miss Sylvia Read Maria. 1B

*¥ Thee Plays may not be read or produced in public
without reference to the author's agents, who are as follow:—

For Lancelot and Mr Bolfry: Christopher Mann Ltd.
45 Fountain House, Park Lane, London, W.i.

For Holy Idle, Jonah 3, The Sign of the Prophet Jonah and
The Dragon and The Dove: Curtis Brown Ltd. 6 Henrietta
Street, Covent Garden, London, W.C.2.

The Amateur ﬁerforming rights of Mr Bolfry are controlled
by Samuel French Ltd.



LANCELOT

A PLAY IN TWO ACTS






ACT |

SCENE |

Merlin's Retreat in the Welsh Mountains.

MERLIN is half-sitting, half reclining on a ledge of rock. ~ NIMUE is on the
ground with her head againsYbis knees, idly turning over and throw-
ing about a number of manuscripts. MERLIN is an old man, dressed
mainly in goatskins.  NIMUE is a small, dark creature with straight
hair and cat's eyes. MERLIN is doting on her.

The sun is shining. There are traces of some sort of picnic.

MERLIN. Nimue, there is one thing | should like to know.
NIMUE. So thereisonethingthe great Merlin doesn't know ?
MERLIN. Who gave you your name ?

NIMUE. The Lady of the Lake. .

MERLIN. No. For she is a foolish and'dull woman. A
poet found your name. It is like a little waterfall trickling
over green rocks. _ -

NIMUE. Good of you to say so. . . . Merlin, areyou going
todoatrick ?

MERLIN. A trick, my darling ? _

NIMUE. Yes You brought meup here to teach me magic,
and you have done nothing but tell me about yourself and mysalf,
and an{body could do that, .

MERLIN, = There is magic in your name. Nimue!

NIMUE. That isnonsense. | want to see a trick.

MERLIN.  What sort of trick would you liketo see ?  Would
you like me to chan?e mysdlf into a handsome young man ?

NIMUE. No. T like old men best. | should like you to
rase an evil spirit.
MERLIN. ~ Why ?

NIMUE. | want to see one. . o
MERLIN. It iswasting knowledge to raise evil spirits.
NIMUE. How isthat ? Can't you do it ? .
MERLIN.  Yes | can do it. Ar\y enchanter can do it.
NIMUE. Then why not do it ? You promised to teach >me

iC.
ERLIN, My dear, magic isonly a very subordinate means
3 C3]



LANCELOT ACTI

to an end. We study magic, as we study astrology and Greek
and the movements of the tides, to serve our purpose.

NIMUE. And what is our purpose ?

MERLIN. To increase the sum of human happiness.

NIMUE. You will increase the sum of human happiness if
you make me happy. And you will make me happy by raising
an evil spirit.

MERLIN (gently). 1 don't know, Nimue, if you follow my
thought. | am not a simple conjurer; or even a particularly
wise man. As | se it, | hav'ebeen put into the world with
certain facultiesthat | may use them for the benefit of the world.

NiIMUE.I  think | shal go home now.

MERLIN. No my swest friend, | shall do whatever you ask
me. Only lisgen to me. In al my walking about in the
world, | have never found a partner so apt, so compact of charm,
intelligence and sympathy. You and | will do great things.

NIMUE. How can we do great things if" you refuse to teach
me magic ?

"~ MERLIN. | havetaught you a great ded of magic and | shall
teach you more.  But | must make you understand my reasons.

NIMUE. | thought your reason wasthat youloved me.

MERLIN. That was only one of my ressons. Another is
that you are very intelligent.

NIMUB. Very wel. Go on.

MERLIN. You have heard of Abraham ?

NIMUE.  The well-known Jew.  Yes

MERLIN. He was a breeder of canels and sheep. By his
magic he brought it about that he had the best camels and sheep
in Asa

NIMUE. Shalwetalk about somethingedse? | hateanimals.

MERLIN. Abraham talked of something edse—to his wife
Sarah, as | am talking to you. He talked of breeding men.

NIMUE. [I'm not sure whether | understand you, but if |
do, | may tell you | did not come here to be insulted.

MERLIN, pray forget for five minutes that you are a woman.
| am telling you something of great interest.

NIMUE. Very well.

MERLIN. The great thought of Abraham was this. " |
can, by using my wits and my knowledge, produce a stock of
gtrong, beautiful camds who can survive the heat of the desert

[4] 4



ACTI LANCELOT

and the terrors of the long march. These, my neighbours, are
neither strong nor beautiful nor fit to survive. | have found
out how to make the best kind of camel. | shal find out how
to make the best kind of man."  For man, my sweet friend, is
plainly meant to be the noblest thing in creation.

NIMUE. He isn't.

MERLIN. That is true. But he will be. Abraham was
only a farmer. He had not studied universal wisdom. He
thought in terms of toughness and the capacity to survive. My
own aim s tofind the perfect man, living in the perfect sate. |
have made that the work of my life. | have found my solution.

NIMUE. You are the perfect man, | suppose ?

MERLIN. No, no, no. | am only the instrument of the
Almighty. | came to this savage land of Logris and there |
found Uther Pendragon, the King of England. Him | mated
with Ygraine'of Tintagil, and they begat King Arthur. And
with King Arthur was born order and discipline and honour
in Logris.

NIMUE. Look.

MERLIN.  What isit ?

NIMUE. High up on that crag. A big golden eagle, spread-
ing his wings to the sun. He has gone now. What were
you saying ?

MERLIN. | made the Age of Chivalry. That was only the
first part of my work. | had created the time and the place
in which the perfect man could be found and live and begin
the new order of things. It isthe bravest time since time began.

NIMUE.  And you did it ?

MERLIN.  Humbly, | may answer that | did.

NIMUE. You must be very clever. And have you found
your perfect man ?

MERLIN. No. Butwhen | have mated the best Knight in
al the world to the daughter of King Pelleas of Corbin, | shall
find him.  They will have a son, and his name will be Galahad,
and he will begin the New World.

NIMUE. But the champion Knight of the world is Sir
Lancelot of the Lake.

MERLIN.  Yes

NIMUE. And Elane of Corbin is the stupidest creature that
ever was born.

5 [5]



LANCELOT ACTI

MERLIN. Her father is a man deep in the mydteries. My
perfect man must have the seeing eye.'

NIMUE. But this is not practicd. Lancelot loves the
Queen. He will not look at Elaine.

MERLIN. It will not be necessary.

NIMUE. You haveaplan? You will use magic ?

MERLIN.  Yes

NIMUE.  And may | help you ?

MERLIN. | was counting upon that.

NIMUE (embracing him).  Oh, darling Merlin!  What shall
we do ? ‘

MERLIN.  We must first of al find where Sir Lancelot lies
tonight. He is riding from the North. Bring me the ink
bowl.

[NIMUEfetches a little gold bow! and pours some ink into itfrom a
leather bottle] :

His adventure isat an end. | saw him lagt riding into the
forest of Lichfield by the Roman bridle-path. Tonight he
will lie near Hereford.  Look into the ink-poal.

NIMUE. | see nothing.

MERLIN. Wait. . . . Homo, Sacarus, Museolameas, Cheru-
bosca, Tetragammaton. Amaymon, King of the East; Gorson,
King of the South; Zimimar, King of the North; Goap,
King and Prince of the West, | bind you with bonds from the
third hour till dawn in the names of loth, Iglanabrath, El,
Abiel, Anathiel, Athantos and Adonay. Show us the knight,
Sir Lancelot of the Lake, where he lies in the full of the moon
tonight. Fiat, fiat, fiat. Amen. . . . What do you se?

NIMUE. | seethebowlingdley ofaninn. Itislit by moon-
light and al set about with apple trees in blossom. Tnere isa
knight fighting on foot with his back to apillar of the inn arch-
way. He is s&t upon by three knights. The moon ceds a
shadow, but | can see that the three are dealing heavy blows on
the poor knight, and ever and again he strikes and drives them
a pace or two back. He cannot live. ... A light shows in
the window above the arch. The window is opening. A tall
man is standing at the window with the light making an aureole
round him. He has vaulted over the sill and landed on the
ground ten feet below. He has asword in his hand. He goes
fiercely at the three knights and drives them into the moonlight.
[6] 6



ACTI LANCELOT

He has beaten a knight to hisknees.  You look. | do not like
to see men killed.

[MERLIN, muttering, looks into the pool.]

The tal man was very strong.  His sword swung in the
moonlight like a whip.

MERLIN. It is Lancelot. They are Yielding to him as
their master. He is no master to dogs like that. He will
send them to Camelot to yield to the Queen.

NIMUE. May | s him again ?

MERLIN. No. You shal se him at Camelot when my
plans are ripe.  And soon we shall lead him to Corbin to the
Lady Elaine.

NIMUE (shuddering dightly). | do not like the sound of
that. . . . Whom did he rescue ?

MERLIN. Sr Kay the Senexchd.

NIMUE. That boorish, brutal old man!  He should have let

MERLIN. He came early to the Round Table, before | could
pick and choose.  Whoever he was, it was Sir Lancelot's duty
to save him.

NIMUE. Sir Lancelot isafool. He rescues stupid old men
and spares his enemies to do him harm. . . . But a fodl is
happy. Why don't you leave him in his happiness ?

MERLIN. Heis not happy. Happiness will come to man-
kind when | have made my man perfect in mind, body and
spirit. . . .

NIMUE. You will have made an intolerable prig. . . .
Merlin, leave Lancelot done.  You are hbrrible, moving men
and women about on a chequered board, like the pieces in the
Chinese game.

MERLIN. My child, | mysdf am a man.

NIMUE. | very much doubt it. It is growing cold and
dark. Let usgoin.

MERLIN. You must not think | belittle the warm impulses
of your generous heart when | say that you are wrong in sup-
posing that my intentions towards Lancelot . . .

[Itgrowsdark. Theygointo MERLIN'S but.]

SLOW BLACK OUT.
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SCENE I

Part of the Bowling Alley of an Inn.

It has a wall, overhung by a hawthorn in bloom. Against the wall is a
benchy and infront of the bench is a rough table. At one end of the
table is a stool. Moonlight is at odds with daybreak. A lamp is
on the table.

SIR KAY, an ederly man, dressed in armour like that of the knights in
the Bayeux Tapestry, is seated on the bench. GWILYM, Lancelot's
Page, is helping him out of his helmet.  LANCELOT, with onefoot on
the stool, is polishing his sword with a wisp of grass. He wears a
helmet and hauberk, but no other armour. His shield rests against
the table.

LANCELOT. How isit with you ?

SIR KAY. | am better. | had been riding all night and
they were three to one.

LANCELOT. Areyou hurt ?

SIR KAY. Bruised alittle, but nowhere cut. | could have
dedt fairly by tKerfuf you had not come.  (His helmet isoffnow.)

LANCELOT (holding the lamp to hisface). | thought so. |
should have known you by your fair and courteous speech and
the urbanity of your manner.  Good morning, Sir Kay.

SIR KAY. Good morning to you, Sir, whoever you are.

LANCELOQT (taking off his helmet and handln? it to Gwilym).
Take those helmets in and bring ajug of wine for Sir Kay.

[Exit GWILYM.]

SIR KAY. | should have known you dso. Sir Lancelat,
you are an admirable knight, but you cannot be persuaded to
mind your own affairs.

LANCELOT. When you and your friends came into this alley,
my affair was deep ana pleasant dreams.  If you wished me to
mind that, you shouldn't have roared like a bull for help.

SIR KAY. | did not cal for help. You must have been
dreaming.

LANCELOT. | havesad | wasdreaming. And no doubtyou
didn'tcal. | am grateful to you for avery agreegblelittle fight.
Now stop growling and give me the news of the Court.

SIR KAY. Wherehaveyou been ?

LANCELOT. Wandering and fighting.

SIR KAY. They missyou at Court.

[8] 8



ACTI LANCELOT

LANCELOT. That is gentle of them.

SIR KAY. Every day the Queen asks for you.

LANCELOT.  How IS she ?

SIR KAY. She wears well. . . . God's Body, my back
aches. | wish | were twenty years younger.

LANCELOT. | wish you were.

SIR KAY. Doyou? Why?

LANCELOT. Because | should kick you from here to Camelot
for that speech.

SIR KAY. For what speech?

LANCELOT. You dared to speak irreverently of the Queen.

SIR KAY. Who? |? Nothing ofthesort. | sad . .

LANCELOT. Spare me what you said.

[GWILYM brings in ajug of wine and two born mugs)]

LANCELOT (ill-humouredly).  Put them down there and go to
bed.

GWILYM. | have bandages for Sir Kay upstairs. . . .

SIR KAY. | havetold you | want no bandages.

GWILYM. It is nearly morning, Sir Lancelot. Need | go
to bed ?

LANCELOT. Yes. | think you have not dept much, and |
cannot have you yawning on the journey. Whom were you
serenading last night ?

GWILYM. The landlady's daughter, my Lord.

LANCELOT. You hope to become a knight, some day ?

GWILYM. Yes my Lord.

LANCELOT. Remember that when you serenade landladies
daughters.  Go to bed. -

GWILYM. Good night ... | mean, good morning, my
Lords.

[Exit GWILYM ]

SIR KAY. Thesameold saint.

LANCELOT. | am no saint; but the boy is a good boy, and
| am determined he will remain 0.

SIR KAY. Hesemsalikely lad. When he puts on more
beef he may make a formidable knight, poor devil.

LANCELOT. Why do you say " poor devil" ?

SIR KAY. Because he is to be a knight. He must make
vows; he must wear metal clothes, he must peacock and brag
9 B2 [ 9]



LANCELOT ACTI

and be bumped and beaten and never cal his soul his own.
Doyou call that alife?

LANCELOT. It isthe grestest life of dl if a man has the grace
and the courage to live it well.

SIR KAY. | thought so once. Not now. | never had
much grace, and my courage is an uneasy thing.

LANCELOT. You are spesking at the back end of the night,
after many hours of riding and fighting. When you are
planted on a good horse on a bright afternoon with your ebow
gripping a lance and a good stretch of sward in front of you, |
shall ask for your opinion.

SIR KAY. ltisessyforyoutotak. Horseor footyou have
the better of any dozen of us.  We know it so well that the very
sight of your shield loosens us in the saddle.

LANCELOT.  No!

SIR KAY. Butyes [I'll wager on mysdf against any man
who knows he is beaten before" the fight oegins.  If you dress
me in Lancelot's crest and shield and surcoat, I'll cut through
the mellay like corn.

LANCELOT. Do you think so ?

SIR KAY. | don'tthink. | know.

LANCELOT. You shall have my armour.

SIR KAY. Now?

LANCELOT. Yes. Now. You shdl ridein it to Caerleon
upon Usk, and vou shall fight in the Whitsun Tournament.

SIR KAY. They expect you there ?

LANCELOT. All the better. You will be Sir Lancelot and
| shal be Sir Kay. And if you have"spoken the truth, you
will carry off the prize and they will tumble me in the dust.

SIR KAY. Youarevery kind. | shdl not fight at Caerleon.
Your armour would bring Gawaine and the best of them
against me like wasps round a honeypot.

LANCELOT. Then you won't do it ?

SIR KAY. [l take your armour. It will be pleasant to get
back to Caerleon in peace without knights errant chalenging
me at every ford. Asfor you, you can play Sir Kay at Caerleon
if you like. You are a schoolboy and aways will be.  And
there are two or three scores | should like to see paid againgt
some young birkies who regjoice to rall the old Seneschd on the

round. [I'll doit.

10] 10



ACTI LANCELOT

LANCELOT. Very well. But why do you cal me a school-
boy ? | am not so old asyou are, but | have a hundred battles
between me and the last or my youth.

SIR KAY. Becauseyou areaschoolboy. Your mindisfull
of childish sports and inasy*erades.  Your page is more of a
man than you are. -

LANCELOT. Heasthat speech any meaning, or are you smply
growling over your bone ?

SIRKAY. Heseemsto havethe enterpriseto makeloveto his
landlady's daughter. Y ou could have your pleasure with all the
ladies in the land, and you creep about like a bald-headed monk.

LANCELOT. ~ My good Sir ...

SIRKAY. | know. | know. They say you would be the
devil's own felow if ... you needn't get angry ... if you
weren't in love with the Queen. They say you never married
because of that.

LANCELOT. | cannot tell people what they ought to say of
me. They can say what they pleese  If a man is married,
itishisduty to stay with hiswife and give over arms and tourna-
ments, battles ana adventures. As for paramours, with them
| have nothing to do. Partly for the fear of God and partly
because | have seen that lechers and adulterers are never happy
or fortunate in wars. Their minds stray and their bodies
dacken and they are beaten by lesser men than themselves.
Their happiness is more among the blankets than among the
banners, and to fight without happiness is wickedness and folly.
Knighthood is a hard vocation. You were right in that. A
man must be taut and strong like a good bowstring. It is only
0 that he can hear the call and meet the shock and see through
the forest of lances to the glory beyond.

[SIRKAY hasfallenaslegpwith hishead onthetable.}

SirKay! . . . Poor old man! The May blossom is falling
on his head. There was whiteness before it fell. God send
that | die in battle, and never grow old and crabbed and feeble.

. . Wake up, Sir Kay. It Is morning.

SIR KAY. Eh? What'sthat? | wasn't adesp. | heard
every word you said. The boy's a good boy and hell do very
well. And I'll change armour with you and well meet at
Geerleon. .

I Cil |



LANCELOT ACT

[A cock crows)
LANCELOT. Therée's the good knight, Sir Chanticlair of the
Barnyard, with his spurs and his golden corsdet and his scarlet
crest!
SIRKAY. And hisforty concubines.
LANCELOT (laughing).  Go to bed, you sinful dd man!  You
must have more deep before sun-up.  Come, I'll help you.
SIR KAY. Let meaone. | can wak by mysdf
[LANCELOT takes the lantern with one hand and helps SIR KAY
along with the other.]
CURTAIN.

SCENE I

"The ante-room of the Royal Pavilion at Caerleon upon Usk. A rostrum
with two or three steps leads up to a window overlooking the tilling
ground. Three Servitors called HOB, GIB and JOAN are clearing
up the disorder in which relays of aristocratic persons have left the
place. HOB isforty, JOAN is twenty, GIB is seventeen. GIB Jinds
difficulty in keeping awayfrom the window. A tremendous clamour
is comingfrom the tilt yard.

HOB (shouting above the tumult). Come away from that
window and get on with your work.

GIB. Oh, beautiful! Oh, well hit, Sir Kay! Wl hit!

[The ttérmlt dies down and stops altogether as a single trumpet
sounds.
KING ARTHUR'S voice is heard breaking the tillness]

ARTHUR (without). Go and abide!

[A subdued chattering is heard, and GIB comes reluctantly from
the window.]

GIB. Helifted Sir Sagramore off his horse like aforkful of
hay.

HOB. It will be " Well hit, Sir Kay " all over again if he
comes in and finds the place like this.

GIB. 1 think there will be only one more mellay. There
are hardly enough knights in the saddie to make a good one.
| never saw anything like it.  Sir Kay must have been feeding
himself beef.

JOAN. Silly lot of fools.

[ 12] 12



ACTI LANCELOT

HOB. You keep your tongue to yourself, my girl. If the
gentry like to bash each other about, it's none of our business.
We must get on with our job. _ _

JOAN. ~ Get on with what job ?  Fetching and carrying for
alot of silly fools.

HOB. Holc;ﬁ/our tongue. _

GIB. It makes you think, doesnt it ? Everyone thought
this would be the tamest Whltsueyoustm we have ever had.
Lancelot away, and Lamorake dead, and Pelomides away, and
Tristram in Cornwall. ~ And look at it. | never saw beter.

HOB.Y ouhaven't see much.

GIB. Sr Gawaine will have to turn out, after al. He
won't let Sir Kay carry the tournament. Sir Kay will give
him a%c)od fight, today. | hope they have it out on the ground.
| like Sir Gawaine best with his bopts on the turf.

JOAN. | don't like Sir Gawaine at al. o

HOB. What isthelike of you doing with likes and dislikes ?
Who do you think you are? The Queen of Orkney or
something ? _ o

GIB. | hope Sir Gawaine fights. . .

HOB. | hope he does Hell keep Sir Kay quiet for some
weeks. He has an overhead swing that would split Snowdon.

~GIB (at the window). Oh, look! His page is taking down
his shield from in front of his tent. Hes mounting. His
three brothers are with him. Hes taking the opposte end
from Sir Kay and Sir Bors and Sir Dinadan.  Now well see
something. . . . The King is going to drop his baton.

[The OTHER TWO leave their work and come to the window.
[Four trumpets sound.]
HERALDS (without). Laissez les aller!
[A terrific row breaks out—cheering, galloping and the clash of
armour.]

GIB. Go it, Sr Kay! Ride, man, ride. Aim low. Oh,
well hit, Sirl_ A beauty. Over he goes  Mind your back!
Look out! ~ Oh, well ridden, Sir! ~ Hit him, Sir Bors!  Hard,
man, hard! By gum, what acrack! That'sgot him. Now,
Sr Kay . . . give yoursdf room . . . that'sright. . . . It's
Sir Gawaine. . . . Oh, good! Spur him. As hard as you
can pet. | bet a million crowns on Sir Kay.

13 [13] 3]



LANCELOT ACT |1

JOAN. Go on, Sr Kay! Go on, Sr Kay!
HOB. Hesdown. Sir Gawaine's down.
GIB. Oh, lads, what abuffet! Swordsout now. . . . No.
He's had enough!
JOAN. Hes limping away.
HOB. It'sdl over.
\A trumpet sounds.]

ARTHUR (without).  Go and abide.

HOB. For the Lord's s&ke, hurry. They'll be here in a
moment.

GIB. Did you s him knock the cantels off Gawaine's
shidd?

JOAN. Hewaslike athunderbolt.

HOB. Sir Kay never struck that stroke.

GIB. Butl sawhim. Joansawittoo. Didn't you, Joan ?

HOB. Thatwasn'tSirKay.

[Enter SIR GAWAINE and SIR ACRAVAINE. GAWAINE is a large,
ferocious-looking oaf in afoul temper.  His brother, ACRAVAINE,
is a handsome youngfellow with beautiful manners, but a sinister
look in hiseye.  GAWAINE tears of his helmet and gauntlets and
throws them into a corner of the room, where the SERVITORS pick
them up and retire into the background.]

GAWAINE. Givemeadrink.
[HOB runs to him obsequiousy with a horn of sack. GAWAINE
drains it and throws the lees in HOB'S face. HOB bows and
joinshiscomrades.]

GAWAINE. That's better. It went down. | was afrad
that dog had twisted my gullet.

AGRAVAINE. When his lance hit you, my dear Gawaine,
I thought it had torn gullet and windpipe apart. It was a
comey stroke. Our friend Sr Kay has greatly improved
since we saw him ladt.

GAWAINE. If that was Sir Kay, I'm the Lady of the Lake.

AGRAVAINE.  Who was it ?

GAWAINE. He had Sr Kay's armour and Sir Kay's horse
and he rode stiffly with a long stirrup, like Sir Kay. = But Sir
Kay never dedt me that stroke. | felt my gorget was a load-
gone drawing his spearhead.  One of three knights could have
struck that stroke, and one of them is dead.

{14] 14



ACT | LANCELOT

AGRAVAINE. He is bigger than Sir Kay.  You should have
fought him on foot.

GAWAINE. Not I. When | fight a man on foot, | like to
know who he is Besdes, | thought my neck was broken.
\F/)|Vhen | find his name, | shal cut his throat when and where he

s

AGRAVAINE. ~ Even if it were Lancelot ?

GAWAINE. Lanceot? Lancelotisin Carlide.

AGRAVAINE. Nevertheless, our counterfeit Sir Kay had a
Lne?nner of dropping his left shoulder | thought that | nad seen

ore.

GAWAINE.  Lancelot or no Lancelot, I'll cut his throat.

AGRAVAINE. According to the rules of chivalry and your
oath of knighthood, 1 haope.

GAWAINE. Of course
K_AGRAVAINE. And now we shdl learn. Here comes the

ing.

GAWAINE. Mordieu! Then I'll be going. | can stand a
hard knock or two, but | will not be the butt for bluff King
Arthur's idea of ajoke.

AGRAVAINE. No. Stop.

\As GAWAINE hesitates, ARTHUR, GUENEVERE, SIR LUCAN THE
BUTLER, SIR DINADAN and SIR LIONEL and two of the QUEEN'S
LADIES enter.]

ARTHUR. Hal Gawaine! Where are you going f
GAWAINE. Sir, | wasgoing to wash off some of thisdust.
| Aé(IjQTHUR. Nay, but why? You rolled in it as if you
oved it.

[Some laughter.]

GAWAINE. Sr, it may please %ou to think s0.  But if any
of your gentlemen who are so much amused envy me this dust,
by Our Lady, | will give them as much of it to edt as they please.
And as soon as they please. .

ARTHUR. Come, come, Gawaine. You must not take
your beating badly. .

GAWAINE. | am not enough accustomed to beatings to take
them well.

ARTHUR. | think you forget yourself. Weshall ask another
of our old gentlemen to give you another lesson.
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GAWAINE.  No old gentleman struck me that stroke.
“ARTHUR. Indeed? We had thought that Sir Kay was past
hisfirst youth; he must have drunk from some well. ~We must
ak himwhereitis Must we not, my Lady ?
GUBNEVERE. What did you say ? | wasn't listening.
ARTHUR. Gawaine says that Kay has been rejuvenated.
(To LUCAN.) _ Where is he, Lucan ?
LUCAN. They are searching for him, my Lord.
ARTHUR. He must know that he has won the prize.
LUCAN. Yes my Lord.
ARTHUR. When | sounded " Go and abide" he rode out
of the ring.  Strange conduct.
DINADAN. He is here, my Lord.

[LANCELOT enters and kneels before the KING and QUEEN. He
wears bis vizor down and is not recognised. He is battered
and dusty, but bears himself proudly."]

’ _AJ;QTHUR. Ah, there you are.  Why did you not ride to the
as’

GUENEVERE. Were you hurt ?

LANCELOT (gruffly). ~ No, my Lady.

ARTHUR. Never mind, never mind. You have done very
well.  Only one thing troubles me.  You are not Sir Kay.

LANCELOT, No, my Lord.

ARTHUR. You have his armour and shield and horse and
some of histricks in the saddle.  But you are not Sir Kay. By
the rules of Chivalry, you may remain Unknown. But we
know who you are not.  You nave not his looks nor his voice
nor, if he will forgive me, hisskill in battle.

- LANCELOT.  No, my Lord.

ARTHUR. We should be interested to know who you are.
We know only three knights who could have done what you
have done today. But one is in Carlide, one is in Cornwall
and the third is in Brittany. S
- GUENEVERE. Weneednot questionthisknight further. He
is not in Carlide.

ARTHUR.  Take off your helmet.

[LANCELOT takes off bis helmet.]

My dear fellow, | thought you had desarted us  Get up.
Sit down.  You must be tired.
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[He motions LANCELOT to a seat beside the QUEEN. There is an
agreeable sensation in the Court as the KNIGHTS recognise
|6|ANk(j‘ELOT. CAWAINE and AGRAVAINE draw together and look

ack.

ARTHUR. Now you must tell us everything you have done
since we saw you last.  We didn't expect to see you till the
Autumn Ridings. Whereis Sir Kay ? Have you killed him ?

[SIR KAY appearsfrom among the crowd]

SIR KAY. | amhere, my Lord.

ARTHUR. Ah,soyou are! Now, Sir Lancelot! Thegiant
isdead, and | feel sure that the miles between here and Carlide
are full of recreant knights nursing their wounds and healing
their broken bones, and heart-broken damsels who have had
the misfortune to be rescued by this celibate knight. Eh?
Ha, hal Ho, ho!

LANCELOT. Since you conquered your enemies, my Lord,
you have made England very virtuous and dull. | was hard
put to it to find adventures.

GUENEVERE. Then you've had atediousjourney ?

LANCELOT. Not entirely, Madam. Indeed, when peace
and the law shine on the land, then adventures are the rarest
and sweetest.  We can pursue them in knightly fashion accord-
ing to the rule.

GAWAINE. Give me war any day.

GUENEVERE. We can readily understand, Sir Gawaine, why
you prefer war to tournaments.

GAWAINE. You are very gracious, Madam.

ARTHUR. Sir Lancelot isright . . . (He says this line with
a somewhat Blimpish air, for, in some respects. King Arthur is an
etherealised Blimp) ... | have brought more than one war to
ahappy issue, but at the end of it | never felt that it had made me
a better man.

LANCELOT. In war the great and the simple, the high and
the low, the knightly and the common, are seethed together in
a pot. The end is victory, not honour, and honour is logt in
the chase .

GUENEVERE. Chivary cannot breathe in the' dust of battle ?

ARTHUR. | should not go so far asto say that. But what is
the meaning of al this? Here is the pattern of knighthood and
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the prince of good companions home again breaking heads like
a hero, and we it philosophising like so many scabby old monks.
Sir Lucan! | shdl drink to the best man in Britain and the
flower of al good knights.

[SIR LUCAN hands a loving-cup to the KING, and there is a noisy
rushfor the buffet as the KNIGHTS// their bowls.]

ARTHUR. Sir Lancelot of the Lakel
OMNES. Sir Lancelot!

LANCELOQT (drinking to the Queen). Madam!
GUENEVERE. My very good knight!

[The KNIGHTS crowd round LANCELOT, and there is a noisy hum
of conversation. GAWAINE, AGRAVAINE and MORDRED hold a
little apart.]

DINADAN. | knew you, you old shrew! You bull-headed
old apodtle of trouble!

LANCELOT. Dear old Dinadan, the cautious rider! How
many falls did you get today, sweetheart ?

DINADAN. None. My patron saint sent me a beautiful
boil in exactly the right place.

BORS. But he was good last week, Lancelot.  He put down
four Irish knights with one spear.

LANCELOT. Rigid economy. . . . Helo, hereé's dear old
Sir Kay. How are you, my friend ? I'm afraid your armour
isalittle damaged. | think Gawaine spoiled your shield.

SIR KAY. You nearly spoiled Gawaine. He will love you
no better for this day's work.

LANCELOT. Nonsense. Gawaine is a good knight. He
can take hard knocks as well as he can give them. . . . Can't
you, Gawaine ?

GAWAINE.  Yes

LANCELOT. And he can give them! | felt my teeth rattle
in my head.

ARTHUR. Now you are here you will abide. We shall
hunt the boar tomorrow.

GUBNEVERE. He hates us. He will not abide. He has
told you he finds usdull.

ARTHUR. He didn't mean that. He was talking of the
moors and deserts in the north.

GUENEVERE (to LANCELOT).  Were you ?
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LANCELOT. Madam, when you are cruel it is like a sudden
thunder-cloud on an April day. All the birds and beeds fall
silené. | have no words to say except that | am at your com-
mand.

ARTHUR. Then tell him to day.

GUENEVERE. The King desires you to stay and hunt with
him. . . . Will you day ?

LANCELOT.  Willingly, Madam.

ARTHUR. And tonight we shall have such afeast as Camelot
has never seen.

GAWAINE (raising his drinking-vessel). The Queen and Sir
Lancelot!

AGRAVAINE (with rather more meaning in his voice than
Ga¥]vaine). The Queen and Sir Lancelot! Happy days and
nights.

gSIR BORS. The Queen!
[The faint shadow of embarrassment at AGRAVAINE'S tone blows
over and the toast is drunk with greatjollity']

ARTHUR. Sir Agravaine, | thank you for your phrase.
Happy days and nights. We shall crown the happiest of days
with a night of wine and song and tales of great deeds. Never
was there a day like this nor aland like the land of Logris nor a
company like the company of the Round Table.  This is the
bravest time since time began. . . .

\While he is speaking NIMUE appears in the doorway. GUENEVERE
draws his attention to her."]

ARTHUR. Eh? What'sthat ? Oh! Lady, you are wel-
come. And if you bring an adventure you are douoly welcome.
| had it in my mind that | should not sit down to dinner till
| had seen an adventure. Sir Lancelot says | have banished
them from the land.

NIMUE. Is Sir Lancelot here ?

ARTHUR. Hes

NIMUE. Which is Sr Lancelot ?

LANCELOT. Here.

NIMUE. My Lord, my Lady and Sir Lancelot, | have cometo
your Court for help.

ARTHUR. For whom ? What is the adventure ?

NIMUE. | come from King Peleas of Corbin.
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ARTHUR. King Peleas is a very noble knight. A little
eccentric, but a very nable knight. What can | do for King
Pelleas?

NIMUE. Hiscity is troubled with a great serpent. With a
great serpent that comes up from the tombs and goes silently
through the streets at night and in by the little windows, stealing
babies from their cots and putting the town in fear. In Corbin
there is no knight found who can find and face the monster, and
it has come to King Pelleas in a dream that it must be dain by
the best knight in all the world. So | have come for Sir
Lancelot.

ARTHUR. When Sir Lancelot is rested and refreshed no
doubt he will accept your adventure. But not tonight.

NIMUE. It must be tonight. He must ride today and to-
night, and tomorrow hewill cometo Corbin and kill the serpent.

GUENEVERE. But why ? He has fought al day in the
tournament. He is weary.

NIMUE. | have been deceived. | was told that when a
Knight of King Arthur had been cdled to a quest he would
leap from his death-bed to the saddle. | was deceived.

LANCELOT. Lady, there need be no morewords. . . .

[The QUEEN restrains him.]

ARTHUR. You come from King Pdless. Have you any
sign that you come from King Pelleas ?

NIMUE. | have hisjasper ring that was cut from the breast-
plate of the High Priest Caigphas. . . . Look! Here it is
The little cup cut on it is the Holy Grail.

[She crosses and shows the ring to KING ARTHUR\]

ARTHUR. | have heard of thisring.

NIMUE. In the dream of the Fisherman King a leopard of
king's blood attacked the serpent and killed him in the full of
the moon. The moon is full tomorrow.

GUENEVERE (furioudy). King Pelless is a limping fool and
a superstitious old madman. Everybody knows that. Every-
body laughs at him. His castle is more like a church than a
cadle. He dreamed of the serpent too. There is no serpent.
He lives in dreams.  He is so dazed with the sound of church
bells and besotted with incense that he doesn't know the truth
fromlies. | say you shall not go.
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ARTHUR. This is very extraordinary conduct, my dear.
Sir Lancelot has been cdled to an adventure. He has been
cdled in perfectly correct form. He must go or be shamed. |
am surprised at you.

LANCELOT. Madam, if King Peleas has dreamt this and
there is no serpent | shall return the sooner.

GUENEVERE. Itisatrap. Itisan enchanter'strap. Look
at that woman's eyes.

[NIMUE casts down her eyes]

ARTHUR. You do the young lady an injustice. She is
embarrassed.

LANCELOT. Madam, when | have killed this beadt, trap or
no trap, | shal return to the court. | give you my word. As
to the adventure, |1 have no choice. Sir Bors, lend me a fresh
suit of war-gear.  If the lady will wait for me | shall make her
amore sightly companion.

[He kneels to the QUEEN.]

LANCELOT. Madam, forgive me and wish me well.

GUENEVERE. | wish you well. But come back soon.

LANCELOT. Ashardas| can gdlop.

[He kisses her hand, rises, bows to the KING and leaves the hall
with SIR BORS. NIMUE curtsies andfollows him.]

GUENEVERE (to ARTHUR). Now what has become of your
happy evening?

ARTHUR (gently). My love, | sometimes wonder if you do
fully understand the principlesof chivalry.

GUENEVERE. The principles of chivalry are . . . Arthur,

[A trumpet sounds.]
send Sir Bors and a dozen knights after him.  Itisatrap. We
shall never see him again.

ARTHUR. Youaretired. You do not meanwhat you say.
You must not give way to these childish fancies.

GUENEVERE. Sir, my day of childish fancies has long since

| am an old woman. You will find it wise to listen
to an old woman.

ARTHUR. Oh, tut, tut. Dear, dear. You must not speak
like that. Old? Heaven's Grace, what a thing to say!

[He leads her apart from the KNIGHTS, who withdraw respectfully
upstage)]
21 [ 21 ]



LANCELOT ACTI

ARTHUR.  What will the knights think of you ?

GUBNEVBRE. How should | know ? They think | am an
old woman. | am an old woman.

ARTHUR. My dear, you are eternally young.

GUENEVERE. " My dear, you are eternadly young! * Now
you set your Kingly sed on that truth.  And yet forty-five years
Isnot an eternity.  Many queens can keep the devation of their
knights for more years than that.

ARTHUR. | don't understand you.

GUENEVERE. There was a day when | could have caled
Lancelot back with the half flicker of a frown.

ARTHUR. My Lady, you are making an exhibition of your-
sdf.  We shall go now to the Gate and see him ride out.

GUENEVERE. No. Goyou. You were right. | am tired.
| shall wait here till you come back.

ARTHUR. 1 think you ought to come.

GUENEVERE. No.

ARTHUR. Very well. Your ladies will be disappointed.

GUENEVERE. Take them too. Go now. | am tired. |
am old and tired.

ARTHUR.  You ae not old.

GUENEVERE. Say that often to me in that voice and | shall
be young again. Dear Lord Arthur.

ARTHUR. My dear Lady. (He kisses her hand.) Lords
and Ladies, we snail go to the Gate to speed the quest.  Follow
me. ~

[Exeunt all but GUENEVERE.  She sits by the table and flays idly
with a wine-cup. To her, LANCELOT. He wears a.new sur-
coat and carries his helmet under his arm. GUENEVERE looks
up in delighted surprise

LANCELOT. My Lady.

GUENBVERE. Well ?

LANCELOT. You do not wish me to go on this quest ?

GUENEVERE. No. Itisno farquest. Itisatrap.

LANCELOT. | am too cunning an old beast to be caught in
trgps.  But trap or no trap, | cannot ride while the Queen is
angry with me.

GUENEVERE. These things are sad to queens. But | am
different from other queensin this, that | do not believe them.

LANCELOT. | did not say these things to a queen.
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GUENEVERE. To whom, then ?

LANCELOT. To the greatest and dearest Lady in al the
world. It isnot that | would die for you, Madam. | would
do that readiIY for my Lord Arthur's wife. But for me there
are only two ladies—the Mother of God and yourself.

GUENEVERE. Isthat true? They say it istrue.

LANCELOT. They may say what they will and it is true,
Madam.

GUENEVERE. God bhless you, then, and speed you, Sr
Lancelot. And this not only from Lord Arthur's wire.

[She binds a handkerchief round his arm and withdraws a pace
from him. They look at each other in silencefor a moment.']

But dso from my Lord Arthur's wife.
[LANCELOT bowsinsilence and goesout.  Trumpet sounds,]

CURTAIN

SCENE IV

A room in the Castle of Corbin. At a refectory table KING PELLEAS, a
handsome, middle-aged man with a limp in his left foot, DAME
BRISEN, an obvious witch, NIMUE, ELAINE, a handsome, stupid-
looking young woman of about twenty, and SIR LANCELOT have sat
down to dinner. Two or three extremely solemn-looking servitors
stand behind them.  KING PELLEAS is saying grace, and has obviously
been saying itfor a long time.  Seam Is risingfrom the dishes, but
before the grace has finished the food is cold. SIR LANCELOT is
somewhat impatient, but is always the perfect gentleman. .

PELLEAS. Hinc horror ille et stupor, quo passm scriptura
recitat perculsos atque afflictos fuisse sanctos, quoties Del praesen-
tiam sentiebant. Quum enim eos videamus qui absente ipse
securi firmicjue consistebant, ipso gloriam suam manifestante,
sc quatefien ac consternari ut mortis horrore concidant, imo
absorbeantur, et pagne nulli sint: colligendum inde est, hominem
humilitatis, suae agnitione numquam satis tangi et affici, nis
portquam sd ad De mgestatem comparavit. Ejus autem
consternationis exempla crebra habemus turn in judicibus, turn
in prophetis . . . adeo ut vox vox ilia in Dei populo usitata
foret: moriemur, quia Dominus apparuit nobis. ldeo et

23 [23]



LANCELOT ACTI

historia Job ad prosternendos suae stultitiae, impotentiae,
polutionis conscientiae homines, pitissimun semper argumentum
adivinae sapientiag, virtutis, puritatis descriptioneducit. Neque
frustra: videmusenim ut Abrahammellius seterram et pulvarem
adnoscat, ex quo propius ad conspiciendam Domini gloriam
accesdt . . . ut Elias retecta facie gjus accessum exspectare
non sustineat . . . tantum e in aspectu formidinis. Et quid
faciat homo putredo ac vermis, quum ipsos quoque Cherubim
velare' ipso pavore, faciem suam oporteat . . . ? Hoc scilicet
egt quod dicit prophetaJesiias . . . erubescet ol et confundetur
luna quum Dominus exercituum regnaverit; hoc e, ubi
claritatemsuam extulerit ac propius admoverit, lucidissimum
quodque prae ilia tenebris obscurabitur.  Utcunque tamen Dei
nostrique notitia mutuo inter se nexu sint colligatae, ordo recti
docendi postulat ut de ilia priore disseramus loco, turn ad hanc

tractandam podtea descendamus. . . . Fiat . . . Amen. . .
Et Amen . . . Andnow, Sir Lancelot, fall to! | hope you
have a good appetite.

LANCELOT. Someofit at leasst has survived.

PELLEAS. My daughter Elaine has superintended the
preparation of these—these mercies, herself.

LANCELOT. That is very kind of her.

PELLEAS. She is an excellent cook. Is she not, Dame
Brisen?

BRISEN. Indeed, sheis, King Pelless.

PELLEAS. Ifadgirl isalowed to beidle | find that inevitably
her thoughts stray to the practice of sorcery and such abomina
tiogs Satan, they say, finds some mischief till for idle hands
to do.

LANCELOT. So | have beentold. . . . King Pdless, if you
will forgive me for being blunt, | came to your very delightful
cadtle with some idea that my own hands were to be occupied.
Y ou wish meto kill aserpent ?

PBLLEAS. A serpent? Ah, yes! There was a serpent.
We shdll talk of that later.

LANCELOT. Forgive me, but may we talk about it now ? |
understood that the matter was urgent.

PELLEAS. Oh, yes urgent. Certainly. Most urgent.

LANCELOT, | am very grateful, Sir King, for the reception
{0;4a51d your people have given me. The hundreds of "%'2
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girls strewing primroses—by the way, they ought to have been
in their beds—the very excellent orchestra of lutes, citherns and
tabors, the excellent choir of monks and nuns who sang the
Song of Jubilation so beautifully; the prominent citizens who
presented me with such a charming address of welcome; the
finely proportioned and splendidly disciplined body of knights
it was my pleasure to inspect—all these things gratified me very
much. But so far | have not heard a single word about the
serpent | came to day.

PELLEAS. There are two methods of encountering a monster
of this nature. One is after prayer and fasting; the other is
after a good meal and a good deep. | sought for guidance in
this matter, and have taken on myself the prayer and fasting.

. . Norman, fill up the Lord Lancelot's wine-cup.

ELAINE. | shal do that.

BRISEN. No, my darling, sit down. (She rises) Dame
Nimue and | have prepared a posst that is a heavenly remedy
againg fatigue. Sir Lancelot has ridden far today. (She takes
agolden cupfrom the sideboard.} Nimue hastried it. She has
ridden asfar as Sir Lancelot and sheisas fresh asadaisy. Are
you not, my dear ?

NIMUE.  Yes

LANCELOT. You are very kind. My Lord Sir Peless, |
drink to you and to your fair daughter, and to you, my ladies!
(He drinks, and immediately looks a little startled.) What is this ?

BRISEN. It is perfectly hamless. It is a recipe of my
mother's.  Don't you like it ?

LANCELOT. Very much. But | have a sensation of having
swallowed a bowl of summer lightning. The hall seems to
have grown brighter.

PELLEAS. You have noticed that ? This hall is sometimes
illuminated by sudden bursts of radiance. At times we see the
appearance or doves, fluttering among the beams.

LANCELOT.  If | have any more of Dame Brisen's pos# it
would not surprise me to see dragons fluttering among the beams.

NIMUE. You are wrong. It is not the possst. Thisis a
Holy place.  Drink and do not fear.

BRISEN. Fear isastrange word to use to Sir Lancelot.  Are
you afraid of my posst ?
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BRISEN. Then why do you look & it as if it were poison ?
Either your courage or your courtesy is at fault.

ELAINE. You must not spesk to Sir Lanceot like that.
What will he think of us?

PELLEAS. Takeaway his cup and give him what he asks for.

LANCELOT. No. | amsorry. Dame Brisen, | have never
tasted anything more delicious in my life. This time | shal
drink to you done.  You have compounded a miracle!

[He drinks to DAME BRISEN,]

BRISEN. You honour me too much.

LANCELOT. Not at dl. You honour me too much. |
have never experienced such magnificent hospitality in my life.
King Peless, you are known al up and down the country and
round about and everywhere as a most godly and religious man.
| am not myself a religious man. | live by asimple and rather
rough-and-ready code. But | can respect your way of living.
Pease understand that. And please don't misunderstand me
when | say what apleasure it is to find you such a broad-minded
and hospitable person. May | have the honour of drinking
your health ?

PELLEAS. Certainly, Sir Lancelot. It is your way of
invoking ablessing on my poor house.

[LANCELOT empties the cup)]

LANCELOT. King Peleas . . . Dame Brisen, this is the
most excellent stuff | have ever tasted. | will not only kill
your serpent for you. | will kill a hundred million serpents
and eat them one by one. If you have any enemies, produce
them. | will ded with them. And if anybody has the
impertinence to say that your beautiful daughter Dame Elaine
is not the second most beautiful, virtuous lady in the world, |
will push my lance two yards through his breastbone and rid
the world of a lying rascd. . . . Lady, if | could | would be
your knight. But | am vowed to be the knight of one lady,
and one lady only, and her name | cannot spesk even in this
presence. . . . Snail we drink to her ?

[DAME BRISEN réfills bis cup,]

To the great Lady who shall be namdesss  And to knight-
hood, honour and brave battles generoudy and nobly fought.

[All drink]
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ELAINE. But you have egten nothing.
LANCELOT. l amgoingtoeattheserpent. Whereisit?
[Hegetsup, knockingover hischair. Heisverydrunk,buthe
has his muscles under iron control. NIMUE and BRISEN exchange
glances. KING PELLEASTises]

PELLEAS. Before you fight the serpent you have another
part of the preliminary rites to fulfil.

LANCELOT.  And what part is that ?

PELLEAS. You must deep. | shal wake you when the
moon is at its zenith, and then you will do what isto be done.

LANCELOT. | am at your sarvice.

PELLEAS. | will show you to your room.

LANCELOT. How long shal | deep ?

PELLEAS. For two hours.

LANCELOT. Very well. | shall deep for two hours.

[PELLEAS leads SIR LANCELOT out. The servantsfollow, carrying
candles]

BRISEN (to ELAINE). Go to your room. We shall send for
you when we need you.

ELAINE. But Sir Lancelot isdrunk. . . .

BRISEN. Sir Lancelot is as | intended him to be. Don't
w$e. Go to your room. | wish to talk to the Lady of the
Lake.

ELAINE. | wish Sir Lancelot weren't drunk. He looks
rather silly when he's drunk. | wish you hadn't made him
drunk.

[ELAINE goes out complaining under her breath)]

NIMUE. Sheis a fool.

BRISEN. She is none the worse for that.  She represents the
finest stock in Christendom.

NIMUE. So Merlin sys

[MERLIN appears at the back. He is dressed in a sad-coloured
gown and wears a wreath of mistletoe about his head)]

NIMUE. Oh, there you are!  How did you get in ?

MERLIN. Never mind about that. Have you done as |
told you ?

NIMUE. Yes. Dame Brisen hocussed his drink.  Perhaps
too well. He looked as though he might pass into limbo at
any moment.
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BRISEN. No, hewon't. | have experience in these matters.

MERLIN.  How is King Pelless taking it ?

BRISEN. He believes he has had guidance. In that state
he is cgpable of any mischief.

MERLIN. And Elaine?

NIMUE. Sheis so stupid shell do anything we ask her.

MERLIN. Good. Now move the table over there.

BRISEN. | shal cdl the servants.

MERLIN. Doas| tell you. And you, Nimue, help her.

[BRISEN and NIMUE lift the table into a corner of the room)]

BRISEN. Your friend is very peremptory.

NIMUE.  Yes

BRISEN. Nobody has eaten anything.

NIMUE. | am not surprised.

BRISEN (to MERLIN). What are you going to do? Make a
magiccircle?

NIMUE. Hush! Don't interrupt him. He is thinking.

BRISEN.  Oh, thinking!

MERLIN.  Where is the King ?

BRISEN. He has gone with Sir Lancelot. . . . Oh, here
heis.

PELLEAS. Merlin?

MERLIN. | am Merlin. Where is Sir Lancelot ?

PELLEAS. Three knights carrying candles are leading him
round and round the dark corridors of the pdace. It isas you
told me.  He will be back here presently

MERLIN. He can wak ?

PELLEAS. A littleunsteadily, but remarkably well.

MERLIN. Everything is ready ?

PELLEAS. Yes . . . Merlin, thisis very distasteful to me.

MERLIN. ~ Why ?

PELLEAS. | have never before played a trick on a guest
beneath my roof.

MERLIN. Itisnotatrick. All that isto be doneis necessary,
except one thing.  And on that one thing you insisted.

PELLEAS. Naturaly | insisted. | am apriest aswell as a
king, and what is more, a man of principle.  And my daughter
is to be congdered.
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MERLIN. It is al right. There will be a mariage. It
will make it more difficult, but your principleswill be respected.

PELLEAS. | should not have consented on any other terms.

MERLIN. No? You would have defied the clear instruc-
tions of revelation ?

PELLEAS. No. But it is a peculiar kind of revelation that
disregards the Holy Sacrament of Marriage.

MERLIN (kindly). | do not think you redise. King Pelless,
the importance of this thing. Knighthood is the perfect state
of mankind; even if nothing more were done it would survive
long after you and | were dead—for ever. On this evening it
is ordained by the powers of the air that there will be begotten
in this palace the perfection of this perfect dae, the perfect
knight, who will be cdled Galahad and achieve the Grail and
redeem the world by his greatness.

PELLEAS. Are you sure?

MERLIN. My dear s, it was | who told Uther Pendragon
that he should beget a son who would rule the land of Logris
and lead the order of knighthood to perfection. | need hardly
sy that | alude to King Arthur. Besdes, in your own way
you have ds0 had a revelation.

PELLEAS. | wish for this thing so greatly that it must be
a revelation.

MERLIN. In the dark of the night voices came to you and
told you.

PELLEAS. Yes, there were the voices too.

MERLIN. | wish this thing because it is to be. It is for
this that life was put into the world.

PELLEAS. | wish this thing because through it the beauty
of holiness will become manifest.

BRISEN (aside to NIMUE). They are well away. This sort
of thing could go on al night.

[PELLEAS stands in an attitude of prayer, MERLIN in an attitude of
exaltation."]

NIMUE. Hush! Men can do nothing without arguing
themsdvesinto it.  They are quite happy.
[SR LANCELOT appears in the doorway. He is dressed in a long

purple gown and carries his sheathed sword under his arm.
29 PELLEAS and BRISEN disappear into the shadows [ 29 ]
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LANCELOT. Where am L? A great wind blew out the
candles and | logt my guides.
MERLIN. Do you know me, Sir Lancelot ?
LANCELOT. Yes, you are Merlin. What are you doing
here?
MERLIN. Istherein your heart alonging that you dare not
?

NIMUE. Istherein your mind one you dare not name ?

LANCELOT. | do not understand this.

MERLIN. This is the night of the full moon and of your
heart's desire.

LANCELOT. I do not know whether | am awake or adeep.

MERLIN. It is of no great moment whether you dream or
wake. This is the night of your expectation.

NIMUE. Thisisthe night of your heart's desire.

MERLIN. There is another who speaks to you with silent
words in this night of your desire.

NIMUE. She spesks to you with silent words she has not
dared to utter.

MERLIN. The answer to the words your soul is speaking
now in the silence of your heart. . .

NIMUE. The words you both have spoken many times in
question and answer and have known but have not heard.

’ MERLIN. The questioning and answering of your heart's
esire.

LANCELOT. Thisisadream.

MERLIN. ~ Why not ?

NIMUE. It is no dream. |If it were a dream the words
could be spoken and the Ionﬁing fulfilled. The words cannot
be spoken, but the longing will be fulfilled.

LANCELOT. What do you mean ?

NIMUE. The Queen is here.

LANCELOT. The Queen ?

NIMUE. It was at her bidding | came for you a Camelot.

LANCELOT. But she did not wish me to go.

NIMUE. At Camelot she was afraid. Tonight she will not
be afraid.

LANCELOT. You are lying to me* How can the Queen
be here?

MERLIN. How long have you dept, Lancelot ?
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LANCELOT. | do not know. My mind is in a cloud. |
remember nothing.

MERLIN. You have dept for three days, and tonight the
Queen is here.

LANCELOT. Where isshe ?

MERLIN. You are a knight of King Arthur. You will be
caled to swear on the Rood that you neither saw the Queen
nor spoke with her. Therefore we shal bind your eyes and
you will not spesk.

LANCELOT. But King Pelleass? . . .

MERLIN. King Peleaswill be deceived.

LANCELOT. What have you told him ?

MERLIN. | havetold him that tonight you will marry alady
in aveil, whose name he may not know, and whose face he may
not ;e Heis a priest as well as a king, and tonight he will
marry you to the Queen.

LANCELOT. But . . .

MERLIN. What is to be done will be done.

LANCELOT. My mouth is dry and great bells are ringing in
mé_heed. How can | be married to the Queen ? The KLing
isdive.

MERLIN.  You cannot be married to the Queen. He will
talk words that have no meaning, like a priest in a stage play.

LANCELOT. | can't do that to my hogt in his own house.

NIMUE. Some fool told me once that you were the daringest
knight and greatest lover in Christendom.  And now | hear you
chattering and haggling like an old Jewess at arag fair. Do you
want more of the possst to make you bold ?  Or is your love for
the Queen only asilly song to make the world think you a man ?

LANCELOT. Who are you, you spitting cat ?

NIMUE. | love the Queen and wish her a better lover.

LANCELOT (to MERLIN). What do you want me to do f

MERLIN. Go into that room. Presently King Pelleas will
bring you the lady in the veil.  Only she must not spesk to you
or you to her. Do you swear that ?

LANCELOT. | sweer that.

MERLIN. Very well, then. Bind his eyes

[NIMUE binds LANCELOT'S eyes, and MERLIN leads him to the
curtained exit at the back. NIMUE begins to sillaugh ently.
MERLIN returns"]
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MERLIN. You have done very well. He keeps mogt of his
senses. What are you laughing at ?

NIMUE. At athought that pleased me.

MERLIN. There is nothing to laugh a. Tonight is one of
the greatest nights in al history.

NIMUE. | know. You are doing the work of the great
blind forces of the nether air. It pleasss you to think that. It
pleases me to think that you are doing a mean little, shabby,
scurvy trick.

MERLIN. Besilent!

NIMUE. And that drunk fool there, the great lover! Did
you hear him boggle at deceiving his host ? It was against all
honour and the laws of knighthood. And because | jeered at
him he hasgone in there without athought to cuckold his King.
Or so he thinks, the bull-headed oaf!

MERLIN. Nimue, you must be mad. It is not like you to
say such things. If you believed what you say you could not
be a party to this deed.

NIMUE. When | was born agirl | was born a match-maker.
Men only become panders when they are old.

MERLIN. | wish to God | were too old to be a dave to an
ill-tongued harlot!

NIMUE. That's what you think of me? Wait. We shdll
s And don't begin to blubber, for here comes your partner,
the pious Pelless, leading the sacred cow.

[Sacred music is beard.]

[PELLEAS and ELAINE enter, followed by DAME BRISEN. ~ELAINE is

muffled heavily in a veil. BRISEN isfussily arranging it, so
that none of her face can be seen.]

ELAINE. Don't do that. It's too tight. | can't breathe.
I've got abit of it in my mouth.

BRISEN. It's got to be fixed properly. He mustn't see your
face, d'you hear ?

PELLEAS. | told you not to spesk. You swore that you
wouldn't spesk.  Elaine if | hear another whisper from you |
shall send you back tobed. . . , (To MERLIN.) Whereishe?

MERLIN. He isin the inner room. He is blindfolded and
the room is as dark as the Pit.  You will make your ceremony
i;ucthe dark and come away quickly; if she does not spesk it is

e
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PELLEAS. Come, my child.
[PELLEAS, ELAINE and BRISEN go through the curtains]
MERLIN. She is of a height with Guenevere and she walks
like a queen. | think our work is finished. Where shall we
go now ?
NIMUE. We ?
MERLIN. | am bound to you by fate.
NIMUE. Then you must follow me.
MERLIN. | will follow you.
NIMUE. | know where | shal take you. Come!
[Exeunt NIMUE and MERLIN. MERLIN blows out all the remaining
candles hut one before he goes. After a pause, PELLEAS and
BRISEN enter the dark stage on tip-toe. PELLEAS takes the
remaining candle and they go out.]

THE CURTAIN FALLS.

SCENE V
The same.  Daybreak.
SIR LANCELOT bursts through the curtain, roaring with rage. He pulls
ELA&NE after him by the wrist andflourishes his sword with the other
and.

LANCELOT.  Ah, you foul witch! You fase, traitorous hag!
Come out. Let me see you.

ELAINE. Don't kill me!

LANCELOT. Kill you? | shal kill you, you traitor, you
harlot! You'll do no more witchcraft. ... | am lost! |
am ashamed! I'll kill you and the smiling devil your father
and the witches who poisoned my drink. | shall set this den
of warlocks on fire and fill the moat with blackened skulls.
Whereisyour father ?

ELAINE. | don't know. | was to sted away when you
were deeping.  But it is daylight.

LANCELOT. Why did you do this? You must be sunk in
wickedness, but there is no wickedness in your face.  Why did
you do this?

ELAINE. It was my father.

LANCELOT. But why did you not hit him on the mouth
when he spoke to you of this? Your shame is greater even
than my shame.
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ELAINE. | am not ashamed. | am your wife. Kill me
now. | am glad to have been your wife.

LANCELOT. At least you are no coward.

ELAINE. The wife of Sir Lancelot cannot be afraid.

LANCELOT. Get up and look me in the eyes Do you
know that you have done me the greatest of al treacheries ?

ELAINE.  Yes

LANCELOT. Do you know that you have made me hate you
aboveevery living thing ?

ELAINE.  Yes

LANCELOT. Do you know that you have killed your father
and all hisknights; for | cannot rest till | have brought an army
against him to wipe this blot from my soul.

ELAINE.  VYes

LANCELOT. Did you think of these things when you lent
yourself to this plot r

ELAINE. | thought of them.

LANCELOT. Why should | not kill you? You have killed
me.

ELAINE.  No.

[They sit down on a bench, LANCELOT staring at ELAINE fixedly,
and she returning his regard. After a short pause he speaks
again.]

LANCELOT. When you kill a man's life you kill him. My
life was to be better than a beast. It was to act nobly and do
E:reat deeds and to honour my fellows and mysdf. You have

illed that with your mean thief's trick. You made me dis
honour my King and my Queen and mysdf. What is there
left for me but to kill and to kill and to kill and to diein aditch ?
And for you, what was it drove you to this ?

ELAINE. | loved you.

LANCELOT. How could it be that ? | was a drunken man
embracing a shadow, an image. You were less than nothing.
Could you be content with that ?

ELAINE. Yes Yes we are to have a son.

LANCELOT. No. | am going to kill you. You and | are
dead already.

ELAINE. Youarenotgoingtokill me and if you are dead you
will live again in your son.

[LANCELOT gets up and paces the room)]
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LANCELOT. | thought you wereafool. | thought | might
spare you because you were afool.  But you are not afool. |
cannot understand. | am lod. | cannot understand. What
amltodo?

ELAINE. If you forgive me you can stay here.  Or if you
don't forgive me you can stay here and learn to forgive me in
time.

LANCELOT. You are afool. That at leest gives me solid
ground beneath my feet.

ELAINE. | know | am a fool, but | think that was a very
sensible idea.

LANCELOT. That | should live with you? And your
detestable father ?  Whose sanctimonious smile | am about to
carve out of existence with my sword ?

ELAINE. You mustn't do that! Fatherismad. Hehad a
terrible experience before | wasborn.  He trusted Sir Gawaine
with his sweetheart.  He thought Sir Gawaine was only a boy.
But Sir Gawaine was a bad boy even then. He should have
killed Gawaine and the woman then, but he laid his sword
between them when they dept and went away and married
mother. But he never got over it. It drove him to religion
a last and he is too young to be religious.

LANCELOT (sittingdown again}. | have never known anybody
likeyou. Youareindanger of your lifeand you sit there camly
gossiping about your family. You are astrange creature, Elaine.

ELAINE. No, | don't think so. | expect you are too hi%h-
minded and noble to talk much to women. Y ou would rather
worship them than tak to them.

LANCELOT. By God, | believe you're right!

ELAINE. It isvery dull for women, that.

LANCELOT. Dull f

ELAINE. You haven't thought how dull it is for them in
this age of chivalry. They are driven to sorcery and al sorts
of horrible things.

LANCELOT. You must not miscall the Age of Chivalry.

ELAINE. You told me amoment ago that | had killed it.

LANCELOT. No. You killed only me. You cannot kill
knighthood.

ELAINE. | don't think I've killed you. 1've only troubled
you. .
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LANCELOT. You have troubled me so much that | do not
know whether | am alive or dead. But you have taught me
something.

ELAINE. What have | taught you ?

LANCELOT. Elaine, al my life | have loved a Queen. |
have loved her as if she had been a painted image of the Virgin
in a church—adoring and asking nothing. But | have asked
the Virgin for help, and | shall ak it from my Lady. | shall
go to her and drink from the fountain of her woman's wisdom,
and she shall show me what path | amtoteke. . . .

ELAINE. Oh, dyou think that would be wise ?

LANCELOT. You have taught me that it would be wise.

ELAINE. 1 did not intend to. ... If she tells you to burn
Corbin Cagtle and kill father and me ?
LANCELOT. You do not know the Queen. . . . Good-bye.

ELAINE. Isit good-bye ?
LANCELOT.  YeS
ELAINE.  But you don't hate me ?
LANCELOT.  No.
[LANCELOT kisses ELAINE ; takes up his sword, and goes out.]
[ELAINE goes over to the refectory table and begins meditatively

to eat a pear.]
CURTAIN.

SCENE VI

CAMELOT, a week later. There is no reason why the scene should not
be the ante-chamber of the earlier scene. The QUEEN is sitting at
the window, gazing out and working spasmodically at a tapestry
frame. Three of her girls are working in the lower part of the room.

. FIRST GIRL. He looked lovely. He wore a cramoisie
surcoat picked out with gold marigolds.  He had a little round
helmet with a beaten copper inlay. His shield was yelow and
blue, showing a lady in olive green standing by the seashore.
Iseult of Brittany that would be.  He's mad about her.  But it
went terribly well with his brown skin and his big black eyes.
GUENEVERE. Who is that ?
FIRST GIRL. What, Madam ?
[ ggEJNEVERE. The knight you were talking of. 6
3
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FIRST GIRL. The Saracen knight, Madam.  Sir Palomides.
The one who beat Sir Gawaine last autumn. Hes terribly
in love with the Queen of Cornwall. He won't look at anyone
dse It'sfunny, aSaracen being so faithful. Especialy asshe
just naturally won't look at him.

SECOND GIRL. You wouldn't if you had Sir Tristram.

FIRST GIRL. | don't know. Hes very bigand strong, and
he has hair like ripe barley. But he hasn t the'sort of grace of
Sr Palomides. Hes more the Gawaine type, only better
looking, of course.  The other sort looks far Setter on a horse.
Like a tiger or a panther.

SECOND GIRL. Oralespad . . . (Shegiggles).

FIRST GIRL. Wadll, Sir Lancelot is more the type. He's as
big as Sir Tristram. But when he's on horseback he and his
horse move like a couple of dancers.

GUENEVERE.  Can't you work without chattering ?

FIRST GIRL. Yes, Madam. They say Sr Lanceot is
coming back, Madam.

GUENEVERE. What! Isthere any news?

FIRST GIRL. They say a courier passed through riding to
Guildford who saw nim on the edge of the Kennet Marsh'
He said he was riding dowly and looking at some swans flying
above the mist.

GUENEVERE.  He was riding towards Camelot ?

FIRST GIRL. Yes Madam.

GUENEVERE.  When was he seen ?

GIRL. Yesterday.

GUENEVERE. Thereisno word of what happened at Corbin ?

FIRST GIRL. Not yet, Madam.

ARTHUR. | have bad news for you.

[The QUEEN springs up and stares at him with her hand on her
heart.}

You remember we said we should ride over to Whitechurch
to see the fresh shoots in the larches ? Wdll, | am sorry to tell
vou that your jennet, Magdalen, was cest last night and pulled
ner off hind fetlock. Gawaine says you won't be able to ride
her for weeks.  Of course, you could ride another, but | know
your lovefor thebeast. | went down to the stablesand saw her.

[GUENEVERESsitsdownagain.]
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GUENEVERE. Another day will do.

ARTHUR. Itisapity. The larches are at their best. . . .
And | forgot—I have a bit of news for you. Gawaine and |
nearly laughed oursalves ill when we heard it. Some of the
stable-boys had got hold of the story. | couldn't believe it, but
they swor' it wastrue.

GUENEVERE. What story ?

ARTHUR. Eio you remember Lancelot's quest ? He was
going to Corbin to kill a serpent for King Pelless. . . .

GUENEVERE. YeS.

ARTHUR. Do you remember the little black-eyed villain who
came to fetch him ?  D'you know, | smelt mischief whenever
she came into the hal. A good-looking girl, though. But
she has nothing to do with the story . . . (He laughs) . . .
Dear old stick-in-theemud Lancelot—the bachelor knight!
And | should never have thought it of Pelless.

GUENEVERB. What is your storv ? Tdl it me.

ARTHUR. | am telling you. Of course, it may be nothing
but gossp. Tl these girls to go away.

GUBNEVERE. The King wishes you to leave us.

[The GIRLS retire.]

ARTHUR. The odd thing is, the serpent doesn't come into
the story at dl. If it were only gossp one would expect them
to make something of the serpent, wouldn't one ?

GUENBVERE. What has happened ?

ARTHUR. I'm telling you. Hes married.

GUBNEVERE. Married?

ARTHUR. Yes. To the King's only daughter. Big,
leggy girl with eyeslike aheifer. | shouldn't have sad she was
his sort at al, but one never knows.  And he's on his way back
here. | cdl that the bravest thing heé's ever done.  Dmadan
and Kay will make his life a hell. It's a good thing he never
loses his temper.  But serioudy, | am sorry about that jennet.

. . You're not taking it too much to heart, are you ?  You
could easly turn out with your mare.

GUENEVERE. No.

ARTHUR. You're looking pee. It's a thousand pities
about the jennet. A good run in the fresh air would do you a
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GUENEVERE. No, | am quite well.

ARTHUR. Wi, | thought | should look in and cheer you
up. And | knew you'd be amused to hear about Lancelot.
| hope he comes tonight.  We shdll have a feast and give him a
rousing welcome—though he may not like it much. . . .
Lancelot, of all people!  And | didn't know he knew the girl.

[The KING goes out, chuckling to himslf]

[GUENEVERE gets hersdf under control and strikes a little gong in

the shape of a shidd bearing Lancelot's arms. FIRST GIRL
comesin."]

GUENEVERE.  Bring me Sir Gawaine.

FIRST GIRL. | think he is at the sables, Madam.

GUENEVERE. Then bring Sir Agravaine. Or any of the
brothers. . . . Quickly!

FIRST GIRL. Very good, Madam.

[Exit GIRL.]

GUENEVERE. No. No. No. | don't believeit. | can't
believe it. Never, never, never! I'd kill mysdf. But it
isn't true!  Itisn't true! They areliars. It isaplot.

[Enter AGRAVAINE]

GUENEVERE. Ah, Sir Agravaine, | am glad to see you!
Will you sit down ?

AGRAVAINE. | thank you, Madam.

GUENEVERE. | am distressed about my jennet. | hear she
has strained a fetlock.

AGRAVAINE. Alas, yes, Madam!

GUENEVERE. Have you been to the stables today ?

AGRAVAINE.  Yes, Madam.

GUENEVERE. Have they had news of Sir Lancelot? We
should have heard before this.

AGRAVAINE. There was some talk.

GUENEVERE. His adventure sped well ?

AGRAVAINE.  Very well indeed, they say.

GUENEVERE. What do you mean ?

AGRAVAINE.  They say ne has won a wife.

GUENEVERE. Do you Ddlievc this story ?

AGRAVAINE. | cannot tell. We haa talk among ourselves
about him when he went on the quest.

GUENEVERE. What talk ?
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AGRAVAINE. We thought he was very urgent to go. It
would have been easy for him to rest for the night and make a
quicker journey.

GUBNEVERE.  You think he knew ?

AGRAVAINE. It is not for me to see into the mind of Sir
Lancelot—in this as in other matters.

GUBNEVERE. Other matters ?

AGRAVAINE. Forgive me, Lady. | meant nothing.

GUENEVERE. ~ Sir Agravaine of Orkney, if you mean noth-
ing you should say nothing. And do not dare to come to me
with idle stories you have learnt by eavesdropping on ostlers and
grooms. | cannot punish you for this, but when Sir Lancelot
returns he will not look kindly on those who play idletrickswith
his good name.

AGRAVAINE. Madam, | meant no harm. And as for Sir
Lancelot, he has returned aready. As | came to you he
dismounted at the sally port.

GUENEVERE. Areyou sure?

AGRAVAINE. Yes, Madam.

GUENEVERE. That is very strange.

AGRAVAINE. It is his habit to ride in by the main gateway.
You would have seen him, Madam, from mis window.

GUENEVERE. Nodoubt. Thisisapleasant room. It takes
the evening sun. My own room is gloomy in the daytime.

AGRAVAINE. Madam, you will not tell Sir Lancelot what |
sid? You asked me to tell you what | have heard. | told
you without malice.

GUENEVERE. | know you did, Agravaine. | shal not tell
Sir Lancelot.  Indeed, | may not see him. | do not think |
shall come to the feast tonignt, and no doubt he will wish to
return to his wife.

[GUENEVERE gives her band to AGRAVAINE to kiss and leaves the
room. As shegoes, enter GAWAINE.]

GAWAINE. Was that the Queen who left just now ?

AGRAVAINB.  YeS

GAWAINB.  She sent for me.

AGRAVAINE.  Fortunately | got here first. | think | bear
bad news with a better grace. | enjoyed mysef. Her

Majesty is a little indisposed.
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GAWAINE. How did she take it ?

AGRAVAINE. Fullintheface. Shewantedtokill me. You,
she would have killed.

OAWAINE. The Virgin Knight has arrived.

AGRAVAINE. | could find it in my heart to be sorry for
him. .
[Enter LANCELOT. He isfait and distraught.]

Welcome home, Sir Lancelot.

LANCELOT. They told me the Queen was here.

AGRAVAINE.  She was a moment ago.

LANCELOT.  Does she know ?

AGRAVAINE. Yes. The King told her.

LANCELOT. Does she know that | ‘am here ?

AGRAVAINE. That, too, she knows. May Gawaine and |
be permitted to offer our felicitations on your marriage ?

LANCELOT. It is kind of you. Will you tell the Queen
that | await her pleasure ?

AGRAVAINE. Willingly. . . .

[He goes out.]

GAWAINE. You are a strange fellow. You have done
many astonishing things, but this is the most astonishing of all.
We thought you God's own bachelor.

LANCELOT.  Did you ?

GAWAINE. Hadyouthisinyour mind for months? Or did
it take you suddenly ?

LANCELOT. Gawaine, forgive me. | cannot tak to you.
You are very kind, but 1 am in some little distress.  Will you
be so good as to leave me for alittle ?

GAWAINE.  You wish to spesk to the Queen ?

LANCELOT. Yes No. Go away, like a good fellow.
Leave me done. My head is in a turmoil.

GAWAINE. It is a state more common before a wedding than
after it. | will leave you.

[Exit GAWAINE. After a pause, enter the QUEEN. LANCELOT
falls on bis knees)]

GUENEVERE. You have something to tell me ?

LANCELOT.  Yes my Lady.

GUENEVERE. Stand up, then. We are old friends. Thisis
not the attitude for old friends.
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LANCELOT. My Lady, | have worshipped you for many a

ear and have never asked of you anything than that | should

ﬁe your servant and your knignt. | have come to you now in
morta distress to ask you to tell me what to do.

GUENEVERE. If wnat | have heard is true you have aready
decided what to do and doneit.  Isit true ?

LANCELOT. Yes Madam. But. . .

GUENEVERE. What is there for me to sy, but that | hope
youwill bevery happy ?

LANCELOT. Madam, | cannot tell you how | came to be in
this plight, because to do so would DC to spesk ill of King
Pdleas and his daughter. But you must believe me | did not
seek this thing; and it has thrown me into a state of confusion
and bitterness | did not believe possible.

GUENEVERE.  You come to me to be relieved of this bitter-
ness?

LANCELOT. Yes, Madam, indeed and indeed. | come to
you as | would come to the shrine of Our Lady to beg you to
bring healing to my soul.

GUENEVERE. And how do you propose that | should do
that?

LANCELOT. How should | know ? | only know that you
can. Inmy pain | have learned that.

GUENEVERE. Who taught you ? Thiswoman ?

LANCELOT. Yes Madam.

GUENEVERE. Do you love her ?

LANCELOT.  No, Madam.

GUENEVERE. How am | to believe that ?

LANCELOT. Oh, Madam, you must believe it. Almost all
| am, dmogt al | have lived for, is broken and scattered in dust.
But not al. You know what | have in my heart.

GUENEVERE. Sir Lancelot, it was the common word that
you lived only for your honour and your Queen.  In the minds
of mean men | suffered for that. But | did not care, for | was
content to rest partners with your honour.  Now where is your
honour and where am | ? You dare to come cringing to me
like a beaten dog, hot from the embraces of thiswretchr  You
dare! . . . How long have you been laughing & me? You
rode to afine adventure ten days gone by, when | was the fond
fool who begged you to say.  Did you tell your doxy the Queen
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hung on you and would not let you go ?  Did you tell her that ?
Did you ?

LANCELOT.  No, Madam.

GUENEVERE. How cunningly you acted your liesl You
used to look at me as if you thought me young and lovely, hiding
your hatred and contempt. Is she young? Is she lovely ?
Can you not answer me, you lying, treacherous dog? You
can be frank and honest with an old woman—with an old,
raddled, hideous woman. Can't you spesk ? . . .

[She strikes him on theface)]

LANCELOT.  For that and for al your other mercies | thank

you, Madam. It is now all broken and gone.  All broken and
gone.

[He gives an agonized cry and, leaps through the window. The

QUEEN collapses in a snivelling heap.  AGRAVAINE and GAWAINE
rushin.  CAWAINE goes to the QUEEN, AGRAVAINE to the window.]

hGAWAINE. Madam, what has he done? Shal we cut his
throat ?

AGRAVAINE. He has torn off his coat. He is running
through the gate like a mad thing. He is gone. . . Sir
Lancelot ismad. . . .

CURTAIN.

END OF ACT I.
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ACT I

SCENE |

A Clearing in a Wood, in which is a very miserable charcoal-burner's
hovel.

TIB, the charcoal-burner's wife, afat ragged woman, comes out of the hut.

TIB. Dickon! Hi, Dickon!

DICKON (without). ~ Coming, mother!

TIB. Hurry, then. The pot's bailing.

[DICKON the charcoal-burner comes in. He is black with the
dust of his trade and carries a heavy sack of charcoal’

DICKON. Where is everybody ?

TIB. That's what | want to know. If they aren't quick
the daft fellow will eat all the dinner.

DICKON.  There is no word of the girl ?

TIB. Keep your dear heart a ret. She should be here
before nightfall. But you must wash your face and spruce
yoursdlf up to receive your grand daughter from the Court.

DICKON. What poseesses her that she wants to come here ?

TIB. She loves her parents.  She was always a good girl.

DICKON. | hope she may be still. The Court is a galus
place for ayoung girl.

[His wife brings him a rough bark bucket from behind the door-
way, and he begins to wash himself."]

TIB. Get that black off you. She will think she is the
child of a pig of Mahomet, and her such alady as no doubt she
is now. Where are the boys ?

DICKON. They took the cart and the donkey to White-
church with aload. They'll be back soon.

TIB. And where is the daft fellow ?

DICKON. | sent him to catch a couple of rabbits for Joan's
supper. By St Peter's trousers! itisal heisfit for. Heisas
much use about the kiln as a carbuncle on the back of the neck.

TIB. | don't know why you keep him. Hes bone lazy.

DICKON. It's not that he's lazy. Hes a willing poor soul.
But he's no head and no hands.  It's my belief he's a gentleman.

TIB. You sad that before.  You're afraid of him.
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DICKON.  Oh, he's as gentle as alamb if you don't cross him.

TIB. Oh, he's a dangerous brute.

DICKON.  Cock's body, no—not if you don't cross him.

TIB. I'll cross him to rights!  Eating us out of house and
home and too stupid to do a hand's turn.

DICKON. He killed a wild pig yesterday with a sharp ash
stick and his own hands.

TIB. Yes and he ate most of it too. And what will the
forester say when he hears we've been killing wild pigs? The
daft fellow will get us all hanged.

i DICKON. | wouldn't advise the forester to lay a hand on
im.
[LANCELOT comes in. Heis in rags and carries two rabbits.  His
eye has a crazy look, but be is very quiet. He gives the rabbits
toTIB]

LANCELOT. Here they are. | am sorry for them.

TIB. Sorry for them ?

LANCELOT. They were weak and afraid. They were dive,
and now they are dead.

TIB. Take them in and skin them, and don't stand there
chattering. And don't let me catch you a the pot! My
daughter is coming from a longjourney. We must keep some
of the pot for her, and boil the rabbits later.

LANCELOT. Where does she come from ?

TIB. From the Court at Camelot. You must be on your
best behaviour. Sheisalady.

LANCELOT. Are we to have dinner now ?

TIB. | told you to keep your hands off the pot. Youll
have dinner all in good time when the boys come back. Do as
| tell you.

[LANCELOT goes into the hut. Enter the FOREST RANGER with
two MEN-AT-ARMS. DICKON and his wife cringe before them."]

RANGER.  Are you the charcoal-burner ?

DICKON. Yes, your worship.

RANGER. How long have you lived in this forest ?
- DICKON. | do not know, your worship. Perhaps twenty-
five years.

RANGER.  You know that the game in this forest belongs to
the King ?
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DICKON. Yes, your worship.

RANGER. You or your sons, or the three of you, killed a
wild boar yesterday.

DICKON. No, your worship.  Surely not. _

RANGER. | hope not. | have just hanged your two sons,
and | doubt that | shall have to hang you.

DICKON. Hanged them, your worship ?

RANGER. My menand | met them on the edge of the wood
with a cart. | taxed them with the boar, and they were
foolish enough to reply with dumb insolence.  The cart came
in handy. . . . (To his men). Search the hut.

TIB. My sons, my sons!

RANGER.  You should have brought them up better, and if
%/ou snivel you will go the sameway. | like happy facesin my
orest.

DICKON. My lord, you will find nothing in the hut. No
master, don't let them go into the hut.

TIB. My lord, | swear you'll find nothing there.

RANGER.  Hit the old trot on the head. Set about it,
boys. . . . (ToDICKON). And | hope for your sske you Jiave
eaten it all, feet, bristles and tushes, or | promise you you will
hang too.

[LANCELOT appears at the door.]

RANGER. Who is this? Another of your litter ?

DICKON. No, master. Heisapoor daft fellow. Heis not
ours. We found him starving in the forest and gave him food
and shelter.

RANGER. A very Christian act. Tell him to get out of the

ay,

DICKON. Stand asde, lad. My lord here is the Forest
Ranger, and these are his men.  They have done hard justice
on my poor sons, and we must not give them any more
trouble.

LANCELOT. What have they done to your sons ?
RANGER.  Oh, it can spesk, can it ?

[He stridesforward to LANCELOT, and gives him a cut with his
whip. LANCELOT promptly and silently breaks his neck, steps
over his body and approaches the MEN-AT-ARMS. They back
infront of him and then turn and run. TIB and DICKON gaze
at him open-mouthed.]
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LANCELOT. Take this dog away and throw him in the
sand-pit.

[DICKON drags the body of the RANGER off]
| do not know how to skin rabbits.  Will you show me ?
TIB. Who are you ? )

LANCELOT. | do not know. Will you show me how to
skin rabbits ? It ishorrible to touch them. | killed them, and
they had done no harm.

TIB. But you have killed a man!

LANCELOT. You have been good to me and he had killed
your sons.  Besides, he struck me with his whip. It was right
that | should Kill him. The rabbits had done no harm.

TIB. They ae our kail.

[LANCELOT sits down on a log. He is anxious to ur‘lderstand her
point of view.]

LANCELOT. When you say our kail, what do you mean ?

TIB. We planted the kail. If we let rabbits live they
would eat us out of house and home. Besdes, we cannot live
on kail. We must eat rabbits too.

LANCELOT. It is very difficult. The Ranger killed your
sons because he thought they killed his wild pig.  If he did not
kill them they would eat the King out of house and home, or,
at least, deprive him of his healthful exercise,

TIB. But my sons were men, and not rabhits.

LANCELOT. Ifthey were men, why are you not howling and
weeping and running to where they hang? Is that not what
women do when their men-children are killed ?

TIB. The Ranger does not think we are better than beedts,
and perhaps we have come to believe him.  Five of my sons
have been killed in the forest. | have howled and cried for a
little, and then buried them. It is the way of the world.

LANCELOT. | think you deserve to be a beast. But you
do not look like a beadt, and you have been kind to me.  You
think that the kail is vours and that you have a right to kill the
sons of the doe.  The Ranger thought the boar was his and
that he had the right to kill your sons.  As for me, | thought
nothing of breaking the Ranger's neck because it did not seem
to me good that he should remain .above the grass | do not
understand that.  What is this right of which we are speskii’ ?
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If the world is built like a tower with the greatest at the top
having rights over the lesser, and the lesser with rights over
those beneath them, in time we shall come to the least, who have
no rights at all; and if the tower is built on a foundation that
has no rights, the tower will fall.

TIB. | know nothing about your towers and your rights.
| only know that my sons are dead and it cannot be helped, and
that my daughter is coming home and we must make ready for
her. Who are you, that you know nothing of poor folk ?  We
make charcoal to heat the furnace to smelt the iron to go to the
smith to make swords and armour for the knights. We must
be content with that.

LANCELOT. Do you believe in God ?

TIB. The priest tellsme | must, but the priest is in the same
cae Itisfor himto christen and marry and shrive the knights
and to tend them when they are hurt.

LANCELOT. The poor carry the knights in their arms.

TIB. What is dl this talk ? My sons are dead. You've
killed the Ranger. What is to become of us? They will
send soldiers and burn the hut and put us al to the torture.

LANCELOT. You can go somewhere dse It should be
easy to find a better place than this.

TIB. But thisis my home, and my daughter is coming, and
fGod knows whether my daughter or the soldiers will be here

irst.

LANCELOT. If the soldiers come you may leave them to me,
but | cannot see why you should not go somewhere dse.

TIB. That is because you are a madman. You never
spoke to us before, and we wondered at that and thought it
strange, but now you have spoken | would rather have you
silent. You talk madness.

[DICKON returns, leading in JOAN, who appeared in Act One,
Seene Three.  She is dressed in a decent travelling dress and is
snivelling dightly.  She goes to her mother and kisses her.]

DICKON. There's your mother. It's not a happy home-
coming, but she is glad to see you. The boys would have been
too. That's the mad fellow who killed the Ranger.

[JOAN looks up at LANCELOT and starts.

JOAN.  Who is he ?
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DICKON. 1 told you—the mad fellow who killed the Ranger.

JOAN. | know nim.

LANCELOT. You do not know me, young girl. | do not
know myself.

JOAN. | know you. I've seen you before.

TIB. Where have you seen himr

JOAN. Riding in tne ligts at Camelat.

LANCELOT. Where is Camelot ?

JOAN. Everybody knows Camelot.

LANCELOT. Is there a Queen in Camelot ? And a round
table? And a green lawn where men fight on horseback ?

JOAN. Of course there is.

LANCELOT. | cannot stay here.

DICKON.  Why not ?

LANCELOT. | cannot remember. Your girl has said some-
thing that made me afraid. | do not know from what place
she has come, but the name of the place makes me afraid. |
cannot stay here and be afraid.

TIB. But what are we to do? You can't leave us to be
burned and broken on the wheel.

LANCELOT. Go with her to that place. Go to that Queen.
| do not know how | know, but | know there is death for me
there and safety for you. Say to the Queen that the Mad
Knight sent you. The clouds are thickening on my mind.

[He stares at themfor a moment, turns abruptly and goes out into
theforest.]

TIB. We must do as he says.

DICKON.  But he is mad.

JOAN. Heis not so mad but that he can give good advice.
We must go back. Quickly.

TIB. Wait. [I'll fetch the rabbits. . . .

CURTAIN.
X

SCENE 11

A rocky, precipitousplace. A date-blue thunder-cloud darkens the scene.
Thunder rumbles.

LANCELOT, more ragged and dishevelled than before, stumbles along the
path and halts almost exhausted.
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LANCELOT. This fellow who is with me is tired. This
tired, ragged fellow. His feet are torn, his hands are torn, and
the wounds in his feet and hands hurt me.  Who are you, tired,
ragged fellow ? And who isthisyou hurt? Hecansee He
can hear. He can fedl the grating of the rocks on his knees.
But he cannot remember. He must go on and up with the
tired, ragged fellow and see and hear and feel and not remember
and not understand.

MERLIN (callingfromwithin arock). Lancelot! Sir Lancelot!

LANCELOT. Be quiet, you voices! | want to tak to the
tired, ragged fellow. The shouting and whispering voices
troublemeand do no help. | came here to escape those terrible,
stupid voices, whispering and shouting, with no kindness in
them and no meaning.

MERLIN. Lancelot!

[A growing light illumines the dim figure of MERLIN, motionless
in the heart of a rock|]

LANCELOT. Who is Lancelot ?

MERLIN. Do you know me, Lancelot ?

LANCELOT. | do not know mysdlf. How should | know
you ?

MERLIN. | am Merlin Ambrosius.

LANCELOT. | canseeyoudimly. Whereareyou ?

MERLIN. | am crushed like atoad in the heart of this rock
for ever—till my bones turn to stone.  In a thousand years |
shall be an object of great interest.

LANCELOT. How did you come there ?

MERLIN. Through my folly and the enchantments of a
woman.

LANCELOT. What woman ?

MERLIN.  Nimue of the Lake.

LANCELOT. No, | do not know her name. That is not
the woman.

MERLIN. | solemnly assure you that it is. | trusted her
and she bound me here. It is a mistake to suppose that one is
ever too old to be a foal.

LANCELOT.  That was not the name of the woman who made
us mad—who made me mad and the ragged fellow who taks
tome. | do not know her name.
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MERLIN. No woman made you mad. You made yourself
mad. You were sure of yourself, Lancelot.

LANCELOT. When one has reached certainty, then is the
danger. When the world we have seen and made and set our
feet upon turns upside down, then we go mad. Why do you
cdl me Lancdot ?  Is that my name ?

MERLIN.  Yes

LANCELOT. What is that certainty of which | was sure ?
| have logt it. Whereisit? Give it back to me.

MERLIN. A dsate of certainty, my dear sir, is not an ided
date. | am in a dtate of certainty. The Round Table will
dissolve.  The armour of the Knights will become a handful
of red powder and be blown away with the dust that made
paaces for the King and kings and kings after him; and |
shall still be here, with my hands by my side and my dead eyes
staring. Nothing can be more certain.

LANCELOT. Isthat dl you haveto tell me?

MERLIN. What do you want to know ? It is my unhappy
position that the only thing | can use is wisdom.

LANCELOT. | want to hear why the ragged fellow and | go
on stumbling and talking, and why there seems to be no sense
in our going and in our talk. There is nothing behind us but
shadows, and | cannot discern the shape of the shadows.

MERLIN. You are a knight in the Court of King Arthur.
You were the best knight in dl the Court.  You thought it a
fine thing to be that and a fine Court to be in.  You dressed
yourself in things caled honour, strength, chivalry, loyaty
and | don't know what, until you believed yourself something
different from what God made you. You were drunk with
this belief. You thought yoursdf a flaming archangel sur-
rounded by a glittering choir of angels. Life was very smple
and beautiful. The laws of your little world sustained you in
your pride, and the natural laws that gave you a clear eye and
strong arms gave proof to you that your laws were right.  You
spoke set speeches and did st actionsand gloried in your foolery,
forgetting that God made you and that you were aman. You
floated above the earth as people do in dreams. Then | came
floating to you in my dream, and the two dreams burst like

painted baloons.
J;-ANCELOT Why did they do that ?
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MERLIN.  Your dream was a schoolboy's day-dream—mine
was an old man'svision.  The two could not live in the same air.

LANCELOT. The shadows behind me taeke the shape of
strong towers and pleasant palaces, green forests and lawns, tall
men and gentle ladies. | hear in the distance the sound of
trumpets and gallant war-cries, and | hear the voices of comrades,
gracious, knightly and virtuous. In the skies above them walk
ladies as bright as the saints of God.  Is that the Court of which
you spesk ?  The Court of a golden-hearted King and a Queen
peerless among al women.

MERLIN. That is the Court of King Arthur in Logris. It
is strange that | should recognise it; because | know it now for
aparcel of bullies and strumpets ruled over by a dolt.

LANCELOT. One thing | remember. | stood foot to foot
with abig soldier, and he struck five heavy blows before | could
answer with a heavier.  As these blows fell on my helmet, so
your words fall on my head, and | have no word to answer you
and lay you grovelling at my feet. Have you spoken the truth ?

MERLIN. The truth has as many faces as a nightmare.
You must find your own truth for yourself. The Court you
built in your mind has fallen to pieces. Before many days the
bullies and strumpets will adso break. Here you see the old
bawd the first of them logt and tied in arock.  The time of the
rest of them will come soon.  Why should you think of them ?
You are agood man and astrong man.  Go back into the world
and rejoice in your strength.  Why should you bind your eyes

with lies?
[The light on MERLIN fades and LANCELOT is left alone]
LANCELOT. | am Lancelot. | will go back to the valley.

[Exit LANCELOT. The darkness deepens and the wind is heard
howling]

CURTAIN.

SCENE 11

ELAINE'S garden on the city wall at Corbin. ELAINE and BRISEN are
gossiping.  KING PELLEAS if deeping in the sun. PELLEAS and
BRISEN have perceptibly grown older, but ELAINE ndt much. Never-
theless, her ten-year-old son, GALAHAD, is playing with a puppy near
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ELAINE. | have changed my mind again. I'll paint the
room blue.

BRISEN. But blue is such a cold colour, especidly in
winter.

ELAINE. Not necessarily, if you choose the right blue. I'll
make it sea-blue, like the boy's eyes with a frieze of yellow
fleurs-de-lis for hishair. It snould look nice. . . . Laddie!

GALAHAD.  YeS?

ELAINE. Come back from those battlements. How many
timesam | to tell you that ?

GALAHAD. | can see hundreds of people, dl running like
little ants in an ant-hill. '

ELAINE. Letthemrun. Doasyou aretold.

GALAHAD. Why are they running ?

ELAINE. Never mind why they are running. They are
only common people.

GALAHAD. Butthey must have some reason for runni n%.

ELAINE. Common people don't need a reason for anything
they do, darling. That is why they are common.

GALAHAD. But | want to see them.

ELAINE. And]| wantyou to stay away from the battlements.

GALAHAD. But | can't see them if | stay away from the
battlements.

PELLEAS (waking up). What's the matter ?

GALAHAD. Grandfather, 1 want to see the people and | am
to stay away from the battlements, and | can't see the people if
| stay away from the battlements.

ELAINE. He will fal over.

PELLEAS. Nonsense.

ELAINE. It's not nonsense.

GALAHAD. It isnonsense,

ELAINE. Darling, that is not like you. Your father never
spoke to me like that.

GALAHAD. How did he spesk to you ?

ELAINE. Always very nicely. He was a great knight and
a great gentleman. He was a very perfect, gentle knight.

GALAHAD. Shal | be aknight, too ?

ELAINE. Yes daling. But only if you keep away from
the battlements and don't look a common people.

GALAHAD. But | want to see why they are running.
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-BRISEN.  Old Auntie Brisen will hold you by the bet, and
then you can look over and see what is happening.

GALAHAD. Oh, thank you, Auntie Brisen.

ELAINE. Just for aminute, then.

PELLBAS. You are spoiling that boy between you.

GALAHAD. Oh, look! They are running to the West
Gateway. Do you think someone is coming ?

BRISEN. | don't know, darling.

GALAHAD. My father came in by the West Gateway. He
was dressed in armour with bits of gold on it, and they made a
carpet of lilies and primroses by throwing them on the ground.
They were glad to see him, weren't they ?

BRISEN. Yes very glad.

'GALAHAD. They had never seen such a splendid knight
before.

BRISEN.  Never.

GALAHAD. When is he coming back ?

BRISEN. | don't know. Very soon.

GALAHAD. When is very soon? Is it ten minutes or a
millionyears?

BRISEN. | can't tell you that.

GALAHAD. Will he be dressed in armour ?  Will the people
be glad to see him f

BRISEN. Yes very glad.

GALAHAD. Doyou think they are running to meet him now ?

BRISEN. No.

GALAHAD.  Why not ?

BRISEN. Because theP/ are not dressed up in clean smocks
and they are not carrying flowersand flags.

GALAHAD. Oh, look, theres a man coming through the
gate! What abig man heis! Isheaknight ?

BRISEN. No, dear. Heis only a ragged fellow. ... He
is very dirty and he looks half mad.

GALAHAD. What are the people doing ?

BRISEN. They are laughing at him.

GALAHAD. Why is he not laughing ?

BRISEN. | don't know.

GALAHAD. They aren't glad to see him.

BRISEN. | should think not. There are plenty of dirty,
mad people in this town.
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GALAHAD. A little boy has thrown a cdod of turf at him.
Why does he do that ? It has hit the mad fellow on the face,
but he goes straight on. They are shouting and throwing
stones now. Why doesn't he kill them? They shouldn't
throw stones.

[PELLEAS gets up and comes to the balcony.]

PELLEAS. Wadl, wdl, well, what's al this? A riot?
Dear, dear me!' | cannot have riots in the sanctified town of
Corbin. . . . Brisen, go and tell my guard to disperse the
crowd. | don't know what they can be thinking of.

BRISEN. Yes my lord.

[Exit BRISEN]

GALAHAD. Why do they throw stones at the ragged man ?

PELLEAS. Human nature, | suppose. It is a pity.

GALAHAD. Itisagreat pity. | should like to go and help
the ragged man and cut off the heads of these people who are
throwing stones.

PELLEAS. Would you, my child? . . . Ah! There goes
the guard. And just in time, too! They would have killed
the fellow and | should have had to spesk to them severdly.

[ELAINE joins them at the battlements. When she sees what is
happening she pulls GALAHAD away]

ELAINE. Father, I'm surprised at you. You shouldn't let
him see sights like that.

PELLEAS. Why not? Hés going to be a soldier. He is
going to be Our Lord's soldier.

ELAINE. He won't be any better soldier if he can't deep
tonight. Really, father, you are terrible!

GALAHAD. But | want to see the guard beating the people,
or the people beating the guard. | want to see what happens
to the ragged man.

ELAINE.  If you aren't good the ragged man will get you.

GALAHAD. Oh, look! That was a very big sone, and it
hit him on the brow. He has fallen down. The guard is
carrying him into the castle.

PELLEAS. It is very drange. | fed as if | had seen the
ragged man before.

ELAINE. Andsodol. Itisverystrange. To me one ragged
man is very much the same as another.  Have they killed him ?
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PELLEAS. No. Heison hisfeetagain. He has thrown off
the guards. How foolish!  They are only trying to help him.

GALAHAD. Ooooooo! Oh!' Ohl Oh! He threw the big
sergeant over his back. He has taken a halbert from another
guardsman and is hitting them over the head with it.

ELAINE.  Come back from that battlement at once!  Father,
help me!  Heisso strong for his age.

PELLEAS.  You must not fight with your mother, my child.
You must not fight with ladies at al.

GALAHAD. Téll her not to touch me. Don't you touch me.
| hate people touching me. | will do as she says.

[The THREE come downfrom the battlements. DAME BRISEN comes
running in.]

BRISBN. Oh, my lord, the madman! He has beaten the
guard. Heisinthehouse. Hemay comehere. Hideyourself.

PELLEAS.  Get behind me.

[He seizes a stool by the legs and puts himself in an attitude of
defence.  LANCELOT appears in a doorway. He is covered
with mud and bleeding and carries a halbert. He stares at the
groupfor a moment and thenfallsforward on hisface.]

ELAINE. | saidhewould comeback. | sad hewould come
back.

[She runs to LANCELOT and takes his head on her knee. PELLEAS
and BRISEN look at each other in astonishment']

PELLEAS. What isthis?

BRISEN. Child, heis filthy! You will spoil your gown.

ELAINE. My dear, look up at me. You are ssfe now. No
one shal hurt you. . . . (Shaking off BRISEN.) Go away.

PELLEAS (approaching her). My child, you are beside your-
sdf. Itisonly the ragged madman. He cannot hurt you now.
Look at me. | am your father.

ELAINE. | know that quite well. Go and get a basin of
cleen warm water and some linen rags.  He has fainted.
[GALAHAD has been standing stock-still till this moment, staring at
his mother and LANCELOT ]
GALAHAD. Who isthat, mother ?  Isthat my father ?

ELAINE. Yes sweetheart, of course it is. Make your
stupid grandfather do as | tell him.
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GALAHAD (to PELLEAs). Itisyour turn to do asyou are told.
PELLEAS. The Lord has manifested himself to me in many
wondrous ways. But today he has excelled himself. Do you

think it is Lancelot ?
BRISEN. It may well be. | shall get the basin and the lint.
[Exeunt BRISEN and PELLEAS]

ELAINE. Come and look at him. Don't be afraid. Heis
not dead.

GALAHAD. Heisvery bigand strong.

ELAINE. Heis the best knight in al the world. His eye-
lids are moving. Soon he will sseyou . . . Lancelot!

[LANCELOT pushes her aside and raises himself on one arm."]

LANCELOT. By God's blue hood! More witchcraft! . . .
(As he sees GALAHAD). If you are a child and | am you, who
Is this bruised brute lying on the ground ?

ELAINE. He does not know what you mean. You are
frightening him.

GALAHAD. No, he isnt.

LANCELOT. No one will ever make that beautiful, stupid
little face look afraid. He will beat his enemies and honour
women and believe liesand die asignorant ashewashborn. . . .
(To ELAINE) Where am | ? Who are you ?

ELAINE.  Don't you know me, Lancelot ?

LANCELOT. The old warlock in the rock caled me by that
name. The only name | have is Ragged Fellow and some
times the Daft One. Under those names they beat me and
pelt me with stones when | am thinking of other things, and
now | am too weak to fight or to resst.  What will your people
do to me ?

ELAINE. They will wash you and bind up your wounds and
put you in a soft bed, and you will deep and forget your sorrow.

GALAHAD. Why did he sy he was weak ? He threw the
hig sergeant as they throw sheep at the sheep-shearing.

LANCELOT. Whno is that boy ?

ELAINE. He isyour son.

LANCELOT. | have no son. But | am so tired that | am
ready to believe lies if they please me.  This lie pleases me.

ELAINE. Rest your head on me and deep. It will do you
good to deep. You will deep and wake and deep again, and
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your hurts will be heded and you will wake again and be happy.

Vou have come home.
LIGHTS FADE OUT

SCENE 1V

The same, some weeks later on a bright sunny morning. DAME BRISEN
is looking over the battlements.  She turns as ELAINE comes in.

ELAINE. | ran up to see him on my way back from church.

BRISEN.  How is he ?

ELAINE (cheerfully). He is very wel. Gaahad is with
him. | told him to come down and enjoy the sunshine.
These three weeks have made an enormous difference. Hes
so0 quiet and sensible and kind.

BRISEN. Sensble?

ELAINE. WEéll, his memory isn't very good yet, and he's
terribly obstinate. | wish he would go to churcn. It would
plesse father.  Father is terribI%/ digressed that he won't go to
church.  He thinks it's so bad for the boy.

BRISEN. But the boy goesto church.

ELAINE. Yes. Helovesit. He loves it so much that it
}rEUblr?S mealittle. | don't want him to be a priest or anything
Ike that.

BRISEN. Is that the only thi éﬁ( that troubles you ?

ELAINE. Yes. | am unspeakably happy. Of cqurse, he
will have it that | am not his wife. He isnt quite himsdlf
yet. But | think he likes me. He follows me with his eyes
when | am fussing about the room. And he has taken to the

. There is no doubt of that.

BRISEN. | wish you would let me put a little something in
his drink.

ELAINE. What sort of something ?

BRISEN. It is a love potion. Morgan le Fay gave me the
recipe. It never foils.

ELAINE. We shal play no more tricks on Sir Lancelot.
Besdes, he would find out. He is not so stupid as dl that.
And if there is one thing he hates it is witchcraft.

[ 5 8] [Enter KING PELLEAS. He looks depregegg
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Good morning, father dear. The service was lovely this
morning. | thought they sang the Benedictus better than they
have ever sung it before. Laddie loved it. He caught my
hand and held it tight.

PELLBAS. The basses were much better together than they
havebeen. How is Lancelot ?

ELAINE. Heisvery well.

PELLEAS. Didyou spesk to himabout that matter ?

ELAINE.  What matter ?

PELLEAS. | wish him to see Father Innocence. The man
is spiritually starved.  That is what is the matter with him.

ELAINE. | will not alow him to be bothered by Father
Innocence or anybody dse. You can leave his spiritual welfare
tome.

PELLEAS. May | ask what steps you are taking to ensure
hisspiritual welfare?

ELAINE. | am giving him a big underdone beef-steak and
two pints of goa's milk a day.

[Enter LANCELOT and GALAHAD. They are obviousy on affec-
tionate terms."]

LANCELOT. Good morning.

PELLEAS. Good morning. How do you feel yourself this
morning ?

LANCELOT. | am very well. And you ?

PELLEAS. | have somedlight indigestion that prevented me
from deeping. But | am much refreshed after my devotiona
exercises. | hope that before long we shall see you at the chapel.

LANCELOT. Do you ?

PELLEAS. Gaahad, your tutor is waiting for you in the
schoolroom. .

GALAHAD. Oh, not yet, grandfather! The Daft One is
telling me a story.

PELLEAS. The what ?

GALAHAD.  The Daft One

PELLEAS. My dear boy, no doubt you mean no harm by it,
and you are very young; but | must most emphatically forbid
you to use any such expression, especiallﬁ C

LANCELOT. That is my name. Why should he not cal
me by my name ?
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ELAINE. Come, father. We were to talk to the tutor.

PELLEAS. About what ?

ELAINE. You remember? We agreed that he wasn't to
teach Laddie Hebrew till next year.

* PELLEAS.  Did we ? -

ELAINE. Yes of course we did. Comeaong. You come
too, Brisen.

PELLEAS. You may be right. But | do not think a boy
can begin too early to have a thorough grounding in Hebrew.
Father Innocence had read through the Old Testament when
he was four.

ELAINE. Yes and look a him now.

[ELAINE bustles PELLEAS and BRISEN out. LANCELOT and GALAHAD
are left alone. They sit on the parapet looking down on the
village.]

GALAHAD. Your stories are different from the stories my
grandfather tells me.

LANCELOT. What stories does he tell you ?

GALAHAD. One day he saw a white hart walking daintily
behind four lions.

LANCELOT. ' One night he saw agreat serpent winding about
the streets of Corbin, but when | came to Corbin to kill it
there was no serpent, nor ever had been.

GALAHAD. But grandfather saw the white hart, and he
knew that the white hart was Our Lord and the four lions were
the four Evangelists.

LANCELOT. Perhaps he did.

GALAHAD. Do you ever se white pigeons with rainbows
round their heads? Or a gold cup floating through the air
with nobody carrying it ?

LANCELOT.  No.

GALAHAD. Not when you were a knight ?

LANCELOT. When | was a knight it was enough for me to
fear God, to honour the King, to ride straight, to keep my body
clean and to be courteous to my enemies. | thought that was
enough.

GALAHAD. Wasn't it enough ?

LANCELOT.  No.

GALAHAD. What is it you do in the charge when you break
from the canter into the galop ?
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LANCELOT. You play the point of your lance in a little
spiral till it is sighted on the centre of your adversary's shield.
You move your own shield into a dant so that his spear-head
may slip up it and over your shoulder, and you tighten the big
muscles round your shoulder-blades, leaning a little forward,
but not too much.

GALAHAD. And what does it fed like when you hit him ?

LANCELOT. There is a heavy shock, and then you feel his
saddle-girths give if you have struck him properly.

GALAHAD. Will you show me how to use thelance ?

LANCELOT. Yes some day.

GALAHAD. Do you think the muscles round my shoulder-
blades are big enough ?

LANCELOT. They will be. They are the bow-strings that
shoot the bolt.

GALAHAD. Areyou sorry for your enemy when herallsin
the dust ?

LANCELOT. No. We must not insult our enemies by
pitying them. It is part of the game.

GALAHAD. It must be a fine game. . . . Look there!
Coming out of the shadow of the archway. It's a knight on
horseback. People are cheering. By God's blue hood, he
looks splendid!  Much better than our knights in Corbin.
Who can he be, do you think ?

LANCELQT (turning away from the parapet). God knows.

GALAHAD. Hesits his horse well.

LANCELOT. And he fears God, honours the Round Table,
and rides straight. | do not doubt.

GALAHAD. Weéll, shouldn't he ?

IaANCELOT. If he is made that way and has nothing better
to do.

GALAHAD. He has gone under the second archway. He'is
out of sight now.

[GALAHAD comes downfrom the parapet andjoins LANCELOT ]

LANCELOT. Didyou ever build houseswith toy bricks?
GALAHAD. Once, when | was very young.
LANCELOT. Did you build a great castle with a drawbridge
and towers and battlements and bastions ?
GALAHAD. Yes.
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LANCELOT. One day Dame Brisen was bustling about
dusting and setting the room to rights and the swing of her skirt
knocked your paace down.

GALAHAD. How did you know that ?

LANCELOT. What did you do then ?

GALAHAD. | was very angry, | should have kicked Brisen
if 1 had not been taught to honour al women. | cried—only
alittle, but | cried. | was very smal then.

LANCELOT. And what did you do next ?

GALAHAD  After aday | began building again.

LANCELOT. Afteraday! | took thirteen years.

GALAHAD. But you would be old after thirteen years.
You would care notning for toy houses.

LANCELOT. Did you build the same house or another one ?

GALAHAD. Another one, of course. My mother helped

me.

LANCELOT. | shdl build another one.

GALAHAD. | don't know what you mean. All that
happened long ago.

LANCELOT. That is dso true. You are a wise fellow,
Galahad.

GALAHAD. Grandfather told me that | must not pay too
much attention to what you say.

[ELAINE enters while be is speaking.]

ELAINE. Grandfather was quite right, but you must not be
impertinent.  Run now to your tutor. If he is kept waiting
he will bevery angry. Quick. Run.

GALAHAD. | am not afraid of him.

[Exit GALAHAD, running.]

ELAINE. What were you two talking about ?

LANCELOT. Heisaclever boy.

ELAINE. | know that, dearest. He takes after vou, | am
afraid.  He frightens me sometimes. | am so glad you have
come back. He needs a father's hand. You and he will
have great times together.

LANCELOT. Yes

ELAINE. Father has been doing his best to make a pious
little prig of him; but that will be al right now.

LANCELOT. Yes
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ELAINE. Dearedt, a visitor has come to the castle. He sad
he must see you. | sad he mustn't.

LANCELOT. The knight who rode in a moment ago ?

ELAINE.  Yes

LANCELOT. | shal see him.

ELAINE. But, dearest, are you well enough ?

LANCELOT. | am back in my five dull wits, if that is what
you mean.

ELAINE. He has come from Camelot.

LANCELOT. That is no more to me than if he had come
from Tartary.

ELAINE. Then why do you say it is nothing to you ?

LANCELOT. You spoke the word as if a demon had come
from hell.

ELAINE. You won't let him persuade you to go with him
to Camelot ?

LANCELOT.  Does he want me to go ?

ELAINE. | don't know. Father tried to find out why he
had come, but he said his message was for you only.

LANCELOT. What is his name ?

ELAINE. Sir Agravaine of Orkney.

LANCELOT. | remember it dimly. In my mind there is a
great fog over Camelot  But | rememberthat. . . . Agravaine
... He had a brother.

ELAINE. He is the son of King Lot of Orkney. Sir
Gawaine is his brother.

LANCELOT. And that name | remember too.

ELAINE. That is good. Your memory is coming back
quickly, and soon you will be well.  But you will not go back
to Camelot, not for a long, long time ?

LANCELOT. | shal never go back to Camelot. | must
build a new house.

ELAINE. Oh, where, darling? | thought you were quite
comfortable here.  And itisagreat joy to father to have us.

LANCELOT. | shdl build it here where we are now. |If
your father gives me leave | shal rule Corbin as men have a
right to be ruled. | shal learn wisdom from my son and
contentment fromyou. | shdl not sail again from this port.

ELAINE. But you were a great man in Camelot, and there

g1§y be other Iodestc[wes drawing you tlgaée. ]
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[LANCELOT embraces her."]

| would do nothing to prevent you going to Camelot once
or twice when you are strong and well.  But not yet.

LANCELOT. | have told you that | will never see Camelot
again. All my lifeis here.

ELAINE. That isgood. You will soon be well. But you
must live with us in Corbin for a long, long time and teach
little Galahad to be aknight. . . . Andyou must eat and deep
and deep and eat and get quite well and strong and laugh at
Camelot and the foolish things that happened there.

LANCELOT. Where is Sir Agravaine ?

[AGRAVAINE, infull armour with bis helmet under his arm, enters
briskly.}

AGRAVAINE. Here | am, Sir Lancelot.

ELAINE. | told you to wait.

AGRAVAINE. Lady, if my errand had not been urgent |
should scarcely have dared to risk your displeasure. | move at
command. It was not | who disobeyed you.

ELAINE. Sr Lancelot can give you five minutes. He is
very much better, but he is not well enough for affairs of state.
g AGRAVAINE. | am your humble debtor. Five minutes will

o.
[He bows to ELAINE)]
[ELAINE curtsies to him and goesout. LANCELOT stands motionless,
looking at AGRAVAINE ]

AGRAVAINE. Do you know me, sir ?

LANCELOT. Yes You are Sir Agravaine, the brother of
Gawaine and Gareth.

AGRAVAINE. It gives me pleasure-to hear you say so. The
rqmé)ur was that your hurts had sorely confused you in your
mind.

LANCELOT. What is your wiII with me ?

AGRAVAINE.  Why, none. t to look in your face
again. But there is another Who will take no denial.

LANCELOT. Who is that ?

AGRAVAINE.  The Queen must seeyou.

LANCELOT. Why has she not forgotten me? | have
forgotten her.

[ % RAVAINE. Is that true? ] 6
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LANCELOT. When | shut my eyes | see her face twisted
like that of a fiend. When | stop my ears | hear her voice
screaming and harsh with hate. | can remember nothing more
of her.

AGRAVAINE. For a year we thought she would die. And
then she rose and went out maying like a woman in a dream.
In dl these years she has walked and talked and smiled like an
image without a soul. On Sunday she sent for me, and her
soul had returned. Her face was a mask, but there was torture
in her eyes.  She said to me ..." Agravaine, you must find
Lancelot and bring him to me"

[LANCELOT turns his back and looks over the parapetfor a moment.
He turns again and comes back to AGRAVAINE, making a help-
less, hopeless gesture.”]

LANCELOT. | shdl get a horse.

AGRAVAINE. We must ride at night. The King does not
know of this.

LANCELOT. TheKing?

AGRAVAINE. When you went the King believed what he did
not want to believe, and the Qugen and he have hated each
other for thirteen years.

LANCELOT. He had no reason to hate her.

AGRAVAINE. In these matters the King does not act on
reason. . . . You will ride with me tonight ?

LANCELOT.  VYes.

CURTAI N

SCENE V

The Queen s bedroom at Camelot. GUENEVERE alone, before a mirror.
The room is lit by two candles, and the moon shines through the
window.

GUENEVERE. There was a dliff in Cornwal when | was
young. It was death to look down from the cliff. The rocks
odow kept caling: "Throw yoursdf down!" But the
cliff was not to be denied. The people went to the cliff and
looked and looked. So | look in my mirror. | see and knew
that | should see creeping cold and withering and desath.
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[ Shegets up and places the candles so that they will not shine on her
Jace when she receives LANCELOT. She sits on a chair and
stares at the door ]

GUENEVERE (below her breath). And yet he will come. He
will come.  He will come.  He will come.
[Enter LANCELOT. The two look at each other in silence.  LANCE-

LOT is unarmed. After afew moments he drops on one knee
and hows his head.]

Areyou afraidtolook at me? | amold.

LANCELOT. That is not why | am &fraid to look at you.
You will never be old.

GUENEVERE. Do you know why | sent for you ?

LANCELOT. No, my Lady.

GUENEVERE.  And yet you came. _

LANCELOT. | thought | had forgotten you, but if you were
among the shadows of Hell and cdled to me | should come.

GUENEVERE. | have lived in these shadows for thirteen
years and cdled to you continually.  Why did you not come to
me then ?

LANCELOT. | could not find away. Héell is very large.

GUBNEVERE. Itishell when we see our lives from beginning
to end and the?( have no meaning. That is why | have sent
for you. My lifeis nearing its end, and | dared not go down
to tne grave without. ... A moment blazes up, and dl the
v_vae]/ from the beginning is set aight. It must not escape. My
lig ’E is only the sunset, but it must not excape. Do you hate
me

LANCELOT. Yes Madam.

GUENEVERE. Do you love me too ?

LANCELOT (getting up?. By God's life, | love you! | have
loved you since the bells of your wedding at Camelot beat the
words into my brain. | shall alwa?/s love you and do nothing
but love you until | dieand rot. [ wasnot in hell when you
cdled me. | wasin heaven, and | broke the golden gates and
tore down the jasper walls and came to you.

[HB rows himself at the QUEENSfeet and puts his head on her

GUKNBVERE. Why not beforef ~ Why not before ?
LANCELOT.  You were the Queen.
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GUENEVERE. | was never the Queen.

LANCELOT. Thereis nothing but this.

\A knocking at the door is beard thunderously. LANCELOT springs
to hisfeet. The QUEEN clutches at her heart.]

LANCELOT (very quietly). Am | betrayed again ?

GUENEVERE. My God, no! No, no, nol

AGRAVAINE (without). Open the door!

GUENEVERE. It is Agravaine. Open the door.

[LANCELOT opens the door. AGRAVAINE in his armour, with his
vizor down, stands in the doorway. Behind him the corridor
is full of armed knights, some carrying torches. AGRAVAINE
gtrides into the room."]

GUENEVERE.  Sir Agravaine, have you gone mad ?

AGRAVAINE. No, Madam. But when my King is away its
my duty to guard his honour.

GUENEVERE. You talk to me of honour ?

AGRAVAINE. Yes, Madam. If the word is unknown to
you, you are about to see a little lesson which may enlighten
you as to its meaning.

GUENEVERE. What do you mean ?

AGRAVAINE. If Sir Lancelot is the courteous knight we
take him to be he will come with us and we shal hang him
quietly from the great apple tree in the orchard. If not,
Madam, | fear you will see an unhappy sight.

GUENEVERE.  But you brought him to me.

AGRAVAINE. God's body, Madam! Do you think | am a
pimp ? Do you think the Knights of the Round Table will
sit and smile and see their King made a cuckold? . . . (To
LANCELOT.) Come, sir, we are at your service.

[The QUEEN throws herselfinfront of LANCELOT.]

GUENEVERE.  You traitor! You murderer!  Will you kill
me? .
AGRAVAINE.  If necessary, Madam.

LANCELOT.  Madam, forgive me.

. [He puts her aside]

Sir Agravaine, give me a horse and a sword and | will fight
you to the death, according to the laws of knighthood.

AGRAVAINE. The laws of knighthood are very well when

g? is the champion knight of al the world. But yor él?lT
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broken them by dishonouring your King and Queen. You
cannot cower behind them now.

LANCELOT (shouting). Sir Borsl Sir Kay! Sir Dinadan!
A moi! Lancelot!

AGRAVAINE. They are with the King, forty miles away.
You must shout louder.

LANCELOT. Let us,go, the Queen and I. | have sworn
that | would never fight again.

AGRAVAINE. You sing a different tune from that you sang
a moment ago. We shall not ask you to fight. Leave your
strumpet and come with us.

LANCELOT. Say your prayers, dead man!

[He putts the cover from the bed and wraps it round hisfore-arm
as a shidd. He throws a candle to the ground and stamps it
out, sdzing the candlestick for a weapon. He attacks SIR
AGRAVAINE with great fury, driving him into the doorway to
hamper the knights behind.  He beats down his sword with the
candlestick, catches his dagger from his belt and stabs him
three times in the neck. He hurls him against the astonished
knigl&t]s, throws a table in front of the doorway and stands on
guard.

| see that in dl these years | have been forgotten at the
joyous Court of Camelot. That fase dog should have told
you. | am Sir Lancelot of the Lake. | have struck a blow
or two in my time, and by God's blue hood | think | have more
to strike! Come, puppies, are you afraid ? The old wolf is
waiting' for you.

[There is a stir among the knights, and KING ARTHUR enters.  He
isfollowed by GAWAINE, KAY and BORS]

LANCELOT. | shouted loud enough, Sir Agravaine.

[He laughs and salutes the KING with his sword.]
ARTHUR. Bring lights!

[Two or three KNIGHTSfile in with torches and light other torches
in their sconces. GUENEVERE is sitting on the bed, staring at
the KING like afrightened rabbit.  There is a silence]

GUENEVERE (partly to herself and partly to LANCELOT).  Our
long love has come to a mischievous end, for they will kill you
and | shal die by the fire.

ARTHUR. Agravaine spokethetruth.
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LANCELOT. No. Agravaine was a liar, and | forced hislie
down his throat with these hands so that he died. My Lord
King Arthur, 1 have been your poor and true knight and the
knight of my Lady the Queen since first you knighted me. |
have fought your battles and taken the blows of your enemies
upon my mortal body. And as for my Lady Queen Guenevere,
there is no knight under heaven that dare make it good upon
me that ever | was a traitor to my King. It has pleased her
grace to have me in charity and to cherish me kindly more than
any other knight, and | have tried to deserve her love. | have
fought her battles in the times past, and this battle, too, | shall
fight; for she is faithful and good and true to her Lord.

GAWAINE.  If you butchered the whole Round Table it
would not prove It a lie that this is night and you are in her
bedchamber.

LANCELOT.  Your brother—God rest him!—could tell you
why | am here, if he could spesk. | was trapped by the Queen's
enemies.

ARTHUR. Sir Lancelot, this is a grievous day. | did not
thi nflé\lthai you, the best and noblest of my knights, would play
me fase.

LANCELOT. Mv Lord, | have never played you fase.

ARTHUR. By the rules of knighthood it is necessary that you
should sy 90, even at this time and in this place.  But it is
not necessary that | should disbelieve the evidence of my eyes.
You must die and the Queen must die, and because of that my
heart is broken; not for the Queen, for | can get another, but
for you, because you are the oest knight who ever lived, and
there is nobody to fill your place.

LANCELOT. My Lord, | demand ordea by battle.

ARTHUR. You cannot dothat. You have been caught red-
handed in a foul treason, and all your rights are forfeit.

SIR BORS. My Lord, my rights are not forfeit. | demand
the right to fight for the good name of my Lady the Queen and
for Sir Lancelot againgt Sir Gawaine or any knight you name.

ARTHUR. Sir Gawaine will kill you.

SIR KAY. Then he must fight me. | am an old fellow,
but | can still bite.

ARTHUR. No, by God's thunder, no! | am a Christian
gince, and if | take my shield from before the laws of Cl[1ri§iar]

9

9



LANCELOT ACTII

chivalry, Christendom will fall and the heathen riot over its
ruins. The knight and the Queen must die.

LANCELQOT. If the knight must die he knows of but one
honourable way of dying. He will diefighting with his friends
at his shoulders. Who are my friends in this company ?

[SIR BORS and SIR KAY and SIR DINADAN draw their swords and
align themselves at his side]

DINADAN. | have got little happiness in your company,
Sir Lancelot, you old shrew! But | shall die with you gladly.

[One by one OTHER KNIGHTSjoin the group in silence, until they
are aformidable party,.]

LANCELOT. My Lord, it seems | shal not die tonight.
If it is your wish to vindicate Christendom upon my body |
shall meet you and your knights on horseback on any field you
name. As for the Queen, take care that you do her no hurt;
for she has done you no wrong.

[HEAsLaLJlSJt]&G the KING again, solemnly this time, and the CURTAIN

SCENE VI

The Hall at Camelot. PELLEAS at the great window. ARTHUR sitting
on a step in some dejection.  Confused noisesfrom without.

ARTHUR. Draw the curtain.

PELLEAS. Tl\e preparations are well forward. Indeed, |
think everything is ready. They have put the last faggot on
the pile.  The torches are in their stands.  The steps she will
mount have a nice bit of carpet onthem.  The knights' chargers
are there with their grooms. There is quite a crowd at the
barricades, and there are girls selling apples. A nice, quiet,
orderly crowd. | think it will all be most impressive.

ARTHUR. For God's sske draw the curtain. | can't stand
that noise.

PELLEAS (drawing the curtain and coming down from the
window). Very well. But you mustn't take it so heavily. |
know it means the breaking up of old associations;, and it is
adways a painful thing to do justice, especidly if one is doing
justice on an old friend. But there is no other way.

ARTHUR. | know that. It was kind of you to come,
Pelless
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PELLEAS. If | can be of any help in your dark hour, | look
upon it as a privilege. And tne consolations of religion . . .

ARTHUR. Yes yes All the same I'd have hushed it up
if I could. But why on earth, if she wanted to let hersalf go,
she would choose practicaly the middle of the Round Table!

PELLEAS. The heart of manisadark place . . . and as for
the heart of woman!
ARTHUR. I'm told . . . incineration . . . isnotaparticu-

larly painful death.

PELLEAS. It is difficult to be sure. It is certainly rather
painful to the onlookers. When | was young and enthusiastic
| burned a few heretics. But as | grew older | found myself
less able to support the sight of the poor wretches writhing in
the flames. It may have been wesk of me, but | asked per-
mission of . Agnes to have it done privately by professionals.
The Blessed Saint granted that permission. 1 knew she would.
[t might have been more honest to ask some other Saint.  But
thereitwas. Thereit was

ARTHUR. | have sent for her. | don't know what | shall
say to her. At the trial she was very proud and faraway. As
if the thing had no meaning. You'd better stay by me.

PELLEAS. Certainly, if you wish it.

ARTHUR.  Somehow, when you're there and I'm talking to
you, | always feel abetter man.

PELLEAS. I'm glad of that.

ARTHUR.  Pdleas, under what necessity must | put my wife -
to death ?

PELLEAS. My dear Arthur, surely you know the answer
to that. You are an instrument of the Moral Law.

ARTHUR. The Mora Law, €h ?

PELLEAS. Yes and the Ordinances of Holy Church, which
are the same thing.

ARTHUR. Are they the same thing? Pdless, I'm a plain
man of my hands. | hope I'm as good a Christian as my
neighbours; but if the fate of Guenevere depended on a book of
rules laid down by a parce of priests, she could die in her bed,
so far as | was concerned. And yet | must kill her. Why
must | kill her ?

PELLEAS. Because you are her King and her Judge, and
she has been condemned after a fair trial by her peers.
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ARTHUR. She has no peers  She is ... Never mind
what she is.  She was my love and my friend. It seems she
did evil with Lancelot, who was dso my friend. But of her
Judges, of whom | was the chief, there is not one who has not
done that evil so often that he has forgotten the haf of it.
What impelled those Judges to kill her ?  They didn't hate the
evil she did. | don't hate that evil. Even in the autumn of
my life, | still have ataste for it.

PELLEAS. Wsdl . . . apart from the very natural passion of
jealousy, which was given us to preserve the sanctity of the
marriage tie ...

ARTHUR. God's body, if | thought | had been actuated by
that filthy vice, | should mount the pile of faggots mysdlf. . . .
No ... | think it was that my honour was touched.

PELLEAS. Ah,yes Honour. A good word. It does not
occur in the New Testament, and in the Old Testament it has
strange meanings, but it is a word of great power.

ARTHUR. Itisnot only aword. Itisaspirit that tells me
why the Queen must die.

[Enter GAWAINE]

ARTHUR. Weéll, Gawaine? What isit?

OAWAINE. My Lord, you wished to see the Queen.

ARTHUR. Yes yes Is she here ?

GAWAINE. Yes Come in, Madam.

[Enter GUENEVERE]

GAWAINE. Sir King, | ask you to remember that the affair
wasfixed for noon. We are dready half an hour late. | hope
that your farewells will be short.

ARTHUR. Sir Gawaine of Orkney, you forget yourself.
Remember that | am your King.

GAWAINE.  And remember you that too, Sir.

[GAWAINE bows shortly and goes)]

ARTHUR (to PELLEAS). A rude felow. A rough fellow.
But of sterling stuff.

PBLLEAS. So | hope.

ARTHUR. Heisthelas of my great knights.

GUENEVERE. Great!

ARTHUR.  What did you say, Madam ?

PELLEAS. Madam, King Arthur and | hoped to find you
in @ mood more consonant to your laest hour.
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ARTHUR.  Wsel, Madam ?

GUENEVERE. Wsdll, Sir ?

ARTHUR. The Court has decided that you are to die.

GUENEVERE.  Yes
ARTHUR. It isplain to you why you are to die ?

GUENEVERE. s it plain to you ?

ARTHUR.  Why do you ak ?

GUENEVERE. | have not knownyou, in the pagt, to take much
delight in the society of good King Pelless. | think that you
have caled him as a doctor to your aching conscience.

ARTHUR. Before Heaven, Madam . . .

PELLEAS. Pardonme. . . . Madam, itill befits you to spesk
of the King's conscience. Y our concern iS your own conscience.

GUENEVERE. Do you mean that | should be sorry for what
| have done ?

PELLEAS. | hope you are. Without the consciousness of
sin there can be no repentance, and without repentance there
can be no salvation.

GUENEVERE (very quietly). Sin? What is sin? | know
that my soul had a great need, and that it is wicked to starve
the soul ... toalow the immortal part of us to diminish and
die.  If you mean to destroy my body for some sin that | have
done, be sure that you know which sin.

ARTHUR. God damnit, woman, you might at least repent.

GUENEVERE. Will it make you happier in the wickedness you
areabout to do if | say | have repented ? | have dways striven
for your happiness, my most dear Lord.

ARTHUR. There is no question of happiness. | shall never
be happy again.

PELLEAS. Madam, Madam, do you think it is a happy
occasion for any of uswhen we commit our friend to theflames?
You should have had—you should have now—a little more
consideration.

GUENEVERE. If it will make you alittle happier, | shal tell
ou this: It is that | am deeply grateful to you and to my
usband for what you are about to do. You will take my lire

when my heart islight and my spirit is glowing with benediction.
You will kill me in the days when it has come to my knowledge
that the foremost knight of al the world is my friend and my
lover. Your gift is eternal life for that love wnich cannot now
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ever grow old. | cannot tell by what reasons you justify this
murder to yourselves. They are nothing to me. But when
you kill me you will make me a glorious gift.

ARTHUR. Your loveisdead now. Your lover has deserted

you.
GUENEVERE. No. He is round me like a garment, like a
royal robe. . _ _
PELLEAS. Woman, if you will not listen to us, let God

to you.

GUENEVERE. He has spoken to me.  He tells me to face
death gladly because of what He has done for me.

PELLEAS. God did not tell you to commit adultery.

GUENEVERE. God is not such a fool. He does not send
His messages in foolish words that have no meaning.

PELLEAS. No meaning! My dear Madam, you swore
solemnly before God to be true to your husband. Have you
forgotten that ? You have broken your oath to your husband
and to your God.

GUENEVERE. If | have given God a promise, he has
rleased me from it. He gave my lord Arthur a place in my
soul and then took him away. My lord Arthur is dead.

ARTHUR. Dead? I'm not dead.

GUENEVERE. | know that you are dead by the only means |
have of knowing—that | know you no more.  If | am alive, |
cannot find you in my life.  How can | think but you are dead ?

ARTHUR.  You'll find out soon whether | am dead or not,
whore.

PBLLEAS. My Lord, my Lord. | must ask you to withdraw
that expresson.

ARTHUR.  Why ? :

PELLEAS. It is not suitable to the occasion.

ARTHUR. It issuitable to this damned woman. |'m dead,
am |, harlot ?

GUENEVERE. You are dead and dead and dead and damned.
One lives and breathes and fills al the world with the magjesty
of hisbeing. Heis my King and my Lover.

ARTHUR. If you spesk his name you're a dead woman now.

PELLEAS. No, no. It must be the other way.

[ARTHUR has drawn bis dagger. PELLEAS restrains him with the
powerful grip lame men have."]
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GUENEVERE. His nameis Lancdot.

[Enter GAWAINE, bleeding and exhausted. ARTHUR is too blind
with rage to notice that.]

GAWAINE. My Lord Arthur . . .

ARTHUR. Arethefaggotsready for thisstrumpet ?

GAWAINE. Yes my Lord, but . . .

ARTHUR. Take her, then. Burn her. Burn her bones
and dl. Burn her ashes again till they are a smoke scattered
in the wind.  None of her, not a trace, must sully the land of
Logris. Burn her.  Burn her up.

GAWAINE. My Lord, thefield. . .

ARTHUR.  What field ?

GAWAINE. The field is full of Lancelot's knights. He
came on us unaware through every gate in the town.  He broke
us at the first charge. My brothers are dead and flung on the
wood-pile. | am sorely wounded.

ARTHUR. Draw back thecurtain.

PELLBAS (drawing the curtain). Sancta Mater, Communi-
tasque Angelorum!

[A trumpet sounds.]

GAWAINE. That's his trumpet. Our knights have lad
down their arms.

[Slence.  ARTHUR goes to the window.'

LANCELOT'S VOICE.  King Arthur!

ARTHUR. | am here, traitor.

LANCELOT. Your city is in my hand. Send down the
Queen to me, and | shall ride out and leave you the field.

ARTHUR. In a moment | shal throw down to you her
dead body.

LANCELOT. By Gods blue hood, if you dare! Break
down the great door, lads
[GAh\_NAI]NE and PELLEAS seize ARTHUR and wrest his dagger from
Im.

GAWAINE. No, my Lord.

PELLEAS.  You must do as he says.

GAWAINE. Ifyou touch her it is death for us dl.

[GUENEVERE walks dowly to the window."]
CURTAIN.
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SCENE VI

The theatre remains in darkness after thefall of the Curtain in the last
scene. A baritone hell and a tenor hell flay a little ecclesiastical
duet and male voices are heard intoning a Latin hymn. As these
sounds die out the corners of the stage are gradually lit. LANCELOT
and GUENEVERE in the costumes of a monk and a nun appear before
the curtain at opposite corners. In the Collogue Sentimentale which
follows | should like their manner to he much less that of moaning
actors speaking verse or near-verse than the more matter-of-fact
tone used by cultivated people in describing their surgical operations.

LANCELOT. Are you awake ?

GUENEVERE. It may be. | feel neither heat nor cold, and
the sun has gone down.

LANCELOT. Where are you ?

GUENEVERE. In acdl at the Abbey of Almesbury. Where
are you ?

LANCELOT. In Glastonbury with my four knights.

GUENEVERE. How did you come there ?

LANCELOT.  After our good-bye | rode with my four knights
al day and al that night in a forest, with my heart like to burst
with sorrow. In the morning | saw a hermitage and a chapel
that sood between two cliffs and heard alittle bell ring to Mass.
When we had heard Mass, the hermit, who was a bishop, took
us in and gave us food and drink, and here | live and fast and
pray and deep hard and wait for the ground to cover me.

GUENEVERE. You and | came to Glastonbury in the hard,
bri%ht daylight, and we dismounted from our horses and looked
each other in the eyes and knew that our lives were finished.
| sad again what | sad in my room when the King and the
torches came, our long love has come to an end.

LANCELOT. And | sad that might never be.

GUENBVERE. It was a cold love, and the sun set coldly in
the rain.

LANCELOT. It was dl the love | had.

GUENEVERE. | told you to go to your own country and to
your wife and to your son, and to rule there wisdly and in peace.

LANCELOT. And | sad again, that might never be, for | am
Lancelot and you are the Queen, and we cannot be other than
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GUENEVEfcE. | said you were fase to your wife and false to
your son, Gaahad, and false to yourself.

LANCELOQOT. | sad that there was one thing to which |
could never be false.

GUENEVERE. | told you that it was too late, that hope was
gone. | told you my purpose to give mysdf as a bride to the
Lord Jesu Christ and to rest on His pity, till He should take me
from my mortal body.

LANCELOT. And | sad, "My Sovereign Lady, your com-
mands are the law of my life and | will faithfully endure. |
will betake me to penance and pray while my life lagts if | can
find any good hermit, either grey or white, that will receive
me."

GUENEVERE.  You took me by the hand.

LANCELOT. | said toyou, " And now, Madam, | pray you
kiss me once and never more."

GUENEVERE. | turned away fromyou and went through the
high arched door. We have never kissed and never shall.

LANCELOT. | mounted and rode heavily through the morn-
ing migt, looking for those who should lead me gently to my
grave, for | knew that my story was ended. When | was a
boy | took delight in the comradeship of fierce and noble
knights, and felt mysdf from head to foot strong and terrible
and magnanimous. As | grew older, neither my strength nor
my folly failed, and my head was warmed by the oeauty and the
bounty and the nobleness of my Queen. | knew no other way
ofliving. | canfind no other now. A very little thing flawed
my dream and cast mein the dust. But for that dream | thank
God who made me of this shape and of this cast of mind. |
cannot again ride or fight or love or build up what has fallen.
But the story of the man | am no more remains with me, and
will remain.

GUENEVERE. In all these years your spirit could not spesk to
mine in words. How is it tnat you can speak to me now ?

LANCELOT. | do not know.

GUENEVERE. The fingers of the hands of our bodies clutch
very weakly at the hem of our gowns. Soon the hands will
fall open and hold no more.

LANCELOT. And then?

[The lights dim and go out.  The bells sound again.]
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[The curtains part and show the dark interior of the Hermitage
at Glastonbury. Vaguely outlined at the back is a pallet, on
which SIR LANCELOT ties. Three KNIGHTS are sleeping on rough
palliasses on the floor. The only light is a dim rushlight at a
table. The HERMIT BISHOP is reading by that light, and SIR
BORS, partly armed, is seated beside him on thefloor."]

SIR BORS. He is deeping now. It is many days since he
dept so peacefully.  He was the head of all Christian knights.
There was no one to match him.  He was the courtliest knight
that ever bore shield. He was the truest friend to his lover
that ever bestrode a horse. He was the kindest man that ever
struck with a sword. He was the finest fellow that ever came
among a press of knights.  He was the gentlest man that ever
ate in hall among ladies. He was the sternest knight to his
mortal foe that ever put spear in rest. | cannot believe that
he will not ride again.

\A silence, broken by a peal of laughter from SIR KAY ]

(Springing up).  God's heart!  You will wake him.  Wake
up, air Kay! What ails you ?

. SIR KAY. By theKing of Heaven, why did you wake me ?
| was never in my life so glad and so well at esse.

SIR BORS. Why ? Were you dreaming ?

SIR KAY. Sir Lancelot was with me, with more angels
than | ever saw men on a single day. And | saw the angels
heave up Sir Lancelot towards Heaven, and the getes of Heaven
open against him.

[The HERMIT BISHOP gets up shakily and carries his rushlight over
to SIR LANCELOT'S bed and stands peering into hisface.]

SIR BORS. It is the troubling of dreams. Be quiet. Lie
down and go to deep.  You will wake him.

[The BISHOP draws a blanket across LANCELOT'S face. The
gesture attracts the Attention of the KNIGHTS, and they turn
towards him.]

CURTAI N.

END OF THE PLAY

[ 78] 78



HOLY ISLE
A PLAY IN THREE ACTS






ACT |

SCENE |

Scene:  The Palace of KING LOT of Orkney at Kirkwall. The Throne
Room is not an elaborateplace.  Thefurniture consists of a dais with
a lounge throne covered withfurs.  On this KING LOT, a large, ginger-
headed man in saffron clothes, with his hair long and plaited in the
viking fashion and a small fuzzy heard, is stretched more or less at
full length, playing ineffectively with a cup and ball. One knows he
is a King by hisgold circlet perched rakishly on his head.  After two
or threeattemptshecatchestheball anda JARL-IN-WAITING enters.

LOT. What isit? Why must you interrupt me? What
isit?

JARL. Lord King, they have been waiting for two hours.

LOT. Who have?

JARL. The Lord Bishop; Grettir Flatface, the gombeen
man; and the young salor they have brought with them.
Also a monk.

LOT. I'd better see them, do you think ?

JARL.  Yes Si, | think .

LOT. What do they want ? | forget.

JARL. The Lord Bishop would not tell me. He sad he
had written to you.

LOT. Because he knows | can't read. The Queen has the
letter. | forgot to ask her what was in it.  She had better be
here when | seethem.  Tell her, will you ?

JARL. Itisnot necessary to tell her Majesty anything.

LOT. My dear Sr, if you are trying to oe funny at the
Queen's expense, | need hardly tell you what a hazardous enter-
prise that is.

JARL. God forbid, Sir, that | should try to be funny at al.

LOT. God forbid that you should. My consort hasa poor
sense of humour.  You may find yourself suddenly turned into
a wall-eyed goat. Not a very difficult feat for Margause of
Orkney, the eminent enchantress, but highly unpleasant for
you. And what do you mean by standing there chattering
and my Lord Bishop cooling his heds in the ante-room?
Admit him a once.
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[The JARL hotvSy admits the BISHOP (round and faf), GRETTIR (a
tough and prosperous man of business), TORQUIL, a young sailor
a crazy eye in his head, and a lean, middle-aged Friar

called MESS INNOCENCE. 7 he JARL withdraws.]
Come in, Bishop, come in. I'm sorry to keep you waiting.
I've been very busy. What with one thing and another, |
find | have avery full day. And now what can | do for you ?

BISHOP. Sir King, | wrote to you last Tuesday.

LOT, Andvery kind of you indeed, and abeautifully written
letter, if | may say 0. And now just tell me shortly in your
own words exactly what you Would like me to do.

BISHOP.  Sir, the young man has brought the map.

LOT. Ah,themap. Good. Yes. Let meseit.

[TORQUIL unrolls a map.]
Yes, yes. Put it down on the platform. Sit down, sit down.
Don't be afraid. Explain it to me in your own words.
[The KING descendsfrom his throne and sits on the dais. TORQUIL
sits down opposite him at the other side of the map. The
BISHOP looks over the KING'S shoulder, GRETTIR over TORQUIL'S;
but a]s he gets more interested he sits on the thronefor a better
view.

LOT. By the Man of Hoy, what a lot of Ocean! Wl ?

TORQUIL. There is the Iland, so please you.

LOT. Ah, yes | s The Idand. It isn't a very big
island.

TORQUIL. Itisten mileslong by five miles across. It has
a population of fivethousand souls.

LOT. What'sitsname? | haven't got my spectacles

TORQUIL. It is called Ultima Thule by our cartographers.
The savages on the Idland cdl it Ru-rhush (roo-roosh). That
means The Island of the Sea Ru is the word for Island, and
Rhush is the word for the Sea

LOT. Rooroosh. Odd name. Go on.

TORQUIL. We made it in eight days sailing from Scapa
As his Grace no doubt explained to you, we had ill weather and
were blown off our course.  That is how we found the Island.
It has a big, land-locked bay with deep harbourage for any
number of ships. We made the bar by flashes of lightning, but
we were no sooner in the bay than it fell as cam as a row of
[Lifrmbers. A marvellous landfall. There's asteep mountg'é
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on the Isdand that traps the prevailing wind. They cal it
Cash-a-Ru.

LOT. Why?

TORQUIL. That means the Mountain of the Idand.

LOT. Marvellous ingenuity they must have, thinking of
al these names. Cash-aRu. Go on.

[QUEEN MARGAUSE, a tall and sinisterly beautiful woman, enters,
very quietly. As soon as he notices her, GRETTIR vacates the
Throne with some precipitancy. She takes his place. The
others don't see herfor a little."]

TORQUIL. Webeached on alittle sandy cove surrounded by
trees.  One remarkable thing is that the Island is pretty well
wooded, in spite of its latitude. Conifers and osks, with quite
aded of birch and mountain ash. Very pretty indeed.

LOT. Helo, my dear! | didn't se you. This young
fellow istelling me al about his Island.

MARGAUSE. I know.

LOT. Doyou mindifwegoon?

MARGAUSE.  Go On.

TORQUIL (with some embarrassment—they are all afraid of the
QUEEN). Wsell, Madam . . . mogt of it'sin the letter. . . .
Is there any particular point ... | meantosy . . .

MARGAUSE. What is your name ?

TORQUIL. Torquil, Maam.

MARGAUSE.  You are a sailor ? ’

TORQUIL. WHI, no. I've done a hit of sailing, of course;
but I've been interested in alot of other things. My father isa
knight.

MARGAUSE.  Of my brother, King Arthur ?

TORQUIL. No. King Mark of Cornwall.

MARGAUSE.  You are not a knight ?

TORQUIL. Notyet. | suppose | shall have to be, some day.
But | never could get very enthusiastic about tournaments.

MARGAUSE. You cannot be a coward, or you would not be
a salor.

TORQUIL. | suppose not, Maam.

MARGAUSE. You said you were interested in many other
things. In what things ?

TORQUIL. Oh, | like seeing different places. And how
houses are built. And different languages. And how people
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make things, and how they are governed, and their laws, and
how they work their fields and animas. | like towns and
churches. | like watching the monks illuminating their books
and painting their dtar-pictures.  I'm not very fond of the seq,
but | like finding out how ships are built and handled; and
besides, the sea takes me to new places.

MARGAUSE. You will know agreat many new thingswhen
you go back to Cornwall ?

TORQUIL. | hopeso, Maam. When | go back to Cornwall.

MARGAUSE.  You may not go back ?

TORQUIL. Perhaps | may, perhaps not. There isnt
much . . . outlet in Cornwall.

MARGAUSE. Not for a man of your ability ?

TORQUIL. If you put it that way.

MARGAUSE (suadenly to GRETTIR).  Who are you ?

GRETTIR.  Grettir of the Flat Face, may it please your
Majesty.

MARGAUSE. It isn't very flat.

GRETTIR. It's flatter than my brothers, so please your
Maesty. That's why I'm caled Flatface.

MARGAUSE.  With what do you fill up your life ?

GRETTIR.  I'm a business man.

MARGAUSE. What is that ?

GRETTIR. | buy and sdl things. | finance copper mines
and tin mines, and do a bit in red estate and the like of that.
His Majesty here got his armour and horses and his Danish
Bodyguard through me. | arrange things like that.

MARGAUSE. That is very clever of you. Is your father a
knight?

GRETTIR. No, Maam. I'm a sdf-made man.

MARGAUSB. Ah! At least you are honest enough to admit
it.  And who is the Reverend gentleman ?

BISHOP. That is Mess Innocence, Maam. A brother of
the Columban, or Missionary Order.

MARGAUSE.  How do you do ?

[The FRIAR bows bis bead.]

And now | am interrupting your business. Please go on.

BISHOP. This young man, Madame, took passage In a ship
from Ireland bound for the country of the Lapps.  They were
blown onto an uncharted Idand inhabited, | regret to say, by
[6] 84
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a heathen people. He has shown, to my satisfaction, that it
isjust within the boundaries of my diocese.

GRETTIR. Hes got his head screwed on properly, this
young man. He found pyrites lying about thick, and he had
the sense to bring some of it back.

TORQUIL. They've got the most interesting sort of semi-
civilisation there.  They're very primitive, of course, but they
don't correspond to any other sort of people I've ever seen.
It's well worth looking into.

f hLOT. Are they aimed ? Could they put up any sort of a
ight 2

TORQUIL. | didn't see any armed men. They received us
in the friendliest way. We were the first strangers they'd seen
for years. I'd have liked to stay, but the Captain wouldn't
wait longer than it took to undergird his ship and revictual.
They've some sort of tradition that they came from the Eastern
Mediterranean. They were very reticent about it. If | had
a month or two there | could find out.

GRETTIR. It'sobviously aplace that wants opening up.

BISHOP. We must take them the light of the Gospd with-
out deay. Brother Innocence is ready to start.

LOT. |It'sto take twenty-five knights, a hundred axemen, a
hundred archers and four hundred pikemen. | can't afford it,
with the Strathclyde campaign on my hands.

GRETTIR. | know where | can lay my hands on a regiment
of Saxons dirt cheap.

LOT. Not cheap enoughfor me. How arethey off for cattle ?

TORQUIL. It's good pasturage for hill pasturage, and it
seemed to be very well stocked.

GRETTIR. I've got a hunch about it, and | seldom make a
mistake.

LOT. It'sdl very well for you to have hunches. You've
got no responsibility.

GRETTIR. Nobody, your Mgjesty, ever accused me of failing
to back my hunches.

LOT. It has dways been a very extraordinary thing to me
that people who do nothing all their lives except make wagers
come to imagine that they have felt the same toiling and schem-
ing and anxiety as those who have done the real working and
g’ghting. Now, if you were a practicd man . . . [7]
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ORETTIR. | likethat!! By Glory, I like that! .

MARGAUSE. TheKingand | arevery glad you likeit. You
will now, if you please, nourish your satisfaction in silence while
your betters are discussing matters of high policy. Bishop,
you have been comparatively silent.  Will you be good enough
to address us ?

BISHOP. Asa Chrigtian priest | must, of course, agree with
the King that violence is most undesirable. He has spoken,
if | may say <0, like a Christian Prince. So long as they com-
mit no flagrant acts of aggression againgt the lieges, the inhabi-
tants of this Island have a right to live their own life and to
preserve their own independence, however small and weak they
may be. It is my duty as a Churchman to lay down this
principle very clearly and boldly.

LOT. Perfectly right. Beddes, we simply cant afford
another expedition.  The people won't stand it.

BISHOP. On the other hand, there are other principles to
be taken into account. As an instance, there is the principle
of legitimate trade. . . .

GRETTIR. Hear, hear.

BISHOP. An inalienable human right vested in those who
have the God-given energy and public spirit to practise that
activity. A world full of idle hands is swept and garnished for
the entry of the Devil. Faith without works, says St James,
isdead. And the Church isfully conscious of the stream of life
poured into the veins of its Faith by the beneficent labours of
Commerce.

GRETTIR. My Lord, | thank you. | thank you from the
bottom of my heart. You have sad most eloquently what |
have dways felt, but have aways been unable to express.  We
are the instruments of a Higher Providence.

MARGAUSE. | was under the impression that | told you to
be quiet.

GRETTIR. Your Magesty, | am sorry. You must have
noticed that 1 am a man of few words. But there are times
when | smply have to open my head and spesk in my own
blunt, business-like way. | can't help it.  It's how I'm made.

MARGAUSE.  It's how you made yourself, isn't it ? Rather
apity. Go on, Bishop.

BISHOP. There is a third principle, Madame, and then |
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shal have done. The Church has more than a right, it has a
duty, to bring light to those who st in darkness. Whatever
may be your Majesty's decision, | propose to send a mission to
this Idand. Grettir Flatface has been moved by the spirit to
equip for us a small vessd for this purpose. He shall have, |
doubt not, his reward. But it is only right that | should point
out this: That the success of the Misson would be assured if it
were accompanied by some proportion of your Majesty's Fleet.

LOT. No, no, no. | know what you're after, and you
can't haveit. | have dl the idands | want.

BISHOP. Sobeit. If Brother Innocence attains the crown-
ing glory of martyrdom, it is hisand the Church's gain.

LOT. If you think I'm going to send a single gdley to get
Brother Whatsisname out of any trouble he gets into, you are
very much mistaken.

BISHOP. | cannot disguise from you, Sir, mydliopointment
at your decision.  But, if the march of civilisation h depended
upon the support of monarchs, civilisation would not have
marched very far. We must do what we can. Failing your
patronage, we must trust in the patronage of the Blessed Saints.

LOT. Oh, you can have my patronage al right. But you
can't have any troops.

TORQUIL.” May | speak ?

LOT. Yesyes Certainly. Butdon't taketoo longabout it.

TORQUIL. With the utmost respect, | thlnk% u've got hold
of the wrong end of the stick. | don't think there should be
any question of conguering or exploiting .

BISHOP. Stop, stop, stop, stop, stop! You mustn't speak
like that. If you had done the King and mysdf the favour
of listening to what we sad ... let done recognising that the
King is a magnanimous and enlightened Prince and | a humble
but, 1 hope, devoted Minister of Religion . . . wherewas | ?
. .. Ah,yesl Ifyou had not, in the fashion of the very young,
alowed your attention to stray, you would have redised that
the question of conquest and exploitation has never arisen and
never could arise.

TORQUIL. If that's so, I'm sorry, but .

BISHOP. Ifthat is s, young man ? Redly now. Redly.

TORQUIL. WEell, take calvilisation.  You did say you wanted

§)7civilise this Idand. [9]



HOLYISLE ACT |

BISHOP. |f you mean that we had apurely altruisticimpulse
to introduce certain blessings and benefits, Doth spiritual and,
perhaps, temporal, to that benighted spot, you have read our
minds correctly.

TORQUIL. But the place is civilised. It's civilised aready.
It doesn't need our civilisation.

INNOCENCE.  If the Pagan Night of Heathendom is com-
patible with civilisation, it is news to me.

MARGAUSE. What abeautiful voice you have, Father. And
| was wondering whether you could speak at all.

TORQUIL. No, but honestly ... | do think this expedition
ought to go to the Idand with an open mind. They may be
simple and primitive, but they're kindly and industrious, and
they have a sysem of laws that seems to work very well. |
think we ougnt to go there from what the Greeks used to cdl
the scientific motive: | mean, to get to know about them and
al that. I'm glad were not taking any troops. They'd just
get drunk and want to fight and make trouble.  What we want
todoisto ... isto ... add to the sum of human knowledge,
if | may invent aphrase. When we know all about them, we
might even learn something from their ways of doing things
and their way of looking at life. And soon. If you see what
| mean.

INNOCENCE. I think we should leave thisyoung man behind.

TORQUIL.  Oh, you couldn't do that!

BISHOP. | aminclined to agree. He isababbler. And |
am not sure that he isn't a profane babbler.

TORQUIL. All I said was that we should go to the Idand in
the . . . in some sort of spirit of humility.

BISHOP. Then you expressed yoursdf very badly. Of
course an expedition under the aegis of the Church will DC con-
ceived and carried out with the utmost humility. | have little
doubt that, if we permit you to sail, even you might pick up a
few hintsin that very valuable virtue.

TORQUIL.  But there can't be any question of my not sailing.
| know the way and | know the peopleand . . .

BISHOP. We shall ponder on the matter.

GRETTIR. | think we should take him.

BISHOP. As you are paying the piper, no doubt you are
entitled to cdl the tune. But, a the same time . . .
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GRETTIR. I'm going mysdlf. I'll see that he doesn't talk
too much.

LOT. When do you sail ?

GRETTIR. As there seems to be no question of an escort,
on Tuesday at High Tide, so please your Maesty.

LOT. Areyou having any sort of ceremony ?

BISHOP. | shdl, naturally, be there to bless the ship and its
company.
LOT. | shall be there too.

GRETTIR. | call that extremely handsome of your Majesty.
It will be a great encouragement to all of us. It will make the
expedition a redly officia and high-toned affair. Will her
Majesty honour us with her presence ?

MARGAUSE. No.

LOT. No? Oh, why not? Don't you approve of the
expedition?

MARGAUSE. Whether | approve or not is beside the point.
| am only a woman.

LOT. Oh, my dear! You may be only a woman, but you
are avery remarkable woman.

MARGAUSE. | don't understand such matters. Besides, |
am going on Tuesday to my cestle in Forres.

LOT. You didn't tell me.

MARGAUSE. Didn't | ?

LOT. Theaudienceis at an end.

[Hejoins MARGAUSE on the Throne,
BISHOP. Our grateful thanks and our humble duty to your

Majesty. [ The party withdraws backwards, bowing at intervals.']

LOT. What is al this about? You never told me you
were going to Forres.

MARGAUSE. To where?

LOT. To Forres. You sad just now that you were going
to Forres.

MARGAUSE. Did | ? Then perhaps | shall.

LOT. Hoaly Saints, what are you after thistime ?

MARGAUSE. | am too tired to invent any convincing lies
for you this morning.  Perhaps in the afternoon | shall think
of something.

LOT. | shal never be able to understand you.
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MARGAUSB.  No ?

LOT. What do you think of this expedition? You .read
the Bishop's letter.  You must have thought a lot about ,it.
You might have given me a hint what to say.

MARGAUSE.  You did very well.

LOT. But do you think there's anything in it? There
must be, or old Flatface wouldn't go himself, let aone fitting
out aship. Hesamean old rat. | wish you'd let me know
what you think.

MARGAUSE. | think the Sailor isavery remarkable young
man.

LOT. | thought him a damned bore myself. A bit crazy,
too. 1'm going down to the stables.  Care to come ?

MARGAUSE. No, | think not.

LOT. Solong, then. [I'll seeyou later.

MARGAUSE.  Possibly.

[Exit LOT, MARGAUSB is left sitting on the Throne registering
inscrutable purpose till she is nearly black in theface."]

SCENE 1l

Scene:  The Guest House at Ru-Rhush in the early morning. It is a sort
of pyramid or cone, built of long, thin, unmortared stones. It is lit
mainly by an aperture at what would be the apex of the cone if more
than half of it were on the stage.  This skylight or chimney has im-
mediately below it an unlit log fire, piled in a circular granite hearth.

The back wall is divided byfour cubicle-alcoves, separated by stone pillars.
They are screenedfrom the Audience by coloured woollen cloths, but
the second and thefourth screens have been partly drawn back, show-
ing untidy low beds with bearskin coverlets.

A long oak beam stretches across the tops of the pillars. It is painted
with curious crude designs, quite meaningless, with a vague hint of
both Celtic and Greek art in their composition. A big rectangular
doorway, situated towards the Prompt side shows a prospect of a
sunny, calm bay and part of a two-headed mountain.  Three rough
steps leadfrom the doorway down into the House. A double screen
of leather and coloured cloth has been drawn back.

A lark is singing outside, and a deep diapason of snoring accompanies it
from the third screened cubicle.  Soon these sounds arejoined by a
song sung by a RU-WOMAN, who comes bustling in, carrying a heap
of garments and a couple of logsfor the fireplace. She is sturdy and

[ 12] 20



ACTI HOLYISLE

middle-aged, and wears a single garment of three different shades of
blue. She dumps the logs and lays out the garments on a stone ledge
on the O.P. side.

Her song is in the Ru-Rhush language, and the air is rather like that of
LAND OF HEART'S DESIRE in Mrs. Kennedy Eraser's Collection.

WOMAN. Wah naclash-nye luf.  (Fawaway clouded-not

the sky
Blue ash Ru Blue over the Idand
Pul wansha grash Above pale bright sand

Dwawmish na glumert. Is a dream of the sun's)
[Enter TORQUIL.  He is in goodform.]

TORQUIL. ©Oh, good morning to you.

WOMAN.  Good morning to you.

TORQUIL. What is your name ?

WOMAN. My name is Ku. It means The Wood PFigeon.

TORQUIL. My nameisTorquil. | don't know what it means.

WOMAN. It is avery peculiar name.

TORQUIL. | am sorry.

WOMAN. You mustn't be sorry. It is the fault of your
parents.  If any.

TORQUIL. What do you mean by " ifany " ?

WOMAN.  When the young men found the four of you, you
were lying on the sand in a row, al wet.  You looked as if you
had been carefully arranged in that row, and the sea is very
cadess.  We thought you might have been created there.

TORQUIL. No. We came from aship. We struck a reef,
I think, in the middle of the night. We must have split in
two. There was nothing left forward of the after-cabin where
the owner and the priest and | dept. Very soon that went
too, and we three took to the water clinging to a spar.

WOMAN. Three? There were four or you.

TORQUIL. Oh, yes. There was the cabin-boy.

WOMAN.  What kind of boy ?

TORQUIL. The boy who was supposed to look after the
cabin. | hardly saw him.

WOMAN. Heisa peculiar kind of boy.

TORQUIL. Indeed heis He wassick from the moment we
cast off. . i

KU. Strange things happen to people who are sick.
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TORQUIL.  Poor little devil! Isn't he up yet ? He ought
to be helping you.

KU. My mother when she was sick got very fat and my
father got very thin.

TORQUIL.  Yes?

KU. And before they were sick my mother was thin and
my father wes fat. But | never heard of that change.

TORQUIL.  What change ?

KU. | shal never be able to remember your name. | think
welll call you Shlup while you are on the Island.

TORQUIL.  What does ahlup mean ?

KU. It means adiver. We shal call the other gentleman
Snor because of the noise he makes when he is adeep.  Then
there's the solemn gentleman in the long frock he wouldn't let
medry. He has been outside al morning talking to himself in
a peculiar way. WEeIl cdl him Kaa, because that is our name
for acrow, and he lookslike one. | am not quite sure what we
shall cal your cabin boy. You say one thing about him and
| think another, so it isalittle difficult. What name had your
cabin boy in the place you come from ?

TORQUIL. I don't know. We cdled him Hi You.

KU. Hiyu is our name for a moor bird with a long beak.
But the name for his hen is Wheet.

TORQUIL. Wehad better call the cabin boy Hiyu.

KU. Doyou think so?

[GRETTIR appearsfrom his cubicle, wrapped in a blanket."]

GRETTIR. Eyahyah! What about breakfast ?

KU. Good morning, Snor. Your breakfast is in the
kitchen—out through the door and first to the left.

GRETTIR. Snor? What do you mean by Snor ?

TORQUIL. It is to be your Idand name. It means Great-
Prince-with-the-Adenoidal-Countenance. My name is Shlup.
You'd better pick up the Parson and make him have his break-
fast. I've had mine. Hisnameisto be Kaa

GRETTIR. Wherearemy trousers?

[KU picks up bis nether garmentsfrom the ledge."]

KU. Arethesetrousers? How funny!
GRETTIR. Here! Hand them over.

[He retires to bis cubicle."]
[ H] o
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TORQUIL. And it'stime that young lubber got under way.
[Goingintofirst cubicle.]

Hi! You! Youyoung SonofaGun! Show aleg there.
Tumble up and look smart about it. ... Oh! ... | beg
your pardon!

[His jovial cries have been interrupted by a smothered squeal.
He comes out of the cubicle precipitately and covered with con-
fusion. GRETTIR, completing his toilet, appears at the opening
of his cubicle.  TORQUIL staresfrom KU to GRETTIR, opening and
shutting his mouth as if he had words, but they would not come.]

GRETTIR. What'sthe matter with you ?

TORQUIL (pointing). He ... she . . .

KU. | toldyou. Didn't 1 tell you?

TORQUIL. Thecabinboy . . . shésnot aboy at all!

GRETTIR.  How do you know ?

[MARGAUSE, with a deepy look about her and a bearskin rug wrapped
round her, appears at the opening of her cubicle."]

MARGAUSE. Never mind how he knew. Get me some
clothes.

KU. | thought of that.

[She takes women's clothesfrom the heap on the ledge and gives
themtoMARGAUSE]

There you are. They are nearly new. Weve been
wondering what name to call you. | suppose you have astupid,
meaningless name like the rest of them. Perhaps we had
better leave it over till She comesto sseyou. Yes, | think that
wpuld be the best plan.  She will think of something.

MARGAUSE. That will be very clever of her, whoever
Sheis.

KU. Oh, shes clever dl right.

MARGAUSE. But who IS she f

KU. That's her name—She. She is the daughter of He.
But he is now At One With The Earth, as all of us must be.

MARGAUSE. Do you mean he is dead ?

KU. Oh,no. Hesnotdead. Hespart of afield of wheat.
Besides, She is He as well as being She, just as I'm my father
Tittur and my mother Mua. We don't die in Ru-Rhush,
whatever people do in other places.

MARGAUSE. | can't stand here any longer listening to non-
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sense and catching cold.  When She comes | should like to
spesk to her.  Tdl her that, will you ?
[MARGAUSE retires into her alcove and pulls the screen.]

KU. What did she mean by nonsense? She must be a
very stupid woman, that cabin boy of yours. We keep on
giving bits of life away, and then a time comes when we give it
al avay. But that isn't being dead. Being dead is when life
sops.  If your cabin boy talks like that to She, |1 don't know
what'll happen. She is the only person on this island who is
alowed to lose her temper.

TORQUIL. | hope that the lady we thought was our cabin
boy doesn't lose her temper too.

KU. She had better not.

GRETTIR. Sheisamost important person, | think you ought
to know.

KU. | can't help that. If she loses her temper she will
have to be dipped.

TORQUIL.  What is that ?

GRETTIR. Hush! Shes just behind the screen. Shelll
hear every word.

KU. | wouldn't tell you anyhow. We don't talk about
such things.

GRETTIR (taking KU aside}. That lady is none other than
Queen Margause. She is the wife of King Lot, and Queen
of the Orkneys. Shé's the sister of King Arthur of England.
She's said to be the richest woman in the world.  And sheisa
notorious Enchantress.

KU. | don't know what @l that is about, but I'd better get
her breakfast ready. I'll cal her Queen till She finds a name
for her. Queen is our name for a peacock's wife. . . ,
Queen, you'll find your breakfast in the kitchen in two or
three minutes.  Look sharp and don't let it get cold.

) [Exit zu.]

GRETTIR. Whatistherefor breakfast ?

TORQUIL. A sort of porridge.  Not bad. No doubt from
the wheat from thefield fertilised by the Father of She. | must
find out about that. I'm probably partly She's father aready.

GRETTIR. Sop waffling and try to think for a moment.
What on earth are we to do ?

TORQUIL.  About the Queen ?
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GRETTIR.  Yes

TORQUIL. I don't know.

GRETTIR. | never got such ashock in my life.
TORQUIL. Neither did 1.

GRETTIR.  Things were difficult enough as it was.

[Enter BROTHER INNOCENCE]

GRETTIR. Oh, there you are, Father. Come over here,
and talk very quietly. Do you know what's happened ?

INNOCENCE. No. | have spent the morning at my orisons.

GRETTIR. Do you remember the cabin boy ?

INNOCENCE.  The child who was sea-ick for dl thejourney ?
[, too, was searsick. | did not much regard him.

GRETTIR. Heisthe Queen of Orkney.

INNOCENCE. You are plessed to be facetious.

TORQUIL. No. Unfortunately it is true.

INNOCENCE. You mean that this wretched woman has
joined the expedition in disguise ?

GRETTIR. That's right.

INNOCENCE. Sancta Maria cum Sancto Josepho Multi-
tudinegue Angelorum!

GRETTIR. You never said atruer word.

INNOCENCE. She must be as if she had not been.  We must
ignore her. ’

GRETTIR. Nobody has ever managed to ignore the Queen
of Orkney.

TORQUIL. I'm not a bloodthirsty man.  I've never killed
anything but a few partridges and rabbits; but | think we
should kill her.

INNOCENCE.  These are terrible words.

TORQUIL. Yes. Now. | can't explain why, but | know
I'm right.

GRETTIR. You can't do that.

INNOCENCE. It is evil to take human life without long and
prayerful meditation.

TORQUIL.  If I meditate | won't be able to do it.

[Heseizesabigbilletfromthe fireplace)]

GRETTIR. Stop, you damned fool. If there's any natural
religion in this place they'll soon find out she's a witch.
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INNOCENCE. When | have Christianised the Idland, | shall
denounce her myself.

GRETTIR. They'll do al the killing that's wanted.

INNOCENCE. " Ye shall not suffer a witch to live."

GRETTIR. Then the King will have to send a punitive
expedition. Sir Gawaine or King Arthur will, if he doesn't.
Don't be a fool.

TORQUIL. That's filthy treachery. No, no, no. [I'll kill
her in hot blood like a gentleman.

[He breaksfrom them and makesfor the QUEEN'S alcove. MAR-
CAUSE, dressed like a woman of the Island, appears before the
screen, and he checks himself.]

MARGAUSE (after looking at him intently}.  So you are going
to kill me, Torquil ?

TORQUIL. Madame, | ... (speech fails him).

MARGAUSE.  Put down that horrid log. You must not kill
me in that disgusting fashion. Come nearer to me.

[TORQUIL approaches her with the gay insouciance of a rabbit
approaching a stoat.]

You must not batter and spoil my beautiful head, Torquil.
You must take me by the throat witn your strong young hands
and hold tight till my breathing stops. Lay down the log.

. [TORQUIL drops the kg with a clatter.]
Let me see the strong hands that are so soon to choke me.
You have spoiled them alittle by heaving on ropes, but they are
still the hands of an artist. The long thumb and the little
finger swing out from the rest. They are a visionary's hands.
You must let me, some day, tell your fortune. But | forgot.
There was something you had to do.

[She lifts his bands to her neck]
Now, strangle me.

[TORQUIII drags his hands away, but MARGAUSE keeps a grip on his
wrists

MARGAUSE.  You have changed your mind ?

TORQUIL.  Let me go.

MARGAUSE.  You don't want to kill me ?

TORQUIL.  With my whole heart | want to kill you5 but |
can't.

MARGAUSB. Very wdll, then.
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[She lets him go.]

Go over to your friends. You may sit down, all of you.
[MARGAUSE sitsontheledge. Theotherssquat onthe floois.]

Why did you want to kill me?

GRETTIR. Your Mgesty, we tried to restrain this young
man, but he was too strong for us. | shall go now and fetch
the guard, or whatever they've got on this Island, and have him
arrested.

MARGAUSE. But you and the priest were plotting against me
too.

GRETTIR. Oh, no, Madame! We couldn’t think of such a
thing. We are your Majesty's most humble, loyal and devoted
subjects. | got this bruise on my arm trying to stop him.

MARGAUSE. Nevertheless, you were plotting against me.
Why did you do that ?

GRETTIR.  On my soul and conscience . . .

MARGAUSE. My dear Sir, you must find something far more
formidable to swear by ... if you must swear in a lady's
presence, Why do you wish me to be killed, Priest ?

INNOCENCE. | do not wish you to be killed.

MARGAUSE. Do you find me inconvenient ?

INNOCENCE. Mogt inconvenient.

MARGAUSE.  In what respect ?

INNOCENCE. Madame, | will be plain with you. | am an
Ambassador of the Church of Christ, sent to bring this Idand
to a sense of the beauty of holiness. | find in you some beauty,
but no haliness.  Your very presence menaces my mission, not
to mention whatever mischief you may be contemplating.

MARGAUSE.  You think | am awicked woman ?

INNOCENCE. | think you bear a grievous burden of varie-
gated Sns.

MARGAUSE. | lower the tone of your mission ?

INNOCENCE.  If you put it in that way, yes

MARGAUSE. You sit there between a snesk thief and a
would-be murderer and say that to mel

INNOCENCE. My companions are sinners, and for sinners
there is the hope of redemption. They are not the chosen
instruments of the Devil.

[GRETTIR is about to speak, but a lookfrom MARGAUSE restrains him. |
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MARGAUSE. Does it occur to you, Priest, that | may not
be the sort of woman you so generoudly describe? If | had
been, would you be sitting there slandering your Queen when
one word from her would silence you for ever ? | am till
Queen of Orkney. Grettir is my subject and Torquil is the
son of a knight  Either of them coula let the life out of that
bag of bones if your lawful sovereign gave the order.

INNOCENCE. | am not afraid of you, Madame. Nor of them.

MAROAUSE. | know you are not afraid. | think you are
the bravest man | ever saw. But you are a mistaken man.
Why do you think | dressed myself in mean rags and dared the
ocean to come with you ?

INNOCENCE. | cannot tell.

MARGAUSE. Neither can | tell you. But | beseech you to
think and to pray, and it may be that you will find in my act the
elements of redemption even for a soul in such jeopardy as the
soul of your Queen.

INNOCENCE. | pray that it may be so, Madame.

GRETTIR. May | be dlowed to humbly express my sdis
faction and, if I may say so, my deeﬁ admiration for the magnani-
mous way in which your Majesty has taken this most unpleasant
incident. If there have been hasty words and actions—actions
and words, if | may say s, that we all regret and would like
to forget—you must remember that we have just been through
a very trying time. With the notable exception of your
Majesty, we are none of us quite ourselves yet. But | feel
confident that the outcome of this very frank little discussion
holds the best of omens for the future. One word more. |
am not a man who makes a parade of his religion, but | think
the worthy Father here will agree with me that the Hand of
Providence has been very evident in the recent alarming series
of events. The four of us were saved, dmost by a miracle,
from the wreck.  Surely it is not presumptuous to suggest that
Providence has ds0, amost miraculoudly, given us a leader and
a guide in her Mgesty, the gracious Consort of the anointed
ruler of our State.  Nay, more . .

MARGAUSE. Have you had your breskfast ?

GRETTIR. No, your Majesty.

MARGAUSE. Then go and have your breakfast. And take
Father Innocence with you. | want to talk to Torquil.
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GRETTIR. Isitsafe ... to leave you done with him ?
MARGAUSE. Quite safe. Father, when you have leisure,
we shall try to understand each other better, snail we not ?
[INNOCENCEbows]

GRETTIR.  We may go ?
MARGAUSE. You may g

[Exeunt INNOCENCE and GRETTIR, GRETTIR very elaborately.]
Well? . . .

Come and sit by me.

[TORQUIL is silent]

[TORQUIL joins her on the ledge]

What impelled you to attack mein that extraordinary fashion ?

TORQUIL. It was Fear, Madame.

MARGAUSE. Fear ?

TORQUIL. It is dways Fear that makes us do extravagant
and cruel things.

MARGAUSE. Always Fear ? | don't think so. Have you
ever seen extravagance and cruelty springing from some other
motive?

TORQUIL. What other motive ?

MARGAUSE. Greed ? Or the lust for Power ? Or ..
Love?

TORQUIL. It may be .

MARGAUSE.  Love expressss itself in strange ways, Torquil.

TORQUIL. Yes ... | know . . . But. . . . No
Madame, | tried to kill you because | was afraid.

MARGAUSE.  Afraid of what ? Of me ?

TORQUIL. Yes ... No. .. . Madame | have a curious
feeling about this Idand.

MARGAUSE. Tell me.

TORQUIL. Going up and down . . . and about ... in
England and in Ireland, in Alban and in Spain . . . every-
where . . . I've seen a great many people, living in their own
way. All kinds of people, rich and poor, but mostly poor
people.  And nine out of ten of them—more than that—they
were . . . dont laugh at me ... they were Good.

MARGAUSE.  What do you mean by good ?

TORQUIL. They were kind and gentle and honest and
friendly and patient and tolerant and brave and industrious, and
even happy. Everywhere they were like that.

99 [ 21 ]



HOLYISLE ACTI

MARGAUSE. You must have been very fortunate in your
acquaintances.

TORQUIL. No. Waitamoment. They weren'tal like that.

MARGAUSE. You didn't, by any chance, find that some of
them were stupid ?

TORQUIL. Oh, agreat many of them were stupid. Nearly
al of them. But that might not have mattered if only . . .
Thhe point is that there was always something that spoilt every-
thing.

MARGAUSE. What was that ?

TORQUIL. I'm not quite sure. Sometimes it was a land-
owner who was so crazy with greed that the other landowners
began to hate and fear him. And then they became as crazy
as he was. Sometimes it was the land itself. If the soil was
too easy, the people became fat and idle and selfish. If it was
too difficult, they became hard and suspicious. Sometimes they
0o so enthusiastic about governing themselves that everybody
wanted to rule everybody ese, and the stupid ones didn't know
the difference between ruling and bullying. Arid nearly every-
where there was some man riot quite right in his head who
couldn't fit in and always wanted to quarrel. He made every-
body round about fidgety, and that made them jealous and
ready to take offence. You know how it is when somebody
can't help yawning or scratching himself. The poor wretch
goes on until everybody in the company isyawning or scratching
too. | saw alot of that sort of thing in man-and-woman re-
lationships too. Men and women were al right until some
itching individual came to live among them.

MARGAUSE. | am afraid | cannot quite see whither this
slightly indecent oration is leading us. Never mind.  Go on.

TORQUIL. No, but honestly. . . . And there were all sorts
of systems, too, that seemed to spoil everything. | mean,
there was one place where they roasted potatoes in their jackets,
and very nice too. Then a clever chap found that they were
aso very nice cut into bits and fried in boar's fat. Then two
asxs came to the conclusion that they ought to be done either
one way or the other. Then they had afight and everybody
took sides.  When | was there they had just broken a man on
the wheel for frying potatoes or baking them—I forget which.
The winning side had set some fool to making regulations for
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cooking potatoes, and fools of that sort never trust ordinary
common sense.  And there's any amount of common sense
in the world, believe me, if they'd only let it dlone. But some
people must have their laws and rules and regulations and
instructions . . .

MARGAUSE. But, Torquil, my dear, without rules and regu-
lations we should have chaos.

TORQUIL. Perhaps. That may be. We ought to have
rules to prevent the itching ones from robbing and killing each
other and, may be, rulesto restrain them from making rules.

MARGAUSE. | enjoy hearing you talk, but why did you try
to kill me ?

TORQUIL. | wascoining to that.

MARGAUSE. How nice!  Go on.

TORQUIL. This Island seemed to me to be the only place
| had found where nothing had happened to spoil it all.

MARGAUSE. So you went at once to the Bishop and Grettir
Ylatfa.ce to see what they could do about it ?

TORQUIL, Well, yes, I ... | thought . . .

MARGAUSE.  You thought that the peace and beauty of the
pigeon-loft would be enhanced by the introduction of two large,
hungry Tomcats ?

TORQUIL. Oh, Madame, you don't understand. Besides,
Crettir and the Monk aren't like that at all. They're simple
souls. | could twist them round my little finger. . . . No.
You were perfectly right in saying the Island was like a pigeon-
loft. They're so helpless, you see. All their virtues are
negative sort of virtues. They've no Tradition. They've no
Art, or Religion, or Patriotism, or Philosophy, or Science to
carry them through a danger period. Their Architecture's
primitive. Their Agriculture's primitive. Now, Grettir's a
marvellous executive. He has no ideas of his own, but if you
give him ideas he gets them into practice at a tremendous rate.
I'm no good at that sort of thing, but I'll feed him with ideas
and keep a tight hand on him. Then | know you don't like
Father Innocence, but he's a wonderful fellow. Hes a musi-
cian, he's a scholar, he's a physician, heé's an artist, he's an
orator and he's a bit of a saint as well.  Besides, my experience
is that there's nothing so good for steadying a people as a good
sound religious background.
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MARGAUSE.  Grettir and the Bishop wanted to send soldiers ;
| suppose they have a steadying influence too ?

TORQUIL. They have, in acurious kind of way. | suppose
alittlediscipline isagood thing, too.  But that was only a make-
shift ideg, and | wasn't very keen on it.  Grettir thought we'd
be able to get down to what he caled business more quickly if
we appeared to have some backing.

MARGAUSE. And what is this " business " to which Grettir
wants to get down ?

TORQUIL. [I'vejust told you. | believe in this people. |
think it will take very little to make them the most wonderful
people in the world. Man doesn't live by goodness dlone.  He
needs an intenser form of life, or hell die. | shan't touch the
groundwork of their common way of living. That would be
to spoil everything. But I'll make poets and artists and crafts-
men and philosophers to teach them the meaning of their good-
ness ... to key up their happiness to ecdtasy.

MARGAUSE.  You think that | would not be helpful to this
project ?

TORQUIL. Oh, Madame, | have seen enough of you to be
sure that you will never be happy unless you are pulling the

Devil by the tail. You love excitement and passon and
intrigue and danger. | have come to save the Idand from these
things. So | had the impulse to kill.

MARGAUSE. Perhaps it is true that you have seen enough of
me to come to an opinion. Y ou accidentally saw agood deal of
me thismorning. But do you know why | came on thisvoyage ?

TORQUIL. No, Madame.

MARGAUSB. | am not surethat | know myself. But | think
it must have been maternal instinct. o

[KU comes scurrying in.]

KU. Oh, there you are? Where are the others? She is
coming up the path.  She will want to see them all.

[If the Actor who is flaying TORQUIL/"// that be can make bis
long speeches better walking excitedly up and down, be may do
s0. If not, be rises at thispoint and goes up stage. KU runs to
the door and shouts:]

Snor! Kaal Come quickly! Comein herel

[KVfusses about, tidying beds, adjusting screens and talking all the
time—]
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There's no need to be afraid.  Unless something has happened
to make her angry, there's nothing at al to worry about. |
think you'll like her. 1 hope She likes you.

[Enter GRETTIR and INNOCENCE ]

GRETTIR.  What's the matter ?

KU. Oh, there you are? | was telling Shlup and Queen
not to get excited. And don't you get excited either. She
may just have a look a you and go away. It dl depends what
kind of a mood She finds herself in.  She's sometimes a little
funny that way. It's knowing so much, | suppose. | should
think her heaa sometimes almost splits with all the knowledge
that is in it. It saves the rest of us on the Idand so much
trouble to have somebody who knows everything.  Now, you
don't need to say anything. Just wait for her to speak. . . .
She can't be far off now. I'll go out and have a look—see.
Just stay here.  And don't get worried.

[KU goes out. She is seen through the doorway, shading her eyes
with her hand.]

MARGAUSE (to TORQUE). Have you seen this woman ?

TORQUIL. No, Madame. On my last visit she was in
retreat.  She was meditating, they saia

[Ashortpause. KU re-enters,)]

KU. Sheis coming. Now, don't spesk till She speaks to
you. Stand over there in a row.

\As she is watching the doorway, KU does not see that MARGAUSE
has not movedfrom her seat. SHE enters, followed by WAWA,
QUA and KWOO. SHE isdressed as a Chinese, though there are
only afew traces of Chinese ancestry in her features. WAWA is
a very old man, in alonggrey gown, with a chain of oyster shells
round his neck. QUA and KWOO are middle-aged men in knee-
length tunics with wide sleeves in different shades of grey.
KWOO is completely bald. QUA has a bushy, grizzed beard.
All three men carry long, peeled holly-sticks. KU addresses SHE
respectfully, but without any obeisance.]

KU. She, these are the people who were found on the shore.
Their names are Kaa, and Snor and Shlup and—and——Oh,
yes, and Queen.

[She signals behind her back for MARGAUSE to get up. MARGAUSB
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MARGAUSE (to Ku). Bring a seet for the lady.
[TORQUIL fads a little stool and moves it to face MARGAUSE]

MARGAUSE (to SHE). You may be seated.
SHE (after a very short pause). | thank you.
[SHEsitsdown.]

MARGAUSE.  Will you present these gentlemen to me ?

SHE (without looking round). The man with the white beard
is Wawa. He is our oldest Judge. The man with the short
beard is Qua, the Seagull. Heisa fisherman. The bad man
is Kwoo, the Owl. He works with his head. That is why
heis bald.

MARGAUSE. That is very interesting. Do you have many
baldheaded men on your delightful little Idand ?

SHE. No. Kwoo isthe only one.

MARGAUSE. He must be very proud of his beautiful shiny
bad head.

SHE. No. Heisnot proud. We do not encourage pride.

MARGAUSE. How right you are! But you must remember
that there issuch athineasproper pride. For example, you must
take apridein this perfect little community you govern so well.

SHE. | do not govern this community.

MARGAUSE. Oh? | understood that you did.

SHE. We have no government here. | have heard of
governments. Their purpose is to keep the wicked in order.
Here we try as far as possible to refrain from being wicked.
Our reward is to have no government.

MARGAUSE. Oh! . .. You must forgive my mistake.
You and these gentlemen had the outward and visible appear-
ance of being a chieftainess and her counsdlors.

SHE. No. We ae the Ponderers. The people put
questionings to us and, if we are able, we reply to their question-
ings. A whimsical, half-witted fellow on the Idand has given
us the by-name of Brains Trust. We are often called that in
jest.  But we are correctly called the Ponderers.

MARGAUSE.  Why ?

SHE. Because we ponder.

MARGAUSE. | %

SHE. s there anything dse that you would like to know ?
While we ponder the answers to the questionings of our own
[ 26] 104



ACT | HOLYISLE

people, it is our custom with strangers rather to ask questions
than to answer them.

KU. | told them that, She.

MARGAUSE. But the old gentleman is a Judge. You sad
he was a Judge. What is the good of a Judge if you have no
criminals?

SHE. We have wrong-doers, if that is what you mean.
The Judge advises the people what to do with wrong-doers, if
they ask his advice.

MARGAUSE.  And the people punish the wrong-doers them-
slves?

SHE. They do not punish them. They deal with them.

MARGAUSE. How ?

SHE. It depends upon what wrong has been done.  If the
wrong is Anger or the result of Anger, we first take the person
who has been the cause of Anger in another. We send him
to the top of the mountain for a certain time to consider in what
respects he can make himself less offensive to his fellow-being.
We then take the angry person and dip him.

MARGAUSE.  Dip him ?

SHE. We put him in the sea and hold his head under water
for acertain time. This cools his blood and cleanses him of his
passon. Wefind this method useful for al passons of any sort
whatever.  If thereis doubt as to which person has offended, we
dip both, and then send them up the mountain.  Very conveni-
ently, the mountain has two summits more than a mile apart.
Ana now, if you plesse . . .

MARGAUSE. One moment. You sad that the purpose of
government was to restrain the wicked.  Surely a government
has other purposes.

SHE. What purposes?

MARGAUSE. Wdl . . . to put it at its simplest, to protect
the country from War, Famine and Pestilence.

SHE. Do governments do that ?

MARGAUSE.  We were talking of their purpose. Many of
them, no doubt, are disappointing in practice.

SHE. If a people cannot protect itself against Pegtilence,
Famine and War, | doubt if a government will protect it. We
have no pestilence because we live principally in the open air and
because we discourage visitors.  We have no famines because
105 E2 [ 27 ]



HOLYISLE ACTI

we know if we do not sow and regp and bind and thresh and stow
away, we shdl starve.  We have no wars, because we do not
alow either gods or devils on this Island.  The pebbles on our
beaches are clean. Our cliffs are cleen. And we give gods
and devils to the mighty, cleansing sea.

MARGAUSE.  If the King of Orkney had not been a wobat
wallidrag and an idle rascd, your way with gods and devils
would not have saved you from War.

SHE. | do not know who is the King of Orkney, but if he
comes we shall ponder him.  And if he is a god, we shall put
him in the seg, and if he is a devil, we shall put him in the sea
The s is grateful for these small sacrifices.

MARGAUSE.  You would have no time to ponder him.

SHE. Then we should put him in the sea without pondering.

MARGAUSE. | see that it is high time we had to come to
your Island.

SHE. Why have you come to our Island ? Who are you ?

MARGAUSE. We are the Teachers.

SHE. You have cometo teach us?

MARGAUSE. Yes

SHE. We are always willing to learn. And the sea gave
you to us. The sea has no purpose, that we should look upon
its gifts with suspicion. For a little you may teach us. But
if you bring us gods or devilswe shall give back its gift to the sea

[SHE rises and, without further ceremony, leaves the Guest House,
followed by WAWA, QUA and KWOO. KU looksfromface toface
of the Srangers in a puzzedfashion andfollows them. MAR-
GAUSE rises]

MARGAUSE. And now, what shall we teach them ?

TORQUIL.

é\lﬁéo_;%ENCE The fl g.. tet]asg. ' ‘| beg your pardon UL

GRETHR. Theﬂrst thmg isto overhaul al possible resources
—to explore every avenue—to leave no stone unturned . . .

TORQUIL. Thefirst thingisto get aclear ideaasto the real
object of our planning . . .

INNOCENCE. Thefirst thing is to testify to Eternal Truth.

CURTAIN.

END OF ACT ONE.
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The same as in Act |, Scene 2, except that the log pile has been removed.
INNOCENCE, from a rough pulpit, is preaching to the PONDERERS, who
are sitting on a semi-circle of stools quite near him. GRETTIR is
sitting on the floor against a pillar. He is sound asleep. On three
more stools near the door are seated BA, the Goat, and his wife TRIKA,
the Lark. They are a bucolic young couple, and are very much
interested in what INNOCENCE is saying, though they can't make head
or tail ofit. KU ison the third stool. She is difficult to recognise,
as MARGAUSE has smartened her up considerably. Her garments are
much the same, but they are morejauntily worn, and she has earrings,
a necklace and bracelets made of shells. Her hair is braided and
curled and she wears a very violent make-up. Her finger-nails are
crimson, and she cannot keep her eyes off them. TORQUIL isleaning
restlessly against the doorpost at the beginning of the Scene, but dis-
appears half-way through INNOCENCE'S first speech.

INNOCENCE. " And they heard the voice of the Lord God
walking in the garden in the codl of the day; and Adam and his
wife hid themselves from the presence of the Lord God amongst
the trees of the garden. And the Lord God cdled to Adam
and said: 'Where are you?' And he sad, 'l heard your
voice in the garden and | was afraid, because | was naked;
and | hid mysdf. And the Lord God said: ' Who told you
that you were naked ? Have you eaten from the tree | com-
manded you that you should noteat 7 And Adam said: ' The
woman you gave to be with me gave me from the treeand | ate"

" And the Lord God said to the woman: ' What is this that
you have done ?  And the woman said: ' The snake beguiled
me and | ae'

" And the Lord God sad to the snake: ' Because you have
done this you are accursed above al catle and above every beast
of the field. On your belly you shall go and eat dust al the
days of your life. ~ And | will put enmity between you and the
woman and between your seed and her seed; and they will
bruise your head and you will bite their heds!

"To the woman he said: 'l will greatly multiply your
sorrow and your conception.  In sorrow you will bring forth
children; and your desire will be to your husband so that he
will rule over you.'
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" And to Adam he said: ' Because you listened to your wife
and ate of the tree of which | commanded you, saying, " You
shall not est it | have cursed the ground for your sske. In
sorrow will you eat of it all the days of your life. Thorns and
thistles it will bring forth for you, and you shall eat the grass
of the field. In the sweat of your fece will you est till you go
back again into the ground—for of it you were taken. Dust
you are and to dust you will return.’

" And the Lord God said: ' The man has become one of us,
to know good and evil. And now, lest he put out his hand
and take dso from the tree of life and est, and live for ever . .
For that, the Lord God sent him out of the garden of Eden to
till the ground from whence he was taken. So he drove out
the man; and he placed at the esst of the garden of Eden Cheru-
bim and a flaming sword which turned every way, to keep the
way of the tree or life."

SHE. Thank you very much. It isa most interesting story
and very well told; and it confirms us in our wish not to have
gods on our Island.

INNOCENCE (with mil'd severity).  You must not interrupt the
service,

SHE. Why not ?

INNOCENCE. Because it is a sacred rite.

SHE. If you mean what | think you mean, | must ask you
not to hold sacred rites on this Idand.

INNOCENCE. You forbid it ?

SHE. | don't forbid anything. | ask you not to do it.

[She gets up and goes to the pulpit.]

Forgive me, pleese, for a moment. That box of yours
seems to be a very good device for a story-teller to use, and |
should like to tell you a story.

INNOCENCE. But this place is reserved for the Priest.

SHE. | know. But pleese lend me your box. If you
don't, Qua will pull you out of it—without hurting you, of
course.  Qua is very strong. He picks up people without
hurting them as a dog picks up its puppies. Peese let me have
the box. It isonly for a minute.

[INNOCENCE, very doubtfully, steps downfrom the pulpit and SHE
takes bisplace]

My great grandfather told me this story.  Once upon a time
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there was an Idand, like this, where they did not want to have
either gods or devils. When a god-man came to them once,
they tore up his magic book and threw him intothesea. Buta
child kept a torn piece of a torn page of the ma%ic book and

rew up to be a man and learned to read; and on the torn piece

e read, " Blessad are the meek, for they shall inherit the Earth.”
He thought, " This is a very wonderful thing," and caled his
relations together, and they all began to ponder what the magic
torn piece said, though they had had little practice in pondering.
They builded a heap of stones and put the magic paper in the
heap of stones and pondered in front of the heap every day at
sun-up and sun-down. Then someone said, " We have been
pondering for some time and we have not yet inherited the
Earth." The man said to him, " That is probably because we
are not meek enough." So it was decided that they should
roll down a bank till they were giddy and then crawl on their
stomachs up to the pile of sones and lie there with their noses
in the dust.

The other people laughed at them first, and then they thought
“ This is very interesting."  And soon they began to be meek
too. Soon there were so many that the man had to make a
small charge for admission. The people brought eggs and milk
and bushels of whesat to be alowed to roll and crawl with the
others. The man and his relations began to inherit the Earth.

A time came when there were so many people who wanted
to be meek that several other piles of stones had to be built.
Then people found they felt meeker if they howled and yelled
when they were rolling and crawling.  And then they decided
what words and sounds they ought to make when they were
howling and Kellmg. Then someone said, " We should be
meeker if we hit oursdves on the head with stones when we
approach the hegps” So some of them did this, and grew so
bruised and proud of their meekness that they would hardly
gpeek to the ordinary meek people.

Thisled to great arguments, too, as to whether it was meeker
to bang onesdf on the head with a stone, what sort of words
ought to be howled and yelled, what was the exact meaning of
blessed, what should be the shape of the heaps of stone and
hundreds of other things. These arguments led to fighting,
because nobody would give way. The head-bangers logt
because there were fewer of them, and then the winners chose
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one who was called The Meekest of All.  He was given a huge
cadle and a tenth of al the produce of the Idand to help him
to be meek and to make others meek as well. A number of
other officers caled the Most Meek, the Very Meek and the
Pretty Average Meek were appointed to asss him, and pad
according to their meekness. After that if anybody did not
pay his aues, or was found bangln? his head with a stone, or
sooke rudely of The Meekest of All, he was covered with tar
and st on nre.  But in spite of this there was no peace on the
Idand. The Ponderers and | are of the opinion that the whole
thing was a great plt?(, and thank you very much, Kaa, for allow-
ing me to use your [ittle box.

[SHE steps down from the Pulpit. The Stage Audience, in their
degrees of intelligence, are mildly amused by SHE'S story, though
they do not laugh aloud or applaud. INNOCENCE is not amused."]

INNOCENCE.  Woman, the bla?hemy of your foolish tale is
due to ignorance, and is not your fault.” Your ignorance, God
help me, is my fault. _

§/UA. You are not very polite. . _

AWA. The Ponderersthink that itisagood thing—indeed,
one of the best things—to be polite. _

KWOO. This man is certainly not very polite.
~ WAWA. Heisabarbarian. There are no two ways about
it, he is a barbarian. . .

KWOO. | cannot entirely agree with you, Wawa. He has
a smooth appearance and a cultivated way of talking that are
not characteristic of barbarians as | understand them.

QUA. Perhaps he has logt his temper. Do you think we
should advise the people to dip him ?

INNOCENCE. | never lose my temper. _

- SHE. He has sad what is quite true. He has sad we are
ignorant.  But surely, Kaa, the best remedy for ignorance is
to ponder dl things carefully and continuously, and that is
exactly what we do.

INNOCENCE.  No.

SHE. No? .

INNOCENCE. No. The Truth aone destroys ignorance,
and the Truth comes in a blinding flash of revelation.” When
it came to St Paul it was S0 terrible that he fell down in a fit.

QUA. When | usad to follow the s | saw that happen
once or twice in segport towns. A man was telling this Truth
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of which you spesk. He was shouting it in a loud, screamin
voice, ana severd of his hearers fell down in fits. Sever
women tore their clothes off and foamed at the mouth. | did
not think that they were any the better for it. One of these
towns, | remember, was caled by us salors, The Town of
Thieves and Murderers. Many months after the fits we
returned, and found it still living up to its name

SHE. Your kind of truth, Kaa, seems to me to be both
disagreeable and ineffective. K

INNOCENCE. Birth is disagreesble and often ineffective.
Death is disagreesble and often ineffective. But you cannot
excape them.  No more can you ecape the Truth, though it
should grind you to powder.

SHE. Thereis thisto be said for you, Kaa, that you do not
bring your goods to the market disguised in a cloud of honeyed
words.

INNOCENCE.  God forhid that | should.

SHE. Not that your story you told us a little ago was not
avery sweet story. But what did it mean ?

INNOCENCE. 1 was about to expound it to you when you
unleashed a pack of words a me.

SHE. | amsosorry. Perhaps| do talk too much.

INNOCENCE.  As the Orcadian peasants say, you could talk
the hind leg off a donkey. _

SHE. Itisastrangesaying. | do not understand how simple
talk could remove a donkey's hind leg or any of his other three
legs. It is perhaps a humorous saying ?

INNOCENCE. It is intended to be humorous.

SHE. | s== Now, tell me if your god sets such store by
truth, why did he take such elaborate precautions to prevent
Adam from learning it ?

II\éNOCENCE. Because Adam, in his pride, had disobeyed the
Lord.

SHE. But the command that Adam disobeyed was, " You
must not learn the truth."

INNOCENCE.  Adam was not ready for the truth.

SHE. It would have been dangerous to him ?

INNOCENCE. YeS.

SHE. | s= It was a peculiar bit of the Truth his bite at
thhe ggg}l/e taught him . . . that he ought to cover up part of

is :
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INNOCENCE.  Bites at the Truth are often usdess and ridicu-
lous. The Truth must be swallowed whole. | see that |
need not despair of you E)/et.

KWOO. But...but...but ... You come here

. . Youseemtobeaman more or lessliketherest of us. . . .
You to us as if you knew this Truth.  Have you broken
into this Garden of Eden, overcome the Cherubim and swal-
lowed the Tree of Knowledge, root, trunk, branches and leaves ?
It seems to me that either you've got little respect for the wishes
of your god, or else you're telling us a pack of nonsense.

INNOCENCE. The Lord had compasson on mankind, and
has revealed the Truth to his Church.  Not so many years ago
a Virgin conceived and bore a son to the Mogt High. To
witness to Eternal Truth, that son suffered cruel death under
Pontius Pilate to wipe out the sin of Adam; and arose again
on the third day. All Truth was known to him and he made
the Truth known to St Peter, the rock on whom the Church
wasbuilt. He gave him the keysto loose and to bind on Earth
and in Heaven. From him and from the Apostles | derive
what knowledge and authority | have. And | bear the in-
junction to preach the Word of Truth to the Heathen with all
my might till | die.

[Faust]

SHE. | se at leadt, that you are under some necessity—
whether it be good or bad | do not know. My friends and |
will ponder these matters.  Kwaoo!

KWOO. Yes?

SHE. When you addressed Kaa just now, | noticed some
asperity in your voice. | think it would be best if you went up
the mountain to the Southern Spur and awaited tranquillity
till tomorrow morning at sunrise. Let us go now. Good
morning, Kaa, and thank you very much.

[Exeunt SHE and the PONDERERS. BA and TRIKA begin to follow
them, but whisper for a moment in the doorway and come back
to INNOCENCE, who is standing in gloomy reflection. KU goes
out past them.]

BA. Kaa, please, may we peak to you a moment ?

IQNOCENCE. Yes, my children. What have you to say to
me 7

BA. It'sabout Trikaand me.

INNOCENCE.  Ah!
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TRIKA.  We're friends, you sse  Great friends. Ba and
me. ThisisBa

INNOCENCE. Yes ?

BA. Ba means the Goat and Trika means the Skylark.

INNOCENCE. | &

BA. And we're great friends.

INNOCENCE.  Yes yes  Go on.

BA. Shesvery pretty, isn't she?

INNOCENCE. No doubt.

TRIKA. | think Ba is beautiful.

INNOCENCE. Not very. He will pass

TRIKA. Oh, | hopesn. Weliked your story, Kaa.

INNOCENCE.  Did you ?

TRIKA. It wasavery nice story and very interesting.

BA. We thought the old Gardener was a bit unreasonable.
But perhaps the apples weren't ripe yet.

TRIKA. We liked it better than She's story.  We thought
the people in She's story were very silly. | mean, who want to
roll on the ground and bang tnemselves with stones? It's
much more natural to want to eat an apple.

BA. And it was natural, too, for the Gardener to be angry,
if he was saving up the apples till they were ripe.

TRIKA. Wasthe Gardener dippea for being angry ?

INNOCENCE. No. Of course not.  Certainly not.

TRIKA. He should have been. But | suppose it happened
very long ago.

INNOCENCE.  Very long ago.

TRIKA. That explainsit. | understand the story perfectly
now. You make things very clear. You are cleverer than She.

INNOCENCE. It is not a matter of cleverness.

BA. Oh, yes it is. And after the stories you sad much
Iclsle'\/eéer things than She did, and She is the cleverest one on the

and.

TRIKA. By along way.

BA. Would you teach us to be clever ? That's what we
wanted to ask you about.

TRIKA. Would you make us as good as She and the
Ponderers ?

INNOCENCE. | could teach you to be better than She and the
Ponderers.

TRIKA. | don't think | could be that.
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BA. Yes you could.

TRIKA. Verywdl, ifyousay 0. Kaa it'sfunny, | dways
agree with Ba

INNOCENCE. Do you ?

TRIKA. Yes But only since lately. We didn't before
that. We were so astonished when we began to agree with
each other that we went quite giddv.

BA. Yes Both of us. I still go al %lddy when | se
Trika coming along the path or when | touc

TRIKA. When he touches me | go all tingling, like nettles.
| don't come out in little blisters, of course, but it's like that,
only nicer.

BA. When Trikaisn't there, | feel asif I'd been chopped in
two. That's funny, isn't it ?

INNOCENCE. Extremely odd.

TRIKA. We have great fun, Ba making me tingle and me
making him giddy.

INNOCENCE. My children . . .

BA. Wetalk alot, too, of course.

INNOCENCE. What about ?

BA. Oh, about this and that.

TRIKA. Wethought wewould like to make a baby.

BA. Wetalked a lot about that.

TRIKA. | wanted it done properly, and we weren't very sure
how, so Bawent and asked the Ponderers abott it.

INNOCENCE.  And did they tell you ?

BA. Oh,yes It wasquitesmple, redly.

TRIKA. But it was best to make sure.

INNOCENCE. Terrible.  What a country!  Terrible.

BA. Oh, no. It wasn't abit terrible. 'l tell you about it
if you like. Firstofal . . .

INNOCENCE. No. You must not tell me. You must tell
nobody. It is disgraceful to talk of such things.

BA. Isit?

TRIKA. Oh ; Ba they can't have told us properly. -

INNOCENCE. Listento me. Do you wish me to teach you ?

TRIKA. Yes yes If you know better than the Ponderers.

INNOCENCE. | shall not teach you licentiousness. | shall
teach you the Way of Salvation.

BA. What isthat ? Do the Ponderers know it F

INNOCENCE.  No.
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TRIKA. Oh, good Will you start right away ?

INNOCENCE. Yes if ... o

eIBIA) Are you going to live al the time in that cave by the
well

INNOCENCE. _ YeS, _ o

BA. Could Trika look after it for you and keep it tidy and
cook I_-\}/our food? Sheisavery good cook.
"TRIKA. Yes. Batold me | was. | cooked a sdlmon for
him Xesterday. He could hardly et it, it was so good.

BA. | kept looking at you.

TRIKA. May we come, Kaa ? . _

BA. But if she came to your cave, Kag, if you don't mind,
she wouldn't be your woman friend, but only mine.

INNOCENCE. ~ Yes yes _ ,

BA. It'safunny thing, but I wouldn't like you to kiss her,
or aan/thlng like that. Not unless you want to ve_r¥ much.
~ TRIKA.  And not very much éven then. Will that be all
right, Kaa? It's not because | don't like you. You under-
stand that, don't you ? _

INNOCENCE.  Ves, yes, yes. | will teach you down at my
cave; but on certain conditions.

BA. What are conditions ? _ .

INNOCENCE. You must be baptised and you must be married
a once,

TRIKA. Are these things very painful ?

INNOCENCE.  No.  Not a al painful. _

TRIKA. Very well, then. Are you willing to be what's-is
named and married, Ba?

BA. Yes of course, if you are.

INNOCENCE.  Come with me to the cave.

TRIKA. Both of us?

INNOCENCE.  YeS

[As they are going towards the doorway, enter TORQUIL. He
carries a rod and three fish)

TORQUIL.  Oh, hello, Trika ! How are you ?

TRIKA. Very well thank you, Shlup.

TORQUIL. Whereareyougoing?

TRIKA. Baand | are ﬁomg with Kaato the cave. Weare
going to be married.  Both of us _

INNOCENCE (at the door). Come, Trika.
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TRIKA. All right, I'm coming.

[Exeunt INNOCENCE, TRIKA and BA. TORQUIL frowns at the
fishing-rod for a moment, lays it down, and goes to the doorway']

TORQUIL. Ku! Areyou there? Kul!
[Enter KU

KU. Yes? | wasjust seeing the Ponderers down the path.
What isit ?

TORQUIL.  Will you cook these three fish for Queen and me
and Snor? Kaa is going to live a the cave. Hell have to
catch his own fish after this.

KU. They are beauties.

TORQUIL.  They wanted to be caught. | pulled them out
in a few minutes, one out ‘tother come on. ... Hellol
What's the matter with you ?

KU. What do you mean by what's the matter with me ?
I'm al right.

TORQUIL. What have you been doing to yourself? You
look quite different.

KU. Dol?

TORQUIL. Yes. You looked a decent sort of poor woman
yesterday, but today you look like a Camelot street-walker.

KU. What is a street-walker ?

TORQUIL. A lady who walks in the Stregts.

KU. What are streets?
h_TORQUIL. Rows of houses with churches and shops and
things.

KgU. It must be beautiful to be a lady who walks in streets.

TORQUIL. Who taught you to make a—animage of yourself ?

KU. Queen taught me.

TORQUIL. Good gracious Heavens almighty !

KU. Shesad | wasn't making the best of myself.

TORQUIL.  She did, did she ?

KU. She said the men would look at me.

TORQUIL. Oh, the men will look at you all right. And the
children will howl for their mothers, and horses will take fright
and bolt.

KU. You are taking very unkindly. You will make me
angry, and | shall have to be dipped.

TORQUIL. A very good idea It would wash dl that filthy
mess off your face.
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\EnUr MARGAUSE]

icu.  Oh, Queen! He says | will frighten the horses!

MARGAUSE.  What does he mean by that ?

TORQUIL. Madame, you shouldn't have done this.

MARGAUSE. | will not have my maid looking as if she had
been pulled backwards through a thicket. Go away, Ku. |
want to talk to this man. He is jedous of you because he is
hideous.

KU. Oh, isthat it? | don't mind telling you now I'm
beautiful, but | used to be jealous too, sometimes.

[Exit KU, in good spirits)]
MARGAUSE.  You are avery vulgar fellow, Torquil.
TORQUIL. | know that, Madame, but . . .

MARGAUSE. While we are on the Idand, you may cdl me
Queen. And you must not bandy pleasantries with the
servants.

TORQUIL. The servants ?

MARGAUSE. | sdd the servants.

TORQUIL. There are no servants on this Island.

MARGAUSE. There are servants everywhere. What extra-
ordinary ideas you have in your head.

TORQUIL. They have a byword on the Idand that no man
is good enough to be another man's magter.

MARGAUSE. That may be true of the Idand. | think very
little of the men | have seen. But it certainly does not apply
to me.

TORQUIL. WEl, there may be natural-born daves, and no
doubt you will find them ana make them fetch and carry for
you. But that's no reason why you should corrupt them.

MARGAUSE. The woman fetches and carries for you.

TORQUIL. | know, but that's different. There's nothing
degrading in doing services for other people. But that's not
the point.

MARGAUSE. What is the point, then, please ?

TORQUIL. The fact that she does us little services shouldn't
debar her from ordinary human intercourse.

MARGAUSE.  Your idea of ordinary human intercourse is to
tell her that she is ugly enough to frighten horses ?

TORQUIL. W, so sheis. Shes painted like a jumping-
Jack. Why? In the hope that worthless men will crowd
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round her with their tongues hanging out.  You've corrupted
a decent woman with vanity and low ambition.

MARGAUSE. My dear child, the lives of the people of this
Island are dull, drab and monotonous.  They might as well be
catle. | can hardly bear to look at them.

[TORQUIL goes awayfrom her, sits down and begins to carve a piece
of wood with bis knife.]

TORQUIL. Can't you ?

MARGAUSE. You sad they needed an intenser form of life.
You sad so yourself.  Why snould | not bring a little colour
and gaiety into the Island ?

[She goes over to bim and begins to ruffle bis bair.]

TORQUIL. Don't do that.

MARGAUSE.  You have nice hair. | like ruffling it.  Why
should | not give them alittle colour, Torquil ?

TORQUIL. Does that include bathing in the creek with the
whole Island looking on ?

MARGAUSE. | didn't see anybody.

TORQUIL. They saw you al right.

MARGAUSE.  You're astrange fellow, Torquil. Y ou should
have been a monk.

TORQUIL. No, | shouldntt.

MARGAUSE. By the way, Qua is coming to lunch today.

TORQUIL. Who is Qua? Oh, the big Ponderer with the
beard ? Weve only three fish.

MARGAUSE. Then you can go and catch some more.
TORQUIL.  Why should I ? | am not one of the servants.
T MAR_(IEAUSE. Tnere is nothing degrading in doing services,

orquil.

TORQUIL. | know that. But the sooner you learn that you
are not Qtl)Jeen here, the better it will be for you and for me and

y

for everybody. :
[He stands up andfaces her’]
MARGAUSE.  Why must you quarrel with me, Torquil ?
TORQUIL. Because | am too much of a coward to kill you.
hMARGAUSE (turning away). | thought we had forgotten
that.
TORQUIL. Why should | have forgotten? | haven't
changed my mind.  You're an idle, mischievous woman and
you're helping to ruin my Idand.
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MARGAUSE. Helping, am | ? | am not the only evil
influence, then?

TORQUIL. No. The other two are nearly as bad. |
thought | could manage Grettir, but he's got the bit between
his teeth. He told me he was a radical, but I'll never believe
a business man again. He's out for himself, and he doesn't
care what damage he does.  And now the Padre's had a step up
and got his own cure of souls, he's as narrow-minded as any
persecuting Bishop. He's making nothing but trouble.  And
I thought he was an educated man.

MARGAUSE. And what have you been doing, besides finding
fault with your comrades ?

TORQUIL. How can | do anything? | can't get aword in
edgeways—what with Grettir teaching them money-grubbing,
and the Priest teaching them to genuflect and cross themselves,
and you teaching them | don't know what.

MARGAUSE. You were going to make poets and artists and
craftsmen. How many have you made ?

TORQUIL.  You can't do that without creating an atmosphere
and building up a sound organisation.

MARGAUSE. Have you been creating and building, or what-
ever you cal it ? You seem to me to spend most of your time
fishing.

TORQUIL. I've done what | could.

MARGAUSE. What was that ?

TORQUIL. W4, I've set them asking themselves whether
this stupid Brains Trust is as remarkable as it thinks it is.

MARGAUSE. Isn't it ?

TORQUIL. No. | went to a sesson. It was simply
childish. A more ignorant, dogmatic. . . . Haf of them
think the world is round!

MARGAUSE. Does She think the world is round ?

TORQUIL. | don't know what She thinks. She isn't a bad
sort if she didn't see herself as a cross between a Delphic
Pythoness and a Nun running an infant school. She puts on
that Chinese face and won't let herself be drawn. The others
are contemptible. | tripped them up on more than a dozen
points of detail and then came away. The people were al
laughing and cheering.

MARGAUSE. That must have pleased the Ponderers.

TORQUIL. | don't suppose it did. But well make no pro-
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* gress till weve got rid of them. They're hopelesdy out of
date. And | can't begin to organise with al this piety and
Eenny-in-theslot springing up everywhere. | no sooner
ammer an idea into a thick head than Innocence or Grettir
comes and seds the head from under my nose. It happened
only a few minutes ago again.

MARGAUSE. Ch ? How ?

TORQUIL. | thought it was important to get hold of the
youngsters, and I'd been talking to a very clever little girl—
redly a brilliant child, and quite unspoilt And then | meet
that damned fellow Innocence dragging her practically by the
hair of her head to his blasted baptisma font and just on the
point of marrying her to a reactionary lout of a sheep boy. It
makes me sick.

MARGAUSE. How very sad for you. But | expect you'll find
another brilliantly clever little girl quite soon. And the good
work can go on.

TORQUIL.  If you will misunderstand me, | can't help it.

[GRETTIR enters breezily ; with him WAWA and KWOO]

GRETTIR. Ah, Queen! I've brought these two boys to
lunch. Do you mind ?

MARGAUSE. Not a al.

KWOO. | don't know whether | ought to wait. You see
| have some rather important business at—at the top of the
mountain, in point of fact.

GRETTIR. Hooey! You'll meditate better onafull stomach.
| always do. Sit down, sit down. And | don't mind telling
you I've got a surprise for you. WEell get the table out first.

Come dong, Shlup, old boy, bear ahand. . . . We're camping
out here for a bit in the meantime . . . but ... | think |
can promise you . . . something you never imagined in your

lives before, [TORQUIL sulkily helps him to putt a table downstage)]

Set the dodls, old boy, and fetch some cups.

[TORQUIL obeys. GRETTIR goes to his cubicle and returns with a
goatskin water-bag.]

Wait till my new house is built.  That will be an occasion.
Well knock chips off the firmament that night, eh, Kwoo ?
Not that this isn't an occeson too. Eh, Wawa? By the
way, is there anything to eat F

MARGAUSE. TorquiL Go and catch two more fish.
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GRETTIR. Yes. And hurry, there's a good chap. | could
eat awhale.

[TORQUIL hesitatesfor a moment. Then takes his fishing-rod and

goes}
[GRETTIR, with agreat air of mystery, pours a dark liquid intofour
of the cups]
Now, just see what you think of that. . . . Just a minute.

Wait. Queen, | have the honour to ask you to drink to the
health of Messrs Snor, Wawa and Kwoo.

MARGAUSE. It will be a pleasure. To Messs Snor,
Wawa and Kwoo.

GRETTIR.  Incorporated.

MARGAUSE.  Incorporated.

[They drink.  WAWA and KWOO cough a little and look astonished.
MARGAUSE gazes on GRETTIR with a mild surmise.]

GRETTIR. Do you recognise it ?

MARGAUSE. Yes. It is Heather Ale.

GRETTIR. Heather Aleit is.

MARGAUSE. It's very rough and oily. But theres no
mistake about it. Where did you get it ?

GRETTIR. Aha Drink up and have another, gentlemen.
That's none of your Ru-Rhush swipes. Not a headache in a
galon, and every drop sets your toe-nails sparkling.

[He réfills the cups)]

MARGAUSE (as one who expects an answer). Where did you
get it ?

GRETTIR. | bought the recipe before we started. Cost me
apretty penny, but it's worth it.  Then there's a little brewery
at the other end of the Island. | bought that too.

MARGAUSE. How did you buy it ? ~ You have no money.

GRETTIR. My good Queen, you don't need money to buy
things!  All you need is a good honest tongue in your head.
How do you like it, Kwoo ?

KWOO. Very much indeed.

GRETTIR. | thought you would. That's the stuff to help
your meditations.

KWOQO (giggles).  Hehehe.

GRETTIR. What about you, Wawa?

. d\gﬁWA. It's very pleasant. Very pleasant. Very pleasant
indeed.
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QUA. Yes No. | dont want to tak about it. ... |
once killed aman. ... | don't want to talk about it.

[He drinks to bide bis confusion.’]

GRETTIR. Madame Queen and gentlemen, | think perhaps
that now Qua is here we ought to tell him what has brought
myself and his colleagues together.  As you know, Madame, |
lilce to be open and above-board in everything.

MARGAUSE (drinking). That is very true, Snor.

[She laughs a little and becomes suddenly solemn.]

GRETTIR. | thank you, Madame, from the bottom of m
heart. Mv dear Qua, | was very gleesed to hear how muc
you valued the happiness of your beloved Island—perhaps |
may be allowed to call it our beloved Island. . . .

WAWA. Certainly. Certainly.

KWOO. Hear, hear.

GRETTIR. For, | may honestly say, although | have only
been here for a comparatively short time, | have been here long
enough to know that | have found my spiritual home. | fed,
may | say ? that in the truest sense | am one of you.

KWQOOQO. One of the beg.

GRETTIR. | thank you.

KWOO. Don't mention it. Do you mind if | help myself ?

GRETTIR. Do. Certanly. Yes Do.

[KWOO helps himself and the others]

Now, if there is one thing | hate, it is ingratitude.

KWOO. Badthingthat. | hateit too.

WAWA. Very bad. Shocking. Sodo I.

KWOO. So do you what, old boy ?

WAWA. Hateit. | awayshave.

GRETTIR. | should feel mysdlf ungrateful indeed if | did
nothing, in my small way, to repay the many acts of courtesy
and kindness | have received since | arrived somewhat pre-
cipitately on your shores (to QUA). | sad as much to your
CO||66%[VJES this very morning.

WAWA. Eh?

GRETTIR. | was saying that | sad as much to you this
morning.

WAWA. As much aswhat ?

GRETTIR. | sad | would do as much as in me lay to repay
you.
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WAWA. That'sright. That's exactly what you said.

KWOO. | like aman who says athing straight out and sticks
toit. That's what he said.

GRETTIR. We have only discussed the project in the vaguest
and mogt tentative terms.  Neither party is bound by anything
that was said. It was dl entirely without prejudice. | hope
you redise that, Qua?

MARGAUSE.  What mischief is this you have been hatching ?

GRETTIR. Oh, Madame, mischief? | must take exception,
very grave exception indeed, to the words that have fallen from
your lips.  In the whole course of my career . . .

MARGAUSE. Then why don't you get to the point ?

GRETTIR. | am coming to the point.

MARGAUSE. Thenwhatisit F Haveyou found agold mine ?

GRETTIR. Not yet, Madame, but | have found what |
believe to be considerable deposits of copper.

QUA. Ontheldand?

GRETTIR. Ontheldand. And, | believe, in such consider-
able quantity that to neglect their development would be flying
in the face of Providence. It would be impious.  Accordingly
| have prepared a little provisiona scheme. Indeed, | have
gathered together a few sturdy fellows and, between ourselves,
we have opened up workings already.

QUA. Have you spoken to She about this?

GRETTIR. Notyet. Notyet. It'sessentid, of course, that
we should take her with us.

WAWA. Quite, quite, quite, quite, quite ?

KWOO. What did you say ?

WAWA. | sad, " Quite.”

KWO. And | entirely agree with you.

WAWA. Absolutely unanimous.

GRETTIR. Good, good. But there's quite a lot of spade-
work still to be done before we can present She with a concrete
proposal.

QUA. Shewon't approve. | know her. She won't approve.

GRETTIR. Now, I'm quite certain you're doing her an
injustice.

KWOO. Mogt unjust. You are exceedingly unjust, Qua
Surprised at you.

WAWA. Eh? What did he say ?

QUA. He made quite an uncalled-for remark about She.
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WAWA. What's She got to do with it ?

GRETTIR.  Exactly. Our friend has put his finger on the
point.

QUA. You'll find out what She's got to do with it.

GRETTIR.  Wadll, well, dl in good time, no doubt. All in

time. In the meantime, you probably remember what

the proconsul of Iberia sad to the proconsul of Gaul.

WAWA. What did hesay ? What did he say ?

GRETTIR. Hesad, " Tempus inter potiones longum eg."

WAWA. What does that mean.

GRETTIR. It means, " Drink up and have another one."

QUA. No.

GRETTIR. Yes.

QUA. No.

MARGAUSE. YeS.

QUA. All right, then. Just asmall one.

[MARGAUSE and QUA drink to one another. The others help them-
selves.  The atmosphere mellows)

GRETTIR. That's better. And when it comes to issuing
stock, we shall not forget you.

WAWA. We shal never forget you, Qua. Gone but not
forgotten.

GRETTIR. Indeed, we should be very happy to welcome you
on the Board of Directors.

KWOO. And | shal be happy too, Qua. Very, very happy.

WAWA. We're dl happy. It is a very happy day. It is
delightful to see so many happy faces.

GRETTIR. | hope tney'll DC happier still when the mine
begins to pay dividends.

KWOO. Hear, hear.

WAWA. Hear, hear.

MARGAUSE.  Have your young men begun to dig ?

GRETTIR. At the mine, Madam ? WEéll, as a matter of fact
they have.

MARGAUSE. That is wonderful. Qua, my Sailor, shal we
go down to Grettir's lovely mine and watch the beautiful young
n;]en d’i)gging, with their rippling strong backs and great hairy
chests?

I GrF]{ETTIR. You'll make us dl jedous. Beddes, what about
unch?
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MARGAUSE. Lunch ? Are we having lunch ?

GRETTIR Yes It's a luncheon party to celebrate the
floating of the company.

MARGAUSE. The company is floating beautifully. How
lucky we are, Grettir, to have lunch with such very charming
and clever and powerfully built people.  Snor, when | perform
the State opening of the mine, you must promise me something.

GRETTIR. Only too pleasea, Madame.

MARGAUSE. Y ou must ask thelittle Chink woman. | think
it would be a treat for her.

GRETTIR. 1 cal that exceedingly handsomeof your Ladyship.

MARGAUSE. Not at al. She's got few pleasures and she's a
dear little thing. Why are you al so much afraid of her ?

WAWA. What did she say F

KWOO. She sad we were afraid of She Ridiculous.
Absurd. Haha!

QUA (standing up). | am not afraid of her nor of any man or
woman on the living earth.

MARGAUSE. Then why do you look like awhipped dog when
Sheisin the room ?

QUA. When | followed the sea we were once attacked by a
Lochlann galley out from Stavanger. They rammed us and
they boarded us, and one big fellow in chain mail from head to
foot came at me with hisaxe. | burst the straps and buckles of
his helmet with my fist. | took him by the throat and bent
him back over the rower's bank till his back broke. 1 took his
axe and | said, " Come on, boys" ; and at it we went like Billy
be Damned till the last of them was drinking sdt water . . .
(he sits down rather suddenly) . . . them that could drink.
With some of them the sdt water didn't get very far down,
because their throats were cut.

MARGAUSE. That's the sort of man you are ?

QUA. That'sthesort of man | am.

MARGAUSE. So you sit on this little Idand and get fat and
old and do exactly what the lady tellsyou. Y ou don't do your-
df justice, Sailor.

QUA. I'll do mysdfjustice.

GRBTTIR. | hope we dl will. Roman Jugtice. And
remember what the Proconsuls said in 85 B.C. Kwoo!  Your
mug is empty.

KWOO. By Jove s0itid
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MARGAUSE.  Sailor, darling, don't look so gloomv! Look
at your friends there and think merry thoughts. Think how
like a skull Kwoo is.  And how hundreds and hundreds of
years from now, when we have all changed, he will look exactly
the sane.  Dear Kwoo!  Will you sing me a song ?

[KWOO at once stands up unsteadily and begins to sing.]

KWOO. O, | had an old wheelbarrow
And | hadapiginasty.
And somebody wheeled me home in the one
And in the other laid me down to lie.
For | had had a night with the Barley Brew,
The Barley Brew, the Barley Brew.
And al jolly fellows love the Barley Brew,
As they come toddling home,
Toddling home,
As they come toddling home.

You join in the Chorus.  It's no good unless you join in the
Chorus.

So well al have a night with the Barley Brew
The Barley Brew, the Barley Brew . . . &c.

[GRETTIR and WAWA join in the Chorus, dancing solemnly with
their arms round each other's necks]
MARGAUSE. Don't you adore seeing the little ones enjoy
themselves?
QUA. You don't like seein? them enjoy themsdves.  You
like to see them playing the fool.
MARGAUSE. Isnt that the same thing ?

[KWOO has now joined in the dance."]
Look! The little death's head is holding himself up by
hanging onto the old trooPs beard.
GRETTIR.  Toddling home.
WAWA.  Toddling home.
KWOO. As we go toddling home!
[Enter liU with a platter of baked fish. She stands still in astonish-
ment.
"With my fal and my fal and my tiddl ded
With m and m and my ti ow dedow . . .
Oh, Iooﬁ, look, Ioo%, e e yA begyutiful lady!
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Come, come, come.  Dance with me,

[He makes a rush at KU, who drops the flatter and runs out of the

door.]
[WAWA runs out after her.]

KWOO. Stop him. Come back. Stop him!
[He runs out after WAWA. GRETTIR strolls over to the table]

GRETTIR. Going very well, isn't it ?

MARGAUSE.  Delightfully pastoral.

GRETTIR. Pity about the lunch, but well get some more.
What about you, Qua? Have a spot.

QUA. Damned old fools. _

GRETTIR.  Oh, I don't know. They're pretty keen business
men.  You need alittle relaxation after SNi.nﬁing adea. But
serlousJ?/ > old boy, you'd better come in with us. Her Majesty
will tell you it's a pretty sound proposition.

MARGAUSE. | know nothingaboutit.

GRETTIR. Now, you're not being fair to yourself. You
showed a pretty keen grasp of the business side of it a minute or
two ago.

MARGAUSE. It isa part of my station to appear to have a
grasp of matters in which | have not the dlightest interest.

GRETTIR. _ Oh, come now. We're doing a public service.

MARGAUSE. A very dignified act. _

GRETTIR. Oh, Qua and | aren't ashamed of serving the
public. The service of our fellow-creatures is one of the
noblest of all services. Nay more, | have no hesitation . . .

[Enter TORQUIL supporting KWOO and WAWA]

TORQUIL. What'sal this?

KWOO. Wefell down. Atcha, atchaand we both fell down.

MARGAUSE. [ hopeyou didn't hurt yourself—in the public
sarvice.

KWOO. No, no. Just fell down.
" WbAaJV}/A. Let's get on with the party. These women spoil
the ball.

KWOO. | think | ought to let you know how | fed. | fed

' [He dlips on one of the fish andfalls to the ground. TORQUIL helps
him up, hindered by WAWA]
WAWA. Be careful. | beseech you to be careful.
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KWOO. Whyf Whatcael ? Wherewas | ?
[SHE appears in the doorway with KU in the background.]

Oh, She! There you are, there you are, there you arel
We are al going to be very rich, She.  In avery little time you
won't know your Idand. But it is a secret. It is a great
scret.  Hush! Not a word. . . . We have had a very
pleasant little gathering. Very pleasant and agreeable indeed.
| wish you had come earlier. | ... We missed you very
much. Naturally. And now, | think | shall go for a little
walk in the fresh air. ... | think, Snor, you sad that there
WIlas no more competent business? A littlewalk inthefresh air.

\He go]es outfairly steadily, brushing against the door-post to pass
SHE.

WAWA. | was seeing him on his way to the top of the
Mountain and we dropped in.  Yes. We dropped in.  Snor,
here, very kindly asked us if we would rest here for a moment.
Se we just—dropped in.  Qua, are you going my way ?

QUA. No ., . Yes Pehaps| had better. By the way,
She, | shall not be at the meeting this evening. | have—an
important appointment.

\He takes WAWA by the arm and helps him round the immobile

. SHE and out at the door. KU takes WAWA'S other arm and the
three disappear, KU saying, " Poor old man, he's not very well.
Hold up, grandfather” &c)]

GRETTIR. If you will excuse me, perhaps | had better see
my guests on their way. Perhaps you will be here when |
come back. Good morning. | think it's going to rain.

\Exit GRETTIR. The has gradually become overcast. SHE

standsfacing QUEEN MARGAUSE in a gloomy light.  TORQUIL, at
back, between them, looking at SHE.]

SHE. My advice to you is that you should go down to the
creek. You will find there a curragh with water and pro-
visons. | think that you and your friends should go there
now; and that you should sail out of the lagoon and never come
back here any more. [Distant thunder ]

TORQUIL. It is gathering up for the father and mother of a
sorm.  We should be log.

MARGAUSE. It is your desire that we, your guests, should
go out in a cockleshel into a mighty storm r
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SHE. | have no control over gorms. | have been told that
the binding and loosening of hurricanes is one of the perquisites
of a Witch.

MARGAUSE. Suppose we do not accept your so generous
and tender advice ? Suppose we do not go ?

SHE. Whatever you decide, we should give you back to the
G2l

MARGAUSE. Who is the one whose duty it is to commit us
to the sea ?

SHE. Quawill arrange what is to be done.

MARGAUSE. | do not think he will.

SHE. Have you corrupted him too? Your evil souls
spread over my Idand like the rust on the barley.

[SHE goes wearily to the table and sits down. MARGAUSE and
TORQUIL watch her intently."]

We have a saying on the Island,

" Shut the North window.
Shut quickly the South one,
Bar the oneto the We<,
But evil never came from the East."

It was on the East bay that the sea laid the four of you.

Long before my mother was born we killed the worshippers
of the great Snake and tore down the atars where they had
murdered our children. We broke our spears and slings and
arrows and threw our gold into the sea  No rovers molested
us for they feared the girdle of holiness that ringed our Island
and the spirits of our dead watching over our fields. For ten
generations we have kept the Idland clean.

MARGAUSB. And empty. Itisan emﬁty Idand.

SHE. No. No. No. It isfull of honour and friendship
and the work of strong arms and hard hands.

MARGAUSE. Your woman, Ku, told me a story. Shal |
tell it to you ?

SHE. | shdl not hear it. My eas are full of old voices
crying shame on me.

MARGAUSE. Nevertheless. . . . Long before your mother
was born there were three Giants in Ru-Rhush, and they lived
in acave  And one day one of the Giants said, " | think |
hear a cow mooing." And ayear and aday passed. And then
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the second Giant said, " What did you sy ?"  And a year and
a day pased. And then the third Giant said, " If you two
can't stop gabbling, you can have the cave to yoursdves."

SHE. It isthe distant Idand
Ringed by shining sea-horses,
Coursing againgt the white-swelling surge,
And it stands on feet of bronze.

Four feet of white bronze
Glittering through the lovely ages
And on its ancient head

The coloured blossoms fall.

They fal from the Tree of Blossoms,
From whose boughs the birds cdl,
Naming the Hours as they pass,
Singing in sweet harmony.

Harmony never broken
By wailing of women

Or hiss of the traitor

Over the broad, kind fields.

Joy flew down to the land

That echoed with laughter and songs
Into Ru-Rhush, the cam place,

To nest and abide for ever,

To the kind land, the clear land,
To the sun-warmed cliffs

And the silver sea

And the long, long summer day.

MARGAUSE. That is Tir nan Og. That is the Idand of
Youth and Dreams. Perhaps we shall go there when we die.
But in the meantime there islife to be lived.

SHE. What do you mean by life?

MARGAUSE.  The time we spend between a very undignified
birth and a highly disagreesble death. It is divided into small

cdled minutes and hours.  We must tame those minutes,
or they will tick in our heads and drive us mad. It isal very
well for your birds to sing to the Hours, but the Hours are
enemies and the birds are traitors. Life is Time, and Time
isunbearable. That iswhy man isaredlessthing. That is

C54] 13



ACTII HOLYISLE

why you must give your Idanders something to do, or they will
rusn down a steep place into the sea.

SHE. You must be a very idle person, Queen. The
Idanders tame the earth till it gives them food, and sweep the
s till it gives them fish, and tend the herds till they give them
clothing, and they build shelters for their families and barns for
their grain.  If you did those things, you would begin to love
the hours and minutes instead of hating them.

MARGAUSE. And | should get dull-eyed and bow-backed
like your Idanders.

SHE. They are not dull-eyed. They have thousands of
things to see. They are not bow-backed. They have no
masters and can look each other in the face.  When they have
done what they must do, they make songs to please their ears.
They weave cloths to please their eyes. And they tell each
other stories.

MARGAUSE. Stories | have heard some of their Sories.

SHE. The dtories tell them that other people think and feel
and act asthey do. They bring to them the ever new surprise
that they are not alone in the world.

MARGAUSE. Your songs are awful. Your clothes are
hideous. And your stories are flat and wearisome.

SHE. Then bring us new songs and better dories and
pﬁettier clothes. But the things you have brought are not like
that.

MARGAUSE. We have brought you nothing but ourselves.
We are what we are. Do you wish to change us ?

4 SHE. You are people who cannot leave your neighbours
one.

MARGAUSE.  People who are indifferent to their neighbours
might as well be toads in a rock.

SHE. Thismorning | came on ahundred young men digging
for rubbish in the ground. A little later the fishermen came to
me and asked me why they were not paid money for catching
fish. They had never heard of money till you came.

MARGAUSE. What did you tell them ?

SHE. | told them that money was rubbish and that it was
only paid to idiots for finding rubbish.

MARGAUSE.  What did they say to that ?

SHE. They, said they would like to dig for rubbish too.

MARGAUSE. And will they ?
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SHE. How should | know ? | don't know m peotple any
more.  That poor decent woman who cooks c}/our ood for you
ispainted likean idol and postures like a cow dancing a hornpipe.
Half the men and women in the Idand are talking through their
noses like your god-man.  They're al blown out with pride
and hatred. They despise their brothers who are ignorant
and hate their brothers who are happy. And they think they
can do what they like because another god-man took the re-
sponsibility five hundred years ago. So they do wickedness
meanly and with no zest.  And the miners are tired and dirty
and fight among themselves for stupid bits of parchment. And
where the mineis the Island is torn up and the air isfilthy with
smnoke. | wish you had been indifferent, like toads.

TORQUIL. Ifyou would only come off your high horse and
lisen to me ...

SHE. Why should I listen toyou ?

TORQUIL. Because | sympathise with nearly everything
youvesad. And I'm willing to help you.

SHE. You brought these people here.

TORQUIL. | can explain all that.

SHE. What good will that do ? They are cleverer than you
ae. And they've had practica experience and know what
they want.  You are only a chatterbox.

TORQUIL. But if you would listen, you would see that | am
on your side.

SHE. | have plenty of chatterboxes on my side.

MARGAUSE. What isall this talk of taking Sdes? You and
your people have been very good to us.  We have nothing but
the kindest and most grateful feelings towards you. But even
if we wanted your people to live in our way, how could we com-
pel them to do it? We are only three foolish men and one
woman. If your people are behaving strangely, it is because
they want to behave like that. | don't see what we can do.
What do you want usto do ?

SHE. | want you to go away.

MARGAUSE.  But, my good woman, we can't go avay. We
should be drowned. | was very nearly drowned before and |
certainly don't want to repeat the experience.

SHE. | shdl give you a little ship and salors.  Only, you
must go.

MARGAUSE. | have been badly brought up. The word
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“ must" has never been used to me.  You will forgive me if |
do not understand it.

TORQUIL. What will you doif westay ?

SHE. | shdl struggle and struggle and struggle against you
with al my heart and mind until you go away.

MAROAUSE. Against four poor castaways? It would be a
very unequal struggle if it were possble. But it is not against
us you will be fighting.

SHE. What do you mean? | do not believe in Devils.

MARGAUSE. You will be fighting against one of the natural
Forces. Against human nature, my dear. .

SHE. | trust human nature if it is left dlone. But even if
you goad it into madness, | will fight it and you.

[SHEgetsup.]

MARGAUSE. You are determined to be our enemy f

\A clap of thunder, SHEflinches]

Ah!  Thereis the thunderstorm. | thought it was coming.
You had better stay heretill it passesover.  Or would you rather
go out and fight with Nature ?

SHE. | hate thunderstorms.

MARGAUSE. I love them.

[MARGAUSE moves to the doorway and stretches out her arms to the
storm. SHEfollows her ]

SHE. Let me pass plesse.

MARGAUSE. But you can't go out in this. It's dangerous.

SHE. | know, rlease let me pass.

[MARGAUSE and SHE arefacing each other from opposite sides of the
doorway]

I'm only an ignorant Iland woman and you are a great
Queen, but I'll beat you.

[SHE pulls her garments tightly round her and goes out]

MARGAUSE (through roll ofthunder). O sweet whitelightning,
questing out of the sky, lay your long finger on that impudent,
obstinate, tiresome little creature and shrivel her to a cinder.

[Coming back into the room
| think that would be bes.  Don't you ?

TORQUIL. | don't know.

MARGAUSE.  Of course you don't know. You know hardl(}/
anything. But, believe me, it would be best. My God!
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She dmost persuaded me. . . . Why do you look so serious ?
Has she persuaded you ?

TORQUIL.  No.

MARGAUSE.  You are not going to desert us ?

TORQUIL. No, Madame.

MARGAUSE. My little Shlup;

[ She enfolds him suddenly in a passionate embrace to the accompani'
ment of a lively Towrowrow of thunder.]

CURTAIN.
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ACT Il

The same Scene as in Act 11, except that some bright designs in primary
colours have been added to the hangings and a good deal of rough but
stylised furniture has been added. The log pile has been removed
and a basket Jire has been erected in the corner of the dwelling. It
issmoking a little when the scene opens.  KWOO is the only occupant
of the room. He is rocking two cradles. It is early morning—
two years after Act Il.

KWOO. Quiet then. Quiet then. There's nothing to
howl about. The daylight will soon be here. Your stupid
little Mammy will soon be here. All the nice ladies who
know how to manage little brutes like you will soon be here.
Dont cry. Old Kwoo is tired. Very tired. He needs a
little deep at his time of life, does old Kwoo.

| know, | know. It'steething. It hurts a bit. | know.
Though what in the name oge?oodne& you want teeth for, |
can't imagine. | was never really happy till | lost mine. But
people will insist on growing teeth. Nasty things, with their
gnashing and grinding and biting. You haven't been on the
Island very long, but you'll find that out. People who come
to the Idland find things out sooner or later. Four people
came to the Idand three long years ago. They al found out
things except one who knew too much before he came.  If
he weren't a harmless idiot we should have to give him back
to the ssa  The others have their faults, but they are dll
right. The wicked old man has stonGd doing harm and
wanders about in a dream smelling like an old wine cask.
The skinny sour man has stopped bu I%/ing us and goes about
smiling and pestering the Ponderer with his childish questions;;
but his manners have ﬁreatly improved. The crazy-eyed
woman with the long black hair . . .

[WAWA enters, drawing back thedoor-curtain and lettingin aflood of
daylight. He is seen to be carrying a couple of babies bottles
made of goatskin."]

KWOO. Hedlo, Wawa! Isityou ? Isit morning ?

WAWA. It's long past morning. The sun has crossed the
summit of Cash a Ru.

KWQOO. ltisvery activeforitsyears. | must have dozed ofl.
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WAWA (giving babies their bottles}. Diddums then, the
weeny, teeny, naughty ickle duckies. .Did thev want their
nice oekky ?  What sort of a night did you haver

KWOO. A highly musical evening. Wooch! | am liff.

WAWA. Have you had your breakfast ?

KWOO. | had a hit of something an hour or two ago.  I've
got no appetite.

WAWA.  Wéll, | hope you remembered we've got a Sesson
this morni n%N

KWOO. hat kind of a Sesson ?

WAWA. A Ponderers Sesson. We are the only two-ah-
um-available. The Questioner may be here at any minute.

KWQO. Only one?

WAWA. Only one sofaras| know.

KWOO. The same one ?

WAWA. Yes The same one

KWOO. Heisbecoming aperfect pest. | meanit.

WAWA. He hasagreat ded to learn.

KWOO. Had we better put these little beasts into the
kitchen?

WAWA. No. Wait till Ku comes back. She may be any
minute now. . . . They've been very lucky. They've had a
fine night for it.

KWOO (moving seats}. Well sit over here and he can sit
there.  You'd better do most of the talking.

WAWA. Very wdl, very well. But you'll have to remind
me of things.

KWQOO. I'll prod Kou with this poker if you go to deep.

WAWA. It isnt that | go to deep. | can't remember
things. How long is it since the Four Strangers came ?

KWOO. Three years.

WAWA. It seamslike yesterday.

KWOO. Everything seems like yesterday. And yesterday
was an abominable day

WAWA. Ever thmg seemed to go wrong.

KWOO. Everything did go wrong. How the Four
bStran erls have changed! Except the young fellow and he is a

orn fool

WAWA. Even heisadifferent kind of born fool since Queen
deserted him.

é(OWOO Hush!
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[Enter INNOCENCE ]
INNOCENCE.  Good morning, gentlemen.
WAWA. Good morning, Kaa, good morning. A fine
morning, afine morning. Won't you sit down ?
INNOCENCE. | thank you.

KWO0O. Good morning, Kaa.

INNOCENCE. Good morning, Ponderer.

WAWA.  Wdl, now, what's your difficulty today, hey ?
What can we do for you ?

INNOCENCE. Do you remember on Tuesday you told me
that | had better, pernaps, do exactly what | liked ?

WAWA.  Yes yes

INNOCENCE. | tried my best all Wednesday. But | couldn't
be surethat | was doing exactly what | liked.

WAWA. Hey ? Hey? How was that, eh ?

INNOCENCE. | couldn't be sure what | liked.

WAWA. A serious difficulty that, Kwoo.

KWOO (dozing). Eh? Oh, no. | shouldn't be surprised.

WAWA.  Give me the poker.

INNOCENCE. And early on Thursday morning | had a most
extraordinary dream.

WAWA.  Had you ?  Had you ?

INNOCENCE. Yes Itwasall very vivid. | dreamed | had
a tame camelopard in my cell and | was feeding it chopped
ptarmigan and cheese, when who should come in but my Bishop.
| said, " Good morning, my Lord," and he said, " Good morn-
ing, my son" And then he said, " | wouldn't give him that.
He won't thrive on that." And | sad, " What shall | give
him, my Lord?' And he sad, " | should feed him Father
Abraham's boats" And | sad, " But | haven't got our Father
Abraham's boots.  He died in them, and was buried in them."
And hesaid, " Um! That is certainly adifficulty. But there
is a Diocesan Conference going on just now. We had better
put the point to them." So he took me to the Conference and
there was |, sitting on a bench full of Bishops, with nothing on
but a hair shirt and it was very short. Then | awoke. But
before | awoke, | had an impression that it was the Day of
Judgment.

KWOO. What gave you that impression ?

INNOCENCE. | thought | heard a trumpet sounding.
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(Sarting.) What was that ? [A trumpet sounds)]

KWOO. Probably singing in your eas. What had you
been eating the night before ?

INNOCENCE. But | heard a trumpet now.

KWOO, Now ?

INNOCENCE.  While we were speaki n%

KWO0O. Wake up, Wawa. He says he heard a trumpet.

WAWA. A what ?

KWOO. A trumpet. Just now.

WAWA. What had he been eating the night before ?

INNOCENCE (rising). | am certain that | heard a trumpet.

KWQO (kindly). Sit down, Kaa. You are not very well.
You have noises in your head.  And the dream aso shows that
you are not very well.

INNOCENCE. Oh, do you think so? Isit serious ?

KWOO. Oh, no. Wawaand | have pondered severa casss
like yours. What you must do is to take the weight off your
stomach.

INNOCENCE. How shall | do that, Ponderer ?

KWOO. Can you stand on your head ?

INNOCENCE. | have never tried.

KWQOO. A pity. Itisasoanexcellent cure for bunions.

f INNOCENCE. 1 could get Baand Trikato hold me up by the
eet.

KWOO. Excellent idea. Mog excelent. Three times a
day, after food. You have nothing further to suggest, Wawa ?

WAWA. What? | ? No. No. | don'tthink so. No.

[All three rise]

INNOCENCE. WEell, | am very much obliged to %/ou, gentle-
men. Very much obliged to you indeed. And if I think of
anything dse in the afternoon . . .

[Fanfare, quite near now.]

Thereit isagain!

KWOO. Blessmy soul, itisatrumpet!

WAWA.  Shlup was practising yesterday on the ram's horn.

KWOO. That was played by a professonal.

[The JARL of the First Act suddenly appears at the door in full
chain armour with his battle-axe at the ready.]

JARL éin a loud commanding tone?. Drop your swords and
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KWOO. Butwe haven't got any swords and pikes.

1 J@RL. Turn your faces to the wall, then, and don't answer
ack.

[They obey. The JARL examines the room rapidly, pulling aside
the alcove curtains and peering in. He stumbles on one of the
cradlesand a yell fromit riseson the air.']

JARL, What's that ?

KWQOO. A haby.

JARL. Whosebaby ? Yours?

KWOO. No, no. Not a dl. Certainly not.

JARL. Yours?

WAWA. No. No. In point of fact, no.

JARL. Yours?

INNOCENCE. No, Sir Lachlan of the Cats, it isn't mine.

JARL. What the . . . How do you know my name?
Turn round.

[INNOCENCEturnsround.}

One monk looks very much like another, but 1 should know
that face. . Keep that infernal child quiet, somebody.

WAWA. Did the little dumplekins get a fight from big
soldjie man?  Poor ickle pootlums and nau?hty soldier.

JARL. Keep your personditiesto yourself, will you ?

WAWA. Certainly. Certainly.

[He gives the baby his beard to play with.]

JARL. Are you the Priest who sailed with Grettir Flatface
from Kirkwall three years ago ?

INNOCENCE. | am, Sir Lachlan.

JARL.  Thank the Lord for that! [He goes to the doorway."]

My Lord! My Lord! Were on the track at last!  I've
founa the Monk!

LOT (distant). Oh? Splendid! Hold on to him, then.
I'm coming up! :
[The JARL takes off his helmet and wipes his brow.]

JARL. Don't you run away now. My Glory! What a
piece of luck!  Weve combed every Idana to the edges of the
world, and we find it at lagt, by a cross wind.

[Enter KING LOT, very splendid, with huge grey goosefeathers on
his helmet]

Here he is Lord King. | didn't question him. | left that
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LOT. Quite right. Quite right. Let me ss2  What is
your name, Father ?

INNOCENCE.  Innocence, my Lord.

LOT. Ofcourse. | remember. Uncommon name. Well,
what have you been doing here ?  Converting the Heathen ?

[KWOO and WAWA turn round gingerly and listen to the conversation."]

INNOCENCE.  Heathen ? Oh, no, my Lord. Not Heathen.

[JARL stands at the door watching."]

LOT. These two gentlemen aren't Heathen, then? They
look it.

INNOCENCE. My Lord, | have had occasion to revise many
of my hasty judgments.

LOT. Indeed?

INNOCENCE. | have held too closgly to the letter of the Law
and thought too little of the spirit.  What | have logt, perhaps,
in confidence, | have gained in breadth of outlook.

JARL (at door). Hi! You! Come here, will you? . . .
It's Torquil, my Lord. The young Sailor.

LOT. Oh? Good | cant quite make out what this
fellow is talking about.

[Running footsteps and enter TORQUIL. He kneels on one knee to
LOT]

TORQUIL. My Lord, thank God you've come. | saw your
ships in the bay.

-INNOCENCE.  Just one word more. These Ponderers are
very good teachers.  And | find nothing whatever inconsistent
between their teaching and that of those who . . .

LOT. Stop this rigmarole and tell me where the Queen is ?

INNOCENCE. | cannot tell you that, Sir.

TORQUIL. My Lord . . .

LOT. Oneat atime. What do you mean, man ?

INNOCENCE. | am not at liberty to tell you.

LOT (seizing him by the throat). By God's blue hood, I'll
find means to make you! Out with it. Isshe here ... on
the Idand ?

INNOCENCE.  Yes

LOT. Whereis she, then ?

INNOCENCE.  If | told you, | should be breaking an unalter-
able rule which makes such things a matter of the drictest
confidence.
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LST (shaking him). Tell me the truth, man. Tell methe
trutn! '
TORQUIL. My Lord, my Lord. You'll kill him. T'll tell
y .

you. . . :

INNOCENCE. Don'tlisentohim. Hehasno right totell you.

TORQUIL. Sheissafeand well. Y ou will seeher very soon.

LOT. Why couldn't he say that at first ?

INNOCENCE.  You wouldn't let me. .

TORQUIL. My Lord, heisn't quite responsible. Y ou must
be patient with him.

LOT. Why? .

TORQUIL." He has gone native.

LOT. His Bishop will dea with that.

INNOCENCE. Oh? Ismy Lord here ?

LOT. Yes

INNOCENCE. | am glad of that. Very, very glad.

LOT. Wheresthe Queen?

TORQUIL. MK/ALord, they have abarbarous custom here.. . .

LOT. By the Man of Hoy, if they've laid afinger on her I'll
cut every gizzard in the Idand.

KWQOO. | think I can explain, Sir.

LOT. Explan? Explain? Explain? What doyou mean
by ex\ﬁlan ?  Who are you, anyhow ?

KWOO. My colleague and'| have the honour to be humble
members of the Court of Ponderers. My nameisKwoo. My
colleague is Wawa.  The functions of this Court, to put the
thing In avery few words . . .

LOT. | have had enough ofwords. Do you know who | am ?

KWQO. I imagined that you might be Queen's husband, Sir.

LOT. Iam. I'vebeenhunting for my wife for three years,
and you dish me out a pudding of words. ~What—have—you—
done with—my—WIFE ?

KWOO. She has been dipped.

LOT. What? _ o

KWOO. And directed to the Mountain of Meditation.

WAWA. With severd others.

LOT. Dipped? How? Where?

KWOO. Inthesa You s she log her temper.

LOT. Shelod her temper ?

~WAWA. Yes She wasit the only one. It was a most
(ilj;gredltable business. &
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KWOO. You se Sir, it was about the babies.

LOT. Babies? What babies?

WAWA. Here they are, Sir.  Nice little fellows. Pulling
away at their breakfast.  Chick, chick!  Cluck, cluck!

LOT (after a short pause). Are these infants ... are these
my wife'schildren ?

KWQO. Oh, no, Sr. Not strictIP/ speaking.

LOT. What do you mean by strictly speakintf; ?

KWOO. She adopted them. Queen is very fond of children.

LOT. Ohl

WAWA. And Queen is a very strong-minded woman.

LOT. You are presenting me with facts of which | was
aready fully aware. But are you standing there and telling me
that you dipped Her Serene Majesty, the Queen of Orkney,
Strathclyde and the Lothians, in the sea? Or perhaps | did
not hear you aright.

TORQUIL. It's only fair to say that it was with her own
consent.

LOT. She consented to be immersed in the ocean by a pack
of savages ?

TORQUIL. [I'msorry to say, Sir, that her Majesty has gone a
little native too.

WAWA. Shedidn't entirely consent, Sir, when it came to the
actual dipping. She bit Qua

LOT. Bitwhat?

WAWA. Bithishand. Right to the bone.

LOT. | have heard of Idands where the inhabitants had their
heads turned round looking to the back instead of the front ;
but | thought they were born that way. | never imagined that
it could be infectious,

KWOO. You s she had a row with She  She was as
much to blame as she was.  She logt her temper as badly as she
did. We diﬁped She too.

LOT. What isall this charivari of Shes?

WAWA. We are no respecters of persons on this Iland.

TORQUIL. Thewoman they call Sheisasort of chieftainess
on the Isand. _

WAWA (proudly).  She is a Ponderer.

KWOO. You s Queen adopted Trikas twins, because
Trika was too silly to look after them.  And Queen wanted to
put barley med and a spoonful of Heather Ale in their goat's
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milk, and She said that was all Wron%. And Queen sad that
she had brought up six children and buried four, and that She
didrgt know what she was talking about. And then they had
words.

WAWA. And everybody took sides. And Queen slapﬁed
She and Trika dapped Queen and Snor dapped Trika.  So they
al had to be dipped.

LOT. | have never in my life heard of anything so squalid.
What has been happening on this Idand ?

TORQUIL. Sir, you may well ak. | hopethat | am asfree
from prejudice as my neighbours, but . . .

LOT.  You have changed too.

TORQUIL. Sre?

LOT. Let me think. | remember you both quite well.
Both of you. And the padre seems to have gone al to pieces
and you seem to have . . . tightened up, somehow.

TORQUIL. I've recently had to exercise a good ded of
restraint. ,

LOT. | remember you as an enthusiastic ass but | don't
remember you asaprig.  What's happened to you ?

TORQUIL. Nothing has happened to me.

LOT. You areaprig, you know.

TORQUIL. Asyour Majesty pleases.

INNOCENCE. We have al changed. It has been a great,
an enlightening experience. Thisis a Holy Idand.

LOT. You'll have to fill up some of the holes before | can
find my way about init.  Stop sulking, you, and go on.

TORQUIL. Sir, | have not changed intheleast. But | have
not forgotten that 1 come from the mainland. The others
have. Thatisall.

LOT. Thatisnotall. Goon.

TORQUIL. | found the Idand. | was prepared to give all
that | had, the last breath in my body, to help it to find its soul.
But of al the dack-minded, ignorant, obstinate, supertitious,
dyed-in-the wool barbarians . . .

KWOO. Now, now, Shlup. Be careful. You will have
to be dipped.

TORQUIL. I will not be dipped. Just you try it! And
don't cal me Shiup.

_ _Lg)T. The Queen has gone to some Mountain. Where
isit?
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~ TORQUIL. Itisthe only mountain inthe Idand. They are
inordinately proud of it. It is the mountain behind this hovel.
| shall show you the track. _

LOT. No, I'll find it myself. Come with me, Lachlan... .
Wait al of you here till I come back. | haven't decided what
to do. No. Padre, go down to the beach and tell them not
to disembark the stores till | come back.  Take these two men
with you. The Quartermaster will want fresh water and
some cettle. _ .

KWOO. But | was left in charge of the babies.

LOT. Torquil will look after the babies.

TORQUIL. My Lord, | don't know whether | could. ['ve
had no experience of ...

LOT. You'll get somenow. Be off, therest of you. Look
shap. Come, Lachlan.

[Exeunt, after some ceremony, LOT, the JARL, INNOCENCE and ike
TWO PONDERERS. The TWINS begin to cry. TORQUIL does his
best to pacify them, but is soon at his wits' end.]

TORQUIL. Now, then. Now, then. It's al right.
Mummy's coming. You mustn't cry. Here's a pretty thing
for you. And a pretty thing for you. Damn!  The bottles
are empty. Now then. Now then. Oh, shut up, you little
Devils. "You're driving me mad.

[Enter TRIKA and BA : TRIKA runs to the TWINS, who are instantly
quiet]

TRIKA. What were they doing to Mummy's precious pair ?
Mustn't crf;/ like that. . . . Hdlo, Shlup. hat are you
doi nghere. . .

TORQUIL. Looking after your damned brats.

TRIKA. [I'vejust got down from the Mountain, | ran al
theway. | thought the Ponderers were here.  Baand | want
to see them.

TORQUIL.  Wéll, you can't see them.

EEI Ke. Oh, whatapity! It'smostimportant. Isn'tit,Ba?

. Yes

TRIKA. Wewere going to ask them about you, you see

TORQUIL.  Me ? _ .

TRIKA. Yes You're dways hanging about and bothering
me when | don't want to be bothered, and Ba and | talked it
over, and we decided that if it went on we would get angry and
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lose our tempers and be dipped, so we thought wed ask the
Ponderers, you see

BA. That'sright. [He grinsfoalishly.]

TORQUIL. That's what you thoug?_h_t was it ?

BA. Yes We thought that. rlka and me.

TORQUIL. Well, mindyourownbusiness . . . and takethat
grin off your face.

BA. "Eh?
TORQUIL. Do you hear me? Take that grin off your face.
. . . You wont, wont you? [I'll show you whether I'm

funny or not.
[He attacks BA ; after a moment of astonishment, BA defends him-
self.  The two rott together on the floor.]

TRIKA.  Mind the cradles. Pull his hair, Ba That'll
make him stop. Wait a minute. Hold his head steady a
minute and I'll pull it myself.

[Enter QUA. Hisarmisinasling]

Oh, good morning, Qua.  Shlup jumped at Ba, and | think

they are fighting. o
ZFL(JA. hat are they fighting about ?
IKA. About me | think.
QUA. They'd better stop. She is coming down the track.
[He lifts the combatants to theirfeet and sends TORQUIL staggering
with a heavy push]
TORQUIL. My God! Don't you hit meagain!
gUA. All I’I%h'[. Butifyou rofll on theflooryou will get hurt.
- TORQUIL. You shan't bully me. The day for bullying is
finished, do YOU hear ? We're going to have a little order on

this Idand at Tast.  Well see how you likeit.  I'm going down
to the beach. _
UA. All right. I'll come down presently and dip you.
o I(ORQUIL. if you can dip the troops of the King of
rkney.

[Exit TORQUIL, in a passion."]
TRIKA. What astupid fellow! Hejumped at Ba without
aword of warning. Heis very rough. ~ o
BA. That'sright. | had me greatest job not hurting him.
QUA. . Wdl, don't discuss him now. The Ponderers will
ded with him when they have time. | expect we shall be very
busy for a day or two. ~ Queen's man friend has arrived.
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TRIKA. But | thought she had lots of men friends. |
thought you were one.

QUA. That's as may be, but | think this oneistied up like
you and Ba. Heés looking for her.

TRIKA. Oh, he's not going to take her away in al these
ships, | hope. Has he found her ?

QUA. No. Heasked metheway to thetop of the Mountain,
and | put him on the wrong track. | wanted time to ponder
for a bit.

TRIKA. It would be terrible if he took her avay. Who
would look after the twins ?

QUA. Can'tyou look after your own twins ?

TRIKA. She's so much better at it than | am. | keep for-
getting all about them. And she was lovely at the top of the
Mountain. Singing. And telling stories. Even She was
laughing. The time passad like winking.

QUA. You're not supposed to spesk to one another at the
top of the Mountain. '

TRIKA. Neitherwedid. Queendid nearly al the speaking.
And there's nothing about singing, is there ?

\Vnces heard singing KU'S song of the First Act.]

VOICES. Wa na clash nye Iuf
Blu ash Ru
Pul wanshagrash . . .
SHE (without). No, no. You sad " grass” You should
sy " grash” It means sand.

[Enter MARGAUSE and SHE with arms linked like two schoolgirls]

MARGAUSE. Grash. Likethat. Is that better ?

SHE. Much better. Grash. It sounds like sand, doesn't
it ? Crunching beneath on€e's bare feet.

MARGAUSB. Weall, Trika, my dear. How are the babies ?

TRIKA. Oh! I'dforgotten about them again. | made them
be quiet and then forgot about them, | think they're al right.

MARGAUSE.  You didn't touch them ?

TRIKA.  No, Queen.

MARGAUSE.  You mustn't touch them. Must she, dear?

[To SHE]
SHE. | think shed better not. She's so cardess.
MARGAUSB. How right you are, darling. . , . What a
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delicious day. Why is it so warm and pleasant, She, up here in
the North ?

SHE. A warm stream flows in the Ocean from the West
and we are in the fairway. They say it comes from the hot
wells where the sun s

MARGAUSE. | think we could grow amost anything here.
Shall wetry 7 Shal we grow grapes ?

SHE. Ityou like.

MARGAUSE. | know an adorable place where we could
gla?t a vine. But you must promise me one thing,

arling.

SHgE. What isthat ?

MARGAUSE.  No, but you must promise.

SHE. Verywell.

MARGAUSE.  When my spirit leaves you, you must bury my
body under the vine. Not under the oa-fied. | couldnt
bear to be porridge.

SHE. You won't leave us for along, long time.

MARGAUSE. | shall never leave you. | shal come to you
year after year in the beautiful purple grapes and fill your hearts
with laughter and your minds with glorious thoughts. . . .
Where is Snor ?

SHE. He is struggling down the Mountain. Why do you
want him, dear ?

MARGAUSE. | want him to draw some Heather Ale.

SHE. But, darling, you promised me you wouldn't. Not
in the morning.

MARGAUSE.  Forgive me. | forgot. ... It was reaJI%/ to
give poor old Snor something to do. 1 don't want him to think
too much. She, do you remember when he found no copper
and the miners all went back to their crofts and he inssted on
filing hispetition?

SHE. | hadn't theleast ideawhat he was talking about. He
had to teach Wawa and Kwoo al about bankruptcy.

MARGAUSE.  Poor Snor.  And he is such a usdess butler and
he drinks far too much.

QUA. Queen. .

" MdA’E{GAUSE. O Qua, what abeast | am! How is your poor
and

QUA. Itsal right. Accidents will happen.

MARGAUSE. But it wasn't an accident. | meant it.
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QUA. Perhaps | was a bit too rough. . . . Pm sorry to
mterr F? XOU but your husband is here.
ARGAUSE Ywhat
Tall gentleman with goose-wings on his hat.

&ARGAUSE in a whisper). quey goose-wings ?

[The g|pw schoolgirl fatts away from her and the outlines of a
Queen are discerned through the gathering shadows of middle
age]

MARGAUSE. And so ends another verse of the song.

[SHE goes dowly to the curtain of her cubicle. The ISLANDERS
watch her.]

SHE. Will he take you away ?

QUA. No, by thunaer.

MARGAUSE.  Call Ku and Snor.  Bid them take away those
cradles and arrange the room. It must receive a King. (To
BA.) Dothat, you, man.

[BA, awestruck, exits.]

TRIKA. Dont leave us, Queen. It will aways be winter
if you leave us.

MARGAUSE. If | leave you, Who in this Idand will come
seeking me after three long years ?

\A silence]

| am Lot's wife. If | turn back | shal not be avine or a
cornfield, but a pillar of salt.

[SHE goes into the cubicle and draws the Curtain. BA, KU and
GRETTIR enter.  GRETTIR is now a mild, alcoholic wreck]

UA We cannot let her go!

SHE. Wh{ not ? All living |sacom|nqhand agoing. But
| did not think | should be so sorry to lose \S\/“Skly
Take the babies to the kitchen ana tidy the room. e must
not make her ashamed before her King.

[SHE takes a stool to thefront of the basket fire and sits looking into
the peats and stirring them into a glow.  The others remove the
cradles andfuss about with thefurniture and draperies. QUA
supervising'

QUA. Come dong, look dive. Don't go to degp. Bear
a hand there, Snor.

GRETTIR. ~ What's the matter ?  What's happened ?

5\/ A. You'regoing back to Orkney When you get there,

ise you to take a cure.
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KU. The bay is full of great ships. They're roasting an ox
on the beach.

GRETTIR. Orkney ? Oh, yes

QUA. And fetch a skin of Heather Ale for the King. He
is probably as big a drunkard as you are.

GRETTIR. Yes Certainly. Heather Ale. Surely.

TRIKA (snivelling}. My poor babies. Who is to look after
my poor babies ?

KU. Well dl look after them, dearie. Take this duster.
No wonder the poor god-man has gone off his head with you
keeping house for him.  How many for breakfast, She ?

SHE. Whatdidyousay ?

KU. | asked how many were coming for breakfast ?

SHE. How can | tell? | am not a prophet. | cannot
foresee anything.

QUA. Hi! Snor. Get a move on, will you? You're
maundering about like a basking shark.

KU. Don't speak unkindly to my little man friend. He s
doing hisbest. Aren't you, love ?

GRETTIR. 1 think 0. Where shdl | put this?

[He is bugging a skin of Heather Ale]
KU. Down here. Quick. Here they come.

[KU places a bowl of wind-flowers on a bracket near the door, and
withdraws to the side of the doorway. Enter KING LOT in a
blazing rage.  He isfollowed by the JARL and by TORQUIL, who
hasgot himselfa little targe, a helmet and a sword.  INNOCENCE,
KWOO and WAWA are seen in the doorway behind them."]

LOT. Where's that fellow with the gammy arm ? Oh,
there you are.  Don't you know your own way about your
own god-forsaken Idland ?

QUA. Yes

LOT. Do you mean you do or you don't ?

QUA. | do.

LOT. Then what do you mean by sending me aong a track
that led into the middle of a bog ?

QUA. It wasnt abog; it was Snor's copper mine.

LOT (with a sudden sinister calm).  So you did it on purpose ?
You had the cold-drawn nerve to midead me on purpose ? Do
you know who | am ?

QUA. Yes You are Queen'sman.
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LOT (exploding again). | am the man who is going to teach
this Idand manners.  And, by God's blue hood, you will take
part in the first lesson.  I'm going to hang you!

TORQUIL. If I might make asuggestion . . .

LOT. Who the Hell areyou ? . . . Oh, you're here again,
are you ?

TORQUIL. Yes Sr. | think perhaps you could give them
afirst lesson in discipline without going to such lengths.

LOT. [I'll go to the length of al the rope they've got; and
therelll be an end of it for you, if you forget your place. By
the Eternal Thunder, | never heard of such a thing in my lifel
Body of me, I'll show them!

[Enter MARGAUSE from the cubicle, dressed in all the splendour she
has been able to collect in the Island during three years]

LOT. My most dear Lady! Areyou safe ?

MARGAUSE. What is the meaning of this ?

LOT. The meaning of what, my dear ?

MARGAUSE.  Why do vou come into my apartment stamping
and threatening and bawling like abull ?

LOT. | wasafraid of what might have happened to you.

MARGAUSE. No matter of what you were afraid, it is no
excuse for making an exhibition of yourself.

LOT. Forgive me. | was not myself.

MARGAUSB.  You were very much yourself. It is time |
took you in hand again.

LOT. Hightime. | have missed you, Margause.

[Hekisses her hand.  As shepermits this. heproceeds to a respectful
embrace]

MARGAUSE. Your armour hurts. Sit down by me at the
teble.  Snor, fill the King's cup.

[The KING and QUEEN sf]

LOT. Madame.

[LOT drinks to MARGAUSE]

MARGAUSB. Thank you. Do you like our Heather Ale ?

LOT. It has a taste of damsons. Madame, | am glad to
have found you at last.

MARGAUSB. | am glad too. Shel  Where are you ?

[SHE rises dowlyfrom thefireside and comes to the table]

My Lord, | wish to present my kind hodess.

LOT holds out his hand to be kissed.  After a pause, SHE shakes i]
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MARGAUSE.  Sit down, She. [SHE obeys. LOT stares at her\
She and her Idanders have made me happier than | have ever
been in my life. Sheis my very dear friend. | hope that she
will be yours.

LOT. | hope that she will. [SHE is staring at the KING nowl\

MARGAUSE.  Oh, vou do, do you ?  (Suddenly, to the JARL.)
Ah, Sir Lachlan, it is pleasant to s you again. And how is
your wife?

JARL. Sheiswell, my Lady.

MARGAUSE. When do we sail ?

JARL. My Lord has not yet issued instructions.

MARGAUSE (to LOT). When do we sail ?

LOT. Eh? Oh, yes ... | thought, perhaps. ... It
may take some days to revictual and caulk the ships. And |
shall have to make some arrangements for governing the Island.

MARGAUSE.  The existing arrangements are admirable.

LOT. I'm sure they are. Perhaps, when our Hosess has
leisure, she can tell me all about them.

MARGAUSE. | shdl tell you al about them mysdf. We
shall sail today.

LOT. Today?

MARGAUSE. At once. | am sick for home.

LOT. Wel, ifthetide . . .

MARGAUSE. Don't talk to me about the tide. [Sherises.]
Wéll, She, you have got your wish at last.

LOT. What is her wish ?

MARGAUSE.  To be rid of us

LOT. | don't know about that. We decided that the Island
must be explored and converted and developed. . . .

MARGAUSE.  Yes, yes | know.

LOT. And protected. | have taken a great fancy to the
Idand. It reminds me of a song one of our harperssang. . . .
How did it go ?

. Ringed by shining sea-horses,
Coursing against the something surge,
And it stands on feet of bronze . . .
Oh,yes ...
Joy flew down to the land

Into Ru-Rhush, the cdm place,
To nest and abide for ever.
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To the kind land, the clear land.
SHE (rising in rapture).

The Inviolate land! . . .

Inviolate now and for ever.

MARGAUSE. Lot! Come home at once.

[LOT rises sheepishly, SHE as ifwaking from a dream. Theyjoin
the QUEEN at the doorway. At the same moment THE BISHOP
and INNOCENCE appear. They take positions on either side of
the doorway to allow the party to go out. LOT bows out SHE
first and follows leading the QUEEN. The rest follow them,
leaving the BISHOP and INNOCENCE together staring at each
other.}

BISHOP. | dont know what's the matter with you. |
think you must have gone daft.

INNOCENCE.  That ie?ﬁ)ogble. That may be' I'm dtill a
little muddled in the head.

BISHOP. You have not performed the sacraments for a
least Six months ?

INNOCENCE. Yes. Thatistrue. Yes

BISHOP. Then what on earth do you mean by it, man?
Pull yourself together.

INNOCENCE. | think it must be because | am learning the
aphabet and find it rather difficult.

BISHOP. The aphabet? What do you mean by the
aphabet ?

INNOCENCE. Our Lord taught us the alphabet very simply,
and when His disciples had learned that, He went on to teach
them the myderies. But we haven't learned the alphabet,
have we, sirr  We don't know how to live at peace with our
neighbours. How can we understand the mysteries ?

BISHOP. What you need is a sea-voyage.

[He If ads INNOCENCE through the doorway as if he were a decrepit
patient.}

INNOCENCE. | once thought | understood, but I'm not so
surenow | am not so sure.

[Trumpet sounds, in distance]
CURTAIN.

END OF THE PLAY.
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SCENE |

A parlour in the Free Kirk Manse at Larach, in the West Highlands of
Scotland. It is Sunday afternoon.  Thefurnishing is austere.  Two
walls are occupied by bookcases full of forbidding-looking books. On
the other watt are signed engravings of elderly clergymen. Thereisa
presentation black-marble clock on the mantelpiece. There are no
further concessions to decorative art. A lanky man in battle-dress is
lounging in the only comfortable chair, with his slipperedfeet on the
mantelpiece. His name is CULLY. When he speaks, it is with an
" educated" accent. He wears large horn-rimmed spectacles.
Through the window is seen an autumnal Highland landscape,
illuminated, for the moment, by a watery beam of sunshine. A
second soldier enters.  He is small, sturdy, Hebraic and disconsolate.
His name is COHEN.

COHEN (singing, dirge fashion). " Roll out the barrel; well

have a barrel of fun. . . ." Not half, we won'.
[He finds a dishcloth in his hands and throws it back through the
open door."]

CULLY (in what he imagines to be Scots). Hootsmon!  Don't
ye no ken, you cannot sing on the Sabbath Day ?

COHEN. Don't | know it!

CULLY. Where haveyou been, my dear Mr Gordon Monte-
fiore Cohen ?

COHEN. Cleaning up the crimson dinner dishes. That's
where I've been.

CULLY. Don't you get enough polishing to do at the Camp ?

COHEN. You'vesad it.

CULLY. Then what's the matter with you ? Gone balmy ?

COHEN.  Not ye.

[He sits down and absently takes out a cigarette.’]

CULLY. You can't smoke in here, cocky.

COHEN. Hél, no. (He puts hisfag away.) Cor, stone the
crows, what a dump!  What a billet! ~ Cor darn my socks

CULLY. You'veonly got your lousy ambition to thank for it.

COHEN. What do you mean ambition ? Did | have any
ambition to get drafted up North to this perishing cold doorstep of
acountry ? Did | have any ambition to be billeted on an old holy,
sour-puss, praying bloody preacher ?  Tel me I'm asking youl.
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CULLY. You were ambitious to be the cleanedt, best-
behaved man in the battery, and that's why they picked you.

COHEN. Oh, indeed. And why did they pick you ?

CULLY. God knows. They thought | needed a bit of
religion, | expect.

COHEN. What'sthegood ? Lord love me, what's the good ?

CULLY. They'll make you a bombardier al right. Thisis
only asmall spot of purgatory, before they receive you into ever-
lasting glory.

COHEN. Bombardier ? Not me, they won't. Not with a
nose my shape and that old Nazi of a B.SM. anti-semiting all
over the ship. Tin-eyed old beer-tank. What you reading ?

CULLY. Meditations among the Tombs.

COHEN. Sohelp me, thereisn't a decent cemetery to go to, let
aone a cinema.

CULLY. Why did you wash the dishes ?

COHEN. Something to do. Just to pass the time.

CULLY. Damned liar.

COHEN. Wdl ... | thought there might be a bit of fun
init.

CULLY. Wasthere?

COHEN. No fear! They made her go to the matinee—the
afternoon service, whatever you cal it—the minute | offered.
The nasty minds these holy blokes has.

CULLY. Bad luck.

COHEN. I'll be more careful next time. A bit unsophistki-
tated but quite a pretty little bit of stuff. And askirt'sawaysa
skirt.  And | ain't seen many round hereabouts.

CULLY. | thought you were a respectable married man. '

COHEN.  Héell, chum, | wouldn't be a married man if | didn't
like a bit of skirt. Be reasonable.  There ain't no harm in it.
Read usabit. I'm right browned off, and that's a fact.

CULLY. " Indulge, my soul, a serious pause. Recollect al
the gay things that were wont to dazzle thy eyes and inveigle
thy affections. Here, examine those baits of ssnse. Here form
an edtimate of their red value. Suppose thysdlf first among the
favourites of fortune, who revel in the lap of pleasure; who shine
in the robes of honour; and swim in tides of unexhausted riches;
yet, how soon would the passing bell proclaim thy exit; and,
when once the iron cdl has summoned thee to thy future reckon-
ihg, where would iill these gratifications be ? At that period,
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how will al the pageantry of the most affluent, splendid and
[uxurious circumstances vanish into empty air? . . ."

hCOHEN | ain't got that. Who's supposed to have murdered
who ?

CULLY. Nobody's murdered anybody.

COHEN. Who's this bloke supposed to be talking to ?

CULLY. To anybody. To you.

COHEN. Heis, ishe? Then hedon't know me!l  Swimin
tides of unexhausted riches!  He don't say anything about skirts,
does he ?

CULLY. Oh, yes. There's a lot about blokes dying and
skirts howling over them.  Would you like meto read you a bit ?

COHEN. No, | thank you. | thank you kindly, I am much
obllgied but | should not think of troubling you. | don't like

wling skirts, | likejoyful skirts.  1'd give a week's pay to see
one this moment.

CULLY. You damp down your libido, cocky. There aren't
any skirts around here.

COHEN. No. And if there were, there ain't much to make
them joyful.

[He goesto the window J\
What a country!

CULLY. Wadll, the sun was shining last time | looked out.

COHEN. Yes You can see across the loch. They say
hereabouts when you can see across the loch it's going to rain,
and when you can't see across the loch it blooming well is raining.

[JEAN, atall, cheerful-lookingyoung lady in a dressing-gown appears
in the doorway.]

JEAN. Héllo!

CULLY. Oh, hello!

JEAN (to COHEN). Hello! you too,

COHEN. Héllol Miss.

CULLY.  Who are you ?

JEAN. A joyful sKirt.

COHEN. You heard us talking ?

JEAN. Yes |heardyou. | hesitated foryears. | wastoo
shy to come in, till you said what you liked. So then | camne.

COHEN. I'msorry, Miss.  I'm not that sort of a chap at al.
I'm not redly.  But you know how it is, when two blokes gets
chinning t ether.

JEAN. Ohyes That'sal right. May | have abook ?
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CULLY. Oh,yes Pese

JEAN. | didn't mean to interrupt you.

COHEN. Not a dl. It's a pleasure.

JEAN.  I'm the Meenister's niece.

CULLY. No. Redly? Areyou?

JEAN.  Yes. My name's Jean Ogiivie. What are your
names? .

CULLY. Cully's mine.

COHEN.  Gunner Cohen, Miss.

JEAN.  What are your first names ?

CULLY. Tom.
COHEN. Gordon.
JEAN. Do sit down, Tom and Gordon. | won't be a

minute. Are you from the gun position on the hill ?

COHEN.  Yes

JEAN. | heard you were billeted here. It must be pretty
dull for you.

COHEN. You have said it.

JEAN.  Where do you come from ?  London ?

COHEN. Yes. Little shop in the Borough Road.

JEAN.  You too f

CULLY. Moreor les, yes.

JEAN. So do I. I'm a typist and teapot carrier a the
Ministry of Interference. | was blitzed about a bit, and they
sent me for a week's holiday.  That's why I'm still in bed.

CULLY. | = .
h'JEIw' | only came yesterday.  The hills are nice, don't you
think “

CULLY. Very nice.

JEAN. How do you like my uncle ?

COHEN.  He seems a very nice gentleman.

JEAN.  And there's no doubt about my aunt being nice, so it's
al very nice together—only dull. | must try to see about
getting you cheered up a bit.  But my uncle's so damned strict.

COHEN, Heisahbit, isn't he?

JEAN. Yes Itsfunny. Héesvery inteligent too. I'm no
match for him.  Are you intelligent ?

CULLY. | usedtothink | was. Cohen certainly is.

~JEAN.  Then we must tackle him tonight after evening ser-
vice.

CULLY. It will be a pleasure. )
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JEAN. Will it be a pleasure to you too? . . . | say, look
here, | can't cdl you Gordon. Haven't you another name ?

COHEN.  The boys sometimes cals me Conk.

JEAN.  May | ?

COHEN. Yes, if you like.

JEAN.  Conk, will you help me with my uncle ?

COHEN. W, ifit's not too much of aliberty in the gentle-
man's own house.

JEAN. Butit'sfor hisgood. There'slots of things we could
teach him.

COHEN. | shouldn't be surprised.

JEAN. Thenthat'ssettled. | must runnow. . . . What's
this book ? . . . Oh, Greek, damn. Never mind. | feel
much better. | think I'll get up.

COHEN. Won't you stay and talk to us ?

JEAN. No, Conk. My uncle doesn't think naked women
are good for soldiers.  Hell be back any minute now.  Cheers.
Il s2e you later.

[She goes out before the SOLDIERS have time to get to the door-handle.
They makepolite rushes and get to the door opposite one another."]

COHEN.  After you, Claude.

CULLY. Not funny. How do you like her ?

COHEN. What doyou think of her ?

CULLY. I don't know. | haven't redly seen her yet.

COHEN. It seemed to me like you had a good look.

CULLY. She was putting on an act. She needn't have
troubled. | didn't come al the way up to the Hellans to be
sparkled a.  I'm like old Wordswortn, Mr Conk. | am one of
,them as likes a solitary Highland Lass to be a solitary Highland
‘Lass | can get plenty " Come on, you chaps " stuff where |
jcome from.

COHEN. A bit hard to please

CULLY (resuming his chair and his hook).  Yes

COHEN. Looked a very high-toned bit of stuff to me.  You
could see she was a lady.

CULLY. There are no ladies nowadays.

COHEN. In that casg, I'll mizzle up to the canteen. Com-
ing? £

CULLY. No. Remember you've got to be back for supper
a eight.
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MR BOLFRY SCENEI

COHEN. Hell, yes ... (at the window) . . . and there's
the soft refreshing rain coming. And there's the church
coming out. And there's his holiness coming up the path. |
can't make it.  No dodging the column this time, chum!

[He sits down beside the table with a gesture of hopelessness)]
A fatalist. That's me.
[MCCRIMMON enters.  Heisa handsome serious man of about fifty.
Hewears a turnover collar and a white how tie. He carriesa si
hat carefullyin hishand. Behind him come MRS MCCRIMMON, a
pretty little woman of forty, and MORAG, the serving-maid, aglrl
of seventeen]

MCCRIMMON. Morag! Put my hat in the box, girl. And
take you great care of the nap this time.

[MORAG takes the hat and goes out.]

MRS MCCRIMMON.  Oh, Mr Cully! The Minister's chair!

CULLY. Sorry, Mrs McCrimmon.

MCCRIMMON. Oh, itisall right. Itisall right,dear me. A
man who defends my country is at liberty to sit in my chair, I'm
sure.  Sit ye down.

CULLY. No thank you, Sir.  Cohen and | were thinking of
going out for awalk.

MCCRIMMON. Itisanicething, awak. You would be too
tired maybe to attend the afternoon diet of worship ? But |
forgot. | am the stupid man. You do not belong to our
communion.

MRS MCCRIMMON. It's raining now, Mr Cully. Maybe
you'd be better to stay in beside the fire. I'll put some peats on
it, and the Minister will be in his study at his evening sermon,
and I'l be in the kitchen with Morag, so you needn't be bother-
ing yoursalf.

MCCRIMMON.  Oh, there is no harm in the young men going
forawalk. Noharmatal. You were reading f

CULLY (showing him the book).  Yes

MCCRIMMON. W, well. Hervey's "Meditations among
theTombs"  An improving kind of a work in its way, but to
my mind he was a greeting bit body, that. And not very sound
in his doctrine.  But he's dead longsyne, and no doubt he has
done you little harm with his greseting.

[MRS MCCRIMMON is busy with the peats. COHEN is betying her.]

CULLY. He makes very soothing Sunday-afternoon reading.
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MCCRIMMON.  The Lord did not give his Day that you should
be soothed, young man.
CULLY. Oh? | was aways told he did.
mCCRIMMON.  Those who told you so did you no service.
The Day was given for rest of the body, improvement of the
mind, and the ordinances of public and private worship.
CULLY. Oh, but, Mr McCrimmon, surely . . .
MCCRIMMON.  Marget, will you bid Morag put my cup of gruel
inthestudy ? You will excuse me, Sir ? | have to make some
meditations of my own before my sermon.
CUALY. Atleast | wastrying to improve my mind.
M)CCRIMMON. Indeed, | hopeso. And now will you excuse
me
[MRS MCCRIMMON and COHEN leave the fireside]
[Exit MCCRIMMON.]

MRSMCCRIMMON. Now, there'sacleanfireside, and | think
there's nothing nicer in the wholewideworld.  Don't you think
%0, Mr Cohen, and you a family man ?

COHEN. You're right. Not that | won't say them turf
fires take a bit of getting used to.

MRS MCCRIMMON. If you handle them kindly you get a fine
steady glow. And the smell of the burning peat is grand.

CULLY. Like a burnt offering on the family altar.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Y ou're making fun of me, and that's fine;
but | wouldn't make jokes of things like that, Mr Cully. Not
of sacred subjects.

CULLY. | didn't think a good Presbyterian would think
altars particularly sacred.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Maybe not, but they are no subject for
CULLY." | wasn't trying to be funny.
MRS MCCRIMMON.  That's al right, then.

CULLY. I'll go up and get my boots on. What about you,
Conk? v

COHEN. I've got my boots on.

MRS MCCRIMMON. If you're goin%for awak, | wouldn't go
anywhere you might be seen during the evening service.  There
might be talk, and you living with the Minister.

CULLY Right ho. .

MRS MCCRIMMON.  And you'll be back for supper at half-past
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eight, will you, not ?  It's only pease brose, but there will be a
wee bit of cold ham for the pair of you.

CULLY. Fine. [I'll remember.
[CULLY goes out]

MRS MCCRIMMON. Heseemskind of vexed. | hope | was not
too sharp with him.

COHEN. Keepyour mindeasy. He'sbeen on the mat before
sharper-tongued people than you.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Maybe he's not very used to the ways of
a Minister's house, only being here three days ; and none of them
the Sabbath.

COHEN. That'sit. He's not used to it.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Heés a fine young fellow. It's a pity
he's an episcopaian.

COHEN. He's not that. Mum, whatever e he is. He's
C.of E.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Ah, dear me, now, he cannot help his
upbringing. . . . Look, the fire's glowing fine. It's a homey
looking thing, a fire.

COHEN. It is and dl.

MRS MCCRIMMON. And it growing so dark and gloomy out
bye. | think we will have astorm. It is not a nice walk you
will be having at al.

COHEN. It helps to pass the time.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Och, dear me, with me the time passs
without any help.  You would think there was scarcely enough
of it.

COHEN. It hangs a bit heavy when you're used to city life.

MRS MCCRIMMON. And what would you do, now, if you
were in the City at this very moment ?

COHEN. WEéll, now you ast me, | shouldn't be surprised IS
sat down by the fireside and went to deep.  1'd have read all the
Sunday papers by this time,

MRS MCCRIMMON. Tuts, tuts! Sunday papers!

COHEN. But it'd be a comfort knowing there was places |
could go, if I wanted to.

[COHEN heaves a deep sigh and suddenly takes a pocket-book out and
pushes a snap-shot at MRS MCCRIMMON asif it wereapistol.]

MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh! What's that ?

COHEN Meandthetroubleandstrife. Downat  southend.
That'sthe kid shel's holding up to get took.
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MRS MCCRIMMON. What alovely boy!,

COHEN. Hesabit of al right; but he isnt aboy. Hesa
girl.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Amn't | the stupid one! | should have
known.

COHEN. Don't see how you could, with al them clothes on.

MRS MCCRIMMON.  Shelsabonny weelasss  How old isshe ?

COHEN. Eleven months there. Had her third birthday last
week. There she is  Sitting in the park with her blooming
dawg.

MgRS MCCRIMMON. My, my, how they grow! Shell be the
great chatterbox now.

COHEN. Shéslike her ma. Got a lot to say and says it.

MRS MCCRIMMON. She's got a look of you too.

COHEN. Cor blimey! | hope not.

MRS MCCRIMMON. It's about the eyes

COHEN.  She'saway of laughing with her eyes before the rest
of her face gets going.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Whamsher name ?

COHEN. Gladys. Same asthe old lady.

MRS MCCRIMMON. You must miss them.sorely.

COHEN. Not half, | do. Roll on the time.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Rall on the time.

COHEN. No news yet from North Africa ?
MRS MCCRIMMON. Not yet. Hell be twenty next month.
Ninth of November.
COHEN  You don't look like you'd a grown-up son.
Mas McCRIMMON. There's whiles I'm surprised myself.
[ They turn andlook at aphotograph ofa Seaforth Highlander on the
M3minipisce. |
_iilauMMDbN. That was taken the day he got his
commisson.
COHEN. Youd be proper and proud of him that day.
MRS MCCRIMMON. What'sityousay? Nothalfl wasn't!
[She laughs]
You'll have us al speaking the fine, high English before you've
finith
COHEN.You speskfirst-classEnglish. There's a bit of an
accenif you don't mind my saying 0, but | can understand
every word you say.
165 [ 1]
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MRS MCCRIMMON. Ah, well, now, am | not glad of that ?
You will be finding us awild uncivilised lot in the Highlands ?

COHEN. 1 wouldn't go as far as that. You don't get the
same changt as what we get up in London, but | wouldn't call
you uncivilised—except on Sundays.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Waéll, well, we've al got our ways of
doing things, | suppose. Is it a nice place, London ? It'll
not be al wickedness with eight million folk in it.

COHEN. | wish you could see our little place in the Borough
Road. Abovetheshop, itis Niceand handy. And Gladys,
she keeps it a treat. Pots and pans shining and a couple of
budgerigars in a gilt cage. And aways something tasty after
we puts up the shutters.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Shestill keepsthe shop open ?

COHEN. You bet she does Twicet she's had the window
blown in, but what does she care ? Out with the old broom and
bucket and on with the job.  Cor stone the crows, | shouldn't
have the nerve. And I'm supposed to be a soldier.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Och, now, you're a very brave soldier
too, I'm sure.

*COHEN. Not me. | get the willies, sometimes, imagining
what's going to happen to me if the Gerries get busy on my gun.

MRS MCCRIMMON. You'll be like us up here. You've a
strong imagination.  There's whiles | can frighten myself more
than Hitler and Goering and that lad Rommel could do if they
were dl in this room waving their pistols and making faces at
me. I'll be lying awake at night with my head under the
blankets thinking there's devils and bogles and kelpiSs coming
down the chimney, though fine I know there's no such thing
But when they dropped a big bomb on Aberdeenkndi*i"B
shop door and knocked over with the blast with al my messages
flung mixty maxty, | wasn't afraid a dl, a dl. | was just
angered.

COHEN. That'sright. It's the same with Gladys

MRS MCCRIMMON. Not but what | put up awee prayer, the
minute | could think about it.

COHEN. Theway you'd hear Gladys howling about the War,
you'd think old Hitler got it al up for her benefit .But there's
no more howling when it comes to the bit.

MRS MCCRIMMON. It's our imaginations. T hey'rean aw-
ful nuisance our imaginations.
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[Enter JEAN—nowfully dressed.]

My sorrow and my shame! What are you doing up and
about, you bad girl ?

JEAN. I'm cured. Aunt Mggie It's the Highland air.

MRS MCCRIMMON. You should think shame of yourself. |
told you to stay in bed till | said you could get up.

JEAN. Youknow quitewell that | never did what you told me.

MRS MCCRIMMON. And that'satrueword. You've aways
been little better than a wayward wee rascdl.

JEAN.  But I'm interrupting you.

MRS MCCRIMMON (in some confusion).  Oh, | wasjust having
a wee talk with Mr Cohen.  You'll not have met Mr Cohen.
He's one of the two gentlemen who are billeted with us.

JEAN. I've met Mr Cohen and Mr Cully too.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Dear me, when woula that be, now ?

JEAN. Never mind. And go on with your wee tak. I'll
go and spesk to Morag and try to work up a bad cough for next
time | come back.

MRS MCCRIMMON. You arejust terrible, and that's the only
oneword for you.  She has no respect for her elders, Mr Cohen.
I'm real sorry for her poor mother. And you'l just say here
and cheer Mr Cohen up, and I'll away be to the kitchen.

[Enter CULLY in bis hoots"]

Now, Mr Cully, you're surely not going out on an evening
the like of this.

CULLY. It does look pretty black.

MRS MCCRIMMON.  And there's the mists coming down from
the ben. | have seen me log a hundred yards from the Manse
Woor,

COHEN. I'm not goin? out, you can bet your life on that.
CULLY. I'll go mysdf, then.
JEAN." Il go with you if you aren't going far. ~ Mr Cohen

can lend me his waterproof cape.
MRS MCCRIMMON. Jean!
JEAN.  Wadl, Aunt Maggie ?
MRSMCCRIMMON.  You'rejust out of your bed.
JEAN | told you | wasadl right now.
MRSMCCRIMMON.And apart fromall ese, doyou remember
what day it is? d
AH. Yes Quite well.
16 3]
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MRS MCCRIMMON. What will people think? What will
your Uncle say ?

JEAN. | haven't the least idea what people will think, and
Uncle Mac can say what he likes, and I'll be delighted.  He has
a beautiful, thrilling voice.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh, but, Jean . . .

JEAN. If you like, I'll promise you one thing. If Gunner
Cully attacks my virtue, | shall defend it heartily. | am feeling
very virtuous tonight.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh, Jean, that's awful talk! And it's
not likeyou at dl. | don't know what's come over you.

JEAN.  Get your mackintosh cape, Conk, will you ?

[COHEN goes out.]

MRS MCCRIMMON. I've hafa mind to fetch your Uncle.

JEAN. Yes. Do. | haven't seen him today.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh, Jean! . . . It'sal rightin England,
dearie, and theresno harm init, | suppose ; but surely you know
what sort of place thisis ?

JEAN. Yes It's got the best record for church attendance
and the highest illegitimacy rate in the Kingdom. | don't
respect it for either of these records, much.  I'm not very keen
on going to church, and | rather like behaving mysdf decently.
So | propose to do exactly what | like. | hope you don't mind.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Wsl. . . . Don't go too far away, and
see and be back in time for supper. | think I'll let Morag get
the supper ready and go and lie down for awee bit. I'veakind
of a headache coming on, and it's still an hour and a half to the
evening service.

JEAN. Oh, poor soul! Would you like an aspirin ? I've
got dozens.

MRS MCCRIMMON. No, no. It's only a wee headache.
Don't be late.

JEAN. No. | won't belate. We won't go far.

MRS MCCRIMMON (going). | hope you have a nice walk.

JEAN. Peae forgive me, Aunt Maggie. I'm an ill-
tempered beast. | must be a bit nervy.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Yes You would be after al those
experiences.

JEAN. | wish | weren't going for that walk, but you see l've

ot to now, don't you ? '
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CULLY. | say, redly, I'm not frightfully keen . . .

JEAN.  Shut up. ... You see Aunt Maggie, don't you ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. Now don't be asking me if | see or if |
dont ss,e Away for your walk and don't bother me.

JEAN*  But we're friends, aren't we ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. Och, I've no patience with you. Away
with you and your havering.

[She gives JEAN a tearful smile and goes out.]

JEAN. The fool | am, fighting about nothing.

CULLY. I don't know. | couldn't see what all the fuss was
about.

JEAN. ThisisaWee Free Parish. They think it's amortal
sin to be seen on the road with a strange young man—especially
on the Sawbath.

CULLY. | gathered that.

JEAN. That's why they stick to hedges and ditches for their
—social occasons.  Disgusting, superstitious pigs.  And they're
not only immoral and hypocritical. They're Devil-Wor-
shippers.

CULLY. I'd hardly put it that way.

JAN. Theyare. | don't want particularly to go for awak
in the rain with you, but I'm not going to knuckle under to
Devil-Worship.

CULLY. What do you mean by Devil-Worship ?

JEAN. Haveyou read any of these books ?

[Indicating the bookcase)]

CULLY. Two or three. They're very interesting. I've
just been cooling off a bit with Hervey on the Tombs.

JEAN. Have you heard any of my Uncl€e's sermons ?

CULLY. No. I'vedenied mysdfthat pleasure.
JHJEAN. They don't worship God. They worship the Devil.
They cdl him God, but he's redly the Devil.  All this holiness
and censoriousness is to save their skins from boils and leprosy
and their souls from damnation. They think if they flatter
this fiend and go through a few—rites of propitiation, hell let
them done. They're like savages tying red rags outside their
caves to keep away demons. | know them. I've lived among
them. 4g|pni one of them.

CULLY. You may be right about the particular deity these
people beieve in, but | think you're wrong about the Devil.
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JEAN.  How wrong ?

CULLY. Anybody who hasthought alot about the Devil has
a great respect for him.

JEAN.  You mean they cringe to him. That's what I'm

ing.

CULLY, No. Theydontcringe. None of the fellows I'm
thinking about knew how to cringe.

JEAN. Who are they ?

CULLY. Milton, Goethe, William Blake, your own
Bobbie Burns.

JEAN. Robert Burnsto ?/ou pleese. Well ?

CULLY. Even in the Old Testament al they could find
against him was that he was rebellious and had a proper pride in
himself and tried to educate people.

[Enter COHEN with soldier's waterproof cape)]

JEAN.  Oh, thank you, Conk.

CULLY. Conk's ancestors made exactly the same charges
againgt Christ himself.

COHEN. Never mind about my ancestors. What was your
ancestors like in those far-off times ?  Painted blue, they wes.

CULLY. They dtill are. Come dong, Jean, lets get some
cold, damp, fresh air.

COHEN.  You don't want me to come with you, | don't
uppose? ,

[He helps JEAN on with the cape]

CULLY. You can come if you like,

JEAN. Yes do. I've got my own mackintosh upstairs.

COHEN. No, thank you. I'll settle down to a good book.

JEAN. Oh,yes. Good. Do read the Institutes of Calvi n-
ism. We want your o |n|on on them.

COHEN. I've dr %t my opinion of most of these here
books, lady. | hope you have an enjoyable swim.

JEAN. Godh, yes It's raining cats and dogs ~ Still,
must get out sometime.  Come on, Cully. Wed better face
it. Seeyou later, Conk.

COHEN. Cheery bye.

+ [Exeunt JEAN and CULLY. When they are well away, COHEN opens
the door carefully, leans against thejamb and whistles low and
melodiously with his eyes on the passage ceiling. Jjfar afew
bars, MO RAG comesin the door in some trepidation]

MORAG. What is it you want ?
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COHEN. Me? | wasjust whistling.

MORAG. You cannae whistle on the Sabbath. The Minis-
ter'll be hearing you.

COHEN. Come in the office.

MORAG. Oh, | couldna.

COHEN. The Missus has gone to lie down.  The other two
areout. Come in a minute.

MORAG. Well, just for a wee minute.

COHEN. | got something for you.

MORAG. Dear me, what can it be ?

COHEN.  Packet of chocolate.

[He gives her packet of chocolate.]
MORAG. Now, are you not the kind man, man, no indeed
es.

Y COHEN. Like chocolate ?

MORAG. Och, I'm most terrible keen on the chocolates. |
could be sitting there eating the like for al eternity, whatever.

COHEN. You're pretty easy on the eye.

MORAG. Och, | don't know what you're saying, easy on the

e

COHEN.  Got a boy friend ?

MORAG. What would | be doing with boy friends, away up
here in Larach ? I've no patience with them at al, with their
ignorance.

COHEN. What's the matter with me, then ?

MORAG. Nothing doing.

[She pronounces this " Nuthun DOOOOun" with a dignified
coyness unusual in most uses of the phrase.  After a brief attack
and a token defence, COHEN succeeds in kissing her expertly.
They disengage.] .

Dear me, aren't you the awful man, and a great danger to
the neighbourhood.

COHEN. Not me, and thank you very much. Do you know
what that was worth to me ?

MORAG. It would not be much to a gdlus rascd the like of
you.

COHEN. It was as good as a hundred Players, four pints of
mild and bitter, and a gallon of Rosie Lee.  And now you better
hop it. | don't want you to be getting into no trouble.

MORAG. Deedyes. Thisisnot the thing at al.

[Exit MORAG)]
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»

[COHEN registers mild satisfaction and then goes to the bookshelf.
His spirits drop.  He wearily chooses a book, without very much
hope ; takesit to the table and begins to turn over the leaves with
a rather disgusted air.  Noise of CULLY and JEAN in the passage]

JEAN. No. Wait. [I'll teke them into the Kkitchen.
You'd better take your boots off before you go into the
parlour.

[COHEN listens, is about to get up, but returns to his book. Pre-
sently JEAN comes in, a little bedraggled about the head and
carrying her muddy shoes in her band."]

JEAN. Heélo, Conk.
[She puts her shoes at the fireside]

~Thank God there's somebody in the British Army with a
little sense. What possessad that man to go out on a day like
this, | do not know.

COHEN.  You didn't go far. _

JEAN. %,Ilte far enough. What aday! It's getting dark,
too. Another ten minutes and we'd have been hopdedy log.
We couldn't see ayard in front of us.

[She takes off her stockings and hangs them on the fire-irons, while
she is speaking.]

| asked Morag to bring in a nice cup of tea  She was ver
doubtful. She rather thought shedd go to Hell if she did.
told her there was nothing in the Bible about having tea between
?ﬁe o,')dock and hdf-past eight. | don't suppose there is, is

ere”

COHEN. What of it if there is? All that stuff's a lot of

, ifyou ak me.

JEAN. " Are you an atheist ?

COHEN.  I'm an agnogtic. . .

JEAN.  Good. €ll make Uncle pull his socks up tonight.
Td klngeof s0cks, 1'd better go up and " put claes on my feet,"
or I'll be excommunicated.

[CULLY enters, wearing his dipperg]

JEAN.  Oh, hello!  You've beenvery quick. I'mjust going
to tIdE/ l&) You'd better dry your shins at the fire.

CULLY. Yes. Thanks.

[Exit JEAN.  CULLY dries his shins at thefire"]

COHEN. Any luck ?

CULLY, What do you mean by " Any luck " ?
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COHEN. Garn! Errcher!

CULLY. I'vetold you what | think of the young person. |
haven't had time to change my mind.  She's not my t?/Ee

COHEN. Any skirt's anybody's type in a place like this.
YoureaCissy. That'swhat you are.

CULLY. Ifyou cal me a Cissy, I'll fetch you askelp on the
jaw that'll make your teeth rattle.

COHEN.  No offence.

CULLY. Take care that there isn't, you cock-eyed gutter-

geOHEN. All ri?ht, al right.

CULLY. And if you want to make offensive remarks, you'll
kindly keep them strictly impersonal, if you understand what that
means.

COHEN. Keep your hair on. Who's making offensive
remarks?

CULLY. You were winding yourself up into your most
facetious vein. You'd better unwind yourself. | find your
facetiae offensive.

COHEN. Ah, shut up and let me read. It gives me a pain
when you talk like a gory dictionary.

CULLY. What are you reading ?

COHEN.  Never mind.

CULLY. Why can't you keep your temper ?

COHEN. | lite that. Who logt his temper 7 You did.

CULLY. | asked you a perfectly civil question and you
answered like a sulky kid.

COHEN. A bloke's got to be careful what he says to the great
Goramity Mister Cully—him what writes to the Reviews. . . .
What the Hell's biting you, chum ?

CULLY. Nothing. I'msorry. It's funny how chaps begin
yapping like terrier pups when the weather changes.  Forget
whgtol vy ishi I fi

HEN. | accept your perishing apology. . . . It's five
odock.  Five stricken hours till bedtime.

CULLY.  Oh, asit's turned out, it may not be so bad.

COHEN. Not so bad as what? A blinding Gerry Con-
centration camp at the blazing North Pole ?

CULLY. I think well see some sparks flying.
COHEN. What sparks ?
CULLY. Waitand s= Our young lady seems to think she

73 [ *9 1]

sni



MRBOLFRY SCENEI

has a mission to assault thrones, dominations, princedoms, vir-
tues, powers, and crack their forced hallelujahs.

COHEN.  She seems to think what's it ?

CULLY. Shes spoiling for a row with his Reverence.

COHEN. | don't see much good in that myself.

CULLY. Nomoredo I.

COHEN. Liveand let live, | always say.

CULLY. She sys that too. Only she says his Reverence
won't let live.

COHEN.  Cor blind me, you got to make alowances.  If you
come to a place where there's niggers what likes bowing down
to idols because it does them good, cor blimey, let them get on
withit. They didn't ask you to come. They don't want your
bloominginterference.

CULLY. You're probably right, but she doesn't think so. |
think we'll have quite a pretty fight.

COHEN. He won't fight. He's too blinking self-satisfied.
He's got the Commanding Officer on his side.

CULLY. If he does, she won't have a chance.

COHEN.  Yes, she will.

CULLY. You underrate his Reverence. | think you'll find
he packs a pretty heavy punch.

COHEN. | never saw askirt yet get the worst of an argument.
All in, of course.  No holds barred.

CULLY. Well see It might be quite a Pleasant Sunday
Evening after all.

[MORAG comes in with a teapot and three cups and a section of black
bun.  Sheis very nervous about it all.]

MORAG. Oh, dear me, | wish to thank goodness Miss Jean
would go away back to London. Well all have our heids in
our hands.

CULLY. What's the matter ?

MORAG. Oh, where iss she ? Drink your tea now quick,
like good lads, before the Minister findsout. My sorrow, you
cannae sy, " No ", to her, she's that birsey,

[Enter JEAN. She has changed her stockings, shoes and skirt and
rearranged her hair.]

JEAN. Oh, thank you, Morag. You are a Highland
seraph.

MORAG. | may be a seraph or a geraffe or a camomile, but
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haste ye now, Miss Jean, before the Migtress finds the dirty cups
and teapot.

JEAN. Awawi' ye, you chittering oinseach! There's no-
body going to eat you.

MORAG. | wouldnabe over sure of that, MissJean. Ocho-
norie!  It'saweary day for me.

[Exit MORAG, lamenting.  The OTHERS sit round the tahle."]

JEAN. Gather round, chaps. Do you both take sugar ?
FAVULL

JEAN. What a lot of sugar! | suppose the Army's the
generous donor.

COHEN. They get our ration, you see, and neither of them
takes it.

JEAN. Thank the Lord for our gallant.defenders. Here's
mud in your eye.

COHEN. And in yours, Miss.

JEAN (picking up the book COHEN has left on the table) " The
Discoverie of Witchcraft,” by Reginald Scot.  You been read-
ing this, Conk ?

COHEN. Glancing at it. The spelling seems a bit cock-
eyed to me.

JEAN. When | wasakid | used to stay here for the holidays.
| sneaked in when nobody was about and read this book. |
didn't notice much wrong with the spelling then. It frightened
me out of my wits. My Uncle found me reading it and gave
me the telling off of my life. | till fedl beautifully frightened
when | only look at the book.

COHEN. Tédlsyou how to raise the Devil and that.

JEAN. Oh, does it? | never got so far as that. You
draw cabalistic signs and repeat a spell, don't you ?

COHEN. | shouldn't be surprised. Like the old boze in the
opera. .

JEAN. It would be quite fun to try.

COHEN. A wadte of time, if you ask me.

JEAN. | don't know. He might tell us why the Wee Frees
behave in that extraordinary fashion.

COHEN. He might if there was any such things as devils.:

CULLY. What about the good old Battery Sergeant-Major ?

COHEN. Cor dtifle me, don't you go caling him up now.
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has a mission to assault thrones, dominations, princedoms, vir-
tues, powers, and crack their forced hallelujahs.

COHEN. She seems to think what's it ?

CULLY. Shé's spoiling for a row with his Reverence.

COHEN.. | don't see much good in that myself.

CULLY. No more do |I.

COHEN. Live and let live, | aways say.

CULLY. She says that too. Only she says his Reverence
won't let live.

COHEN.  Cor blind me, you got to make alowances.  If you
come to a place where there's niggers what likes bowing down
to idols because it does them good, cor blimey, let them get on
with it. They didn't ak you to come.  They don't want your
blooming interference.

CULLY. You're probably right, but she doesn't think so. |
think well have quite a pretty fight.

COHEN. He won't fight. Hes too blinking sdlf-satisfied.
He's got the Commanding Officer on his side.

CULLY. If he does, she won't have a chance.

COHEN.  Yes, she will.

CULLY. You underrate his Reverence. | think you'll find
he packs a pretty heavy punch.

COHEN. | never saw askirt yet get the worst of an argument.
All in, of course.  No holds barred.

CULLY. Well s It might be quite a Pleasant Sunday
Eveningafter-all.

[MORAC comes in with a teapot and three cups and a section of black
bun.  She is very nervous about it all.]

MORAG. Oh, dear me, | wish to thank goodness Miss Jean
would go away back to London. Well al have our heids in
our hands.

CULLY. What's the matter ?

MORAG. Oh, where issshe? Drink your tea now quick,
like good lads, before the Minister findsout. My sorrow, you
cannae sy, " No ", to her, she's that birsey.

[Enter JEAN. She has changed her stockings, shoes and skirt and
rearranged her hair]

JEAN. Oh, thank you, Morag, You are a Highland
seraph.

MORAG. | may be a seraph or a geraffe or a camomile, but
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haste ye now, Miss Jean, before the Mistress finds the dirty cups
and teapot.

JEAN.  Awawi' ye, you chittering cinseach! Ther€e's no-
body going to eat you.

MORAG. | wouldna be over sure of that, Miss Jean. Ocho-
norie! It'saweary day for me.

[Exit MORAG, lamenting.  The OTHERS sit round, the table]

JEAN.  Gather round, chaps. Do you both take sugar ?

CULLY. yes, please

COHEN.

JEAN. What a lot of sugar! | suppose the Army's the
generous donor.

COHEN. They get our ration, you see, and neither of them
takes it.

JEAN.  Thank the Lord for our gallant.defenders. Here's
mud in your eye.

COHEN. And in yours, Miss.

JEAN (picking up the book COHSN has left on the table) " The
Discoverie of Witchcraft," by Reginald Scot.  You been read-
ing this, Conk ?

COHEN. Glancing at it. The spelling seems a bit cock-
eyed to me.

JEAN. When | wasakid | used to stay here for the holidays.
| sneaked in when nobody was about and read this book. |
didn't notice much wrong with the spelling then. It frightened
me out of my wits. My Uncle found me reading it and gave
me the telling off of my life. | till feel beautifully frightened
when | only look at the book.

COHEN. Téellsyou how to raise the Devil and that.

JEAN. Oh, does it? | never got so far as that. You
draw cabalistic signs and repeat a spell, don't you ?

COHEN. | shouldn't be surprised. Like the old boze in the
opera. .

JEAN. It would be quite fun to try.

COHEN. A waste of time, if you ask me.

JEAN. | don't know. He might tell us why the Wee Frees
behave in that extraordinary fashion.

COHEN. He might if there was any such things as devils.:

CULLY. What about the good old Battery Sergeant-Major ?

COHEN. Cor dtifle me, don't you go caling him up now.
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He's bad enough in the old monkey kit, but think what he'd be
likein red tights!  Old Mestify-toffles!

[He laughs and chokes on his tea, JEAN thumps him on the back."]

JEAN. Take it easy, Conk.

COHEN. I'msorry. | had to laugh. Think of him blow-
ing out flamesinstead of beer, with his fore and aft hanging to
his near side horn. " Battery, tailsup! "

[He coughs again.  Both JEAN and CULLY take a hand at thumping
him on the back]]

JEAN. Oh dear, oh dear; the man'll choke himself.

CULLY, Pull yoursdlf together, Conk.

COHEN. Easyon. Easyon. It'shavingasense of humour.
It'l be the death of me.

[These lines are spoken simultaneoudly.  As they are being spoken,
MCCRIMMON enterswithout being noticed and watches the scene
with an enigmatic expression on hisjace. JEAN sees him first;
knocks the book off the table onto the floor; picks it up and hides
it on a chair. Slencefalls.]

JEAN. Oh, hello, Uncle Jock.

MCCRIMMON. Good evening, Jean. Your aunt did not
tell me that you were up and about.

JEAN. | got up this afternoon. I'm ever so much better.

MCCRIMMON. Thet is ablessing.

. [He sits down at the table]

JEAN. Will you have a cup of tea ?

MCCRIMMON. No. | thank you.

JEAN. It hasturned into an awful night. Cully and | were
outinit for alittle.

MCCRIMMON.  Indeed ?

JEAN. Yes Itdidn'tseemto likeus. It drove usin after
avery few minutes. | suppose it was alesson to us to do as the
Romans do.

MCCRIMMON. What Romans ?

JEAN. You know. When you are in Rome, you should do
as the Romans do. | don't agree with that, doyou ? | mean,
you couldn't do as the Romans do even if you wanted to. And
they'd like you much better if you werejust yoursdf. We used
to laugh at the Japanese for wearing bowler hats and trying to
talk dang. | think we were quite right. They were much
nicer in those lovely silk dressng-gowns.
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MCCRIMMON.  No doubt.

CULLY.  Of course, there's got to be some sort of compromise,
hasn't there? You can be yourself, | hope, without offending
the loca customs and prejudices.

JEAN. Naturaly.

MCCRIMMON. We have a very peculiar locd prejudice, Mr
Cully, in this part of the country. We have a prejudice against
desecrating the Lord's Day.

JEAN. Isthat remark intended for our benefit ?

MCCRIMMON. Indeed, | hope that if you conseeder it
seriously you may indeed benefit by it.
~ JEAN.  How have we desecrated the Lord's Day, as you call
It.

MCCRIMMON.  Your consciences will tell you that.  Anditis
not | who have caled it the Lord's Day.

JEAN. Look here, Uncle, let's get this straight. What are
we supposed to have done ?

MCCRIMMON.  You are my guests, and it is unbecoming that
| should rebuke you; but, since you ask me, | have found you
eating and drinking at unsuitable hours and indul ging yourselves
in unseemly levity and in that laughter that is like the crackling
of thorns under a pot: and this on a day that we are enjoined to
keep holy.

JEAN.  Uncle Jock, there are nearly seven hundred millions
of Christians in this world, and nearly seven hundred millions
of them wouldn't see an atom of harm in anything we've done
today.

MCCRIMMON. To be cdled a Christian is not to be a Chris-
tian. You will find in the Gospel according to St Luke the
words, " Why cdl ye me, Lord, Lord, and do not the things
which | say ?*

JEAN.  When and where did the Lord tell us not to have tea
on Sunday afternoon ?

MCCRIMMON.  In the Fourth Commandment.

JEAN. The Fourth Commandment says nothing about tea.

MCCRIMMON.  Tea is included.

JEAN. And buns. Like a Sunday School Trip.

MCCRIMMON. | have no inclination to listen to blasphemy.

JEAN. It isn't blasphemy.

MCCRIMMON. It is blasphemous to mock at the Ten Com-
mandments.
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JEAN. The Ten Commandments are a st of rules for a
wandering desert tribe.  And not very good rules either.  An
American girl said they didn't tel you what to do. They only
put ideas into your head.

MCORIMMON. Sthe would fimdl cemitere planty of instruc-

what to do. And the ideas were there already.

JEAN.  Anyhow, they tell us to keep Saturday holy, not
Sunday.

MCCRIMMON. If you were in a proper frame of mind, |
would explain to you why.

JEAN.  What do you mean by a proper frame of mind ?

MCCRIMMON. A state of humility and reverence.

JEAN. You mean I'm to swallow everything I'm told ?

MCCRIMMON. When you were a child you were not allowed
to argue about your medicine.

JEAN.  I'm not a child now.

MCCRIMMON.  Ah, well, now, I'm not so sure of that.

JEAN. I'm nearly thirty.

MCCRIMMON. If you were Legion, you'd still be a bairn.
You have al the signs and symptoms of infancy.

JEAN.  I'm glad to hear it, then. But there's something
about out of the mouths of babes and sucklings, isn't there ?

MCCRIMMON. Hath He perfected praise. | did not observe
that you were in the exercise of Praise, when | entered just
now. And since then | have not been aware of any high spirit
of reverence.

JEAN. | can't revere things | don't believe in.

MCCRIMMON.  You do not believe in the Word of God as it is
revealed in His Holy Scripturesf )

JEAN. Oh, | believe lots of it, and I'd like to believe lots
more: but when you put on that hangman's face and that awful
voice and cdl it" The Word of God as it is revealed in His Holy
Scriptures”, 1 go al shivery down to my stomach and | don't
believe a word of it.

MCCRIMMON (with a bland seriousness). Weil, now, | have
observed the same thing in my conversations with the atheists
and infidels from England who come up for the fishing. If |
employ the sacred and beautiful words appropriate to the subject,
thev flinch and flee from my presence. | must even abandon
plain English and descend to their baby talk. And yet | find that
they have the presumption to set their opinions against the Gospe
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with not even an educated schoolboy's vocabukry to support
them. Itisvery peculiar. They are so ignorant that their own
episcopdian meenisters, poor bodies, in ministering to them have
wellnigh lost the power of human speech. | have to wait till |
e Father Mackintosh, the priest from Strathdearg, before | can
converse in a civilised language forbye the Gadlic.

JEAN (helplessly). Do ligen to that. Cully. [If anybo
dares to speak back to him, he makes a beautiful little speec
showing that they're fools and ignoramuses—or ignorami or
ignoramae—whicn is it, Uncle Jock ?  You know | can only
talk baby talk. Whatam | ? An ignorama?

MCCRIMMON. The wee bit of Latin | once taught you has
goneby theboard. Mr Cully will tell you that ignoramusis not
a noun.

CULLY. Oh, isntit?

MCCRIMMON. It is not. But | will tak to you in any
language you pleese.  What is it you want to know ?

JEAN. | don't want to know anything. At least, | don't
want to know anything about religion. At least, | don't want
to know anything about religion that you can tell me. Because
I think you're al wrong.  Absolutely and entirely wrong.

MCCRIMMON. That s your opinion, isit ?

JEAN. It isn't my opinion only. It's the opinion of al
decent sensible people.  You contradict your own book of
words by making your holy day Sunday instead of Saturday;
and by denying that it was made for man and not man for it;
andtgpreaching ori%inal sinand election and predestination. . . .

COHEN. Sopthehorsesaminute. | likeagood argument.
It's like the Brains Trust. But | like to know what you're
talking about.

JEAN. Origina sin meansthat a baby is damned to Hell Fire
even before it's born.  Election means that only a little clique
will ever get into the kingdom of Heaven and the rest haven't a
chance.  Predestination means that it doesn't matter two hoots
what you do, because it was dl fixed long ago.  It's al a pack of
nonsense.

COHEN. It sounds funny, al right.

MCCRIMMON. Y ou do not believe in these doctrines ?

JEAN. [l donot. | thinkyour premisesarewrong and your
evidence is phoney. Theres nothing in the whole thing that
appeds to my reason.  And if you don't gpped to my reason,
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you need no more expect me to belleve ou than to believeaman
who tells me he's a poached % ere might even be some
sense in that.  Some men look like poached eggs

COHEN. That's the stuff to give him. Reason al the time.

MCCRIMMON. How far avay is the sun ?

JEAN. | don't know.

CULLY. About ninety million miles.

JEAN. Yes That'sit. I'd forgotten.

MCCRIMMON.  Who told you ?

JEAN. | don't remember. | read it in some book.

MCCRIMMON. And you believedIt ?

JEAN. Yes | suppose | did.

MCCRIMMON. Did your reason tell you to believeit ?

JEAN. Yes Becaus it can be checked. If it's a lie any
expert could disprove it.

MCCRIMMON. And when an expert had disproved it you
would believe that it was alie  Very well, then. | will tell
you a wee story.

COHEN. But if you don't believe experts, who are you to
believe?

MCCRIMMON. I will tell you, with your permission, a wee
story: Once upon a time there was a wee wee fellow with the
finest et of whiskers that ever you saw and his name was wee
Stumpie Stowse.

COHEN.  Cor blimey!

JEAN.  Shut up, Conk.

MCCRIMMON.  If there was one thing he was fond of it was a
good swim.  He would be down in the pond every day and all
day swimming with his whiskers.

One day he was swimming and thinking about nothing at al
and up comes asnail ashigasawhde. " I'll swallow you as if
%gu was Jonah/' sad the snail. " Come on. Do it," savs the

ld Stumpie Stowse.  So the snail swallowed him, and it was
peaceful and warm in the insides of the snail, and Stumpie was
cwltejoco like a tourist passenger on a steamboat sailing round

the Western Ides.  But a time came when he thought and
better thought,” Now am not | the silly one, dozing away in the
insides of a great big snail when | ml%ht be settling down in a
house of my own with a growing family to kegp me cheery ?"
So he made a great todo In the insdes of the snail till the snall
was for no more of it, and he ups with Stumpie Stowsie and his
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whiskersinto aforest that ran down to the seashore.  So Stumpie
he looks and he looks, and the verdure was that thick he could
'Iszeednothi ng. So he climbs up a big palm tree to spy out the
and.

COHEN. So aong comes his Fairy Godmother on a magic
carpet.  Good night, children, everywhere.

MCCRIMMON. No. It was a kangaroo ass big ass a post
office.  But | am wearying you, with my havers.

JEAN.  No. Honastgér We're enjoying it. It's like old
times. Do you remember telling stories to Colin and me, on
Saturday nights when we were wee tottums ?

MCCRIMMON. | do, | do.

JEAN. Youtedl them sowell! | believed every word.

MCCRIMMON.  You don't believe this one ?

JEAN. Of course | do, in a way.

MCCRIMMON.  In what kind of a way ? Would you put
your experts on to prove it or to disprove it ?

JEAN.  No, of course not.

MCCRIMMON. But they would be very pleased, whatever,

our experts.  Indeed, now, a whole clacking of experts have
at that very story, proving it and disproving it till they were
nearly black in the face.

CULLY. | sewhat you mean.

JEAN.  I'm afraid | don't.

CULLY. Hes been telling us the story of the Liver Fluke.
It swims about in pools until it's swallowed by a water-snail.
And then it's puked up onto a blade of grass.  And a kangaroo
edts the grass and the Fluke lays its in the kangaroo's liver.
Unless he does dl these things the Fluke can't live.  He seems
to be very well named.

MCCRIMMON.  So we are told.

JEAN.  What a cad's trick!

MCCRIMMON. Are you referring to the Distoma Hepaticum
or to your humble relative by marriage ?

JEAN. Toyou. | cdl it chesting.

MCCRIMMON. But you believe my story now, | think.

JEAN. Yes | w%%ose Q.

MCCRIMMON. In both ways ?

JEAN. How in both ways ?

MCCRIMMON. When | took you into a world outside this
world you readily suspended what you cal your reason and
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believed in Stumpie Sowse.  When Mr Cully brought you
back to earth and told you the story in another way, you believed
it in another way without stopping to think. Y our marvellous
power of reasoning hadna much say in it either way, I'm
thinking.

[He gets up, but stays at the table)]

It comes to this, that you wish to have the eternal world out-
sde our wee temporal world explained to you in the language of
the tuppeny-hapenny general knowledge text-books. Such
language is neither adequate nor exact. But I'll do my bes.
Use your eyes and look round you. Mr Cully and Mr Cohen,
KOUId be bonny-like soldiers if you had no discipline.  For three

undred years Scotland disciplined itself in boay, brain and soul
on one day of the week at lead.  The result was a breed of men
that has not died out even in this shauchly generation. You
don't believe in Original Sin, Jean, you are telling me 7 Well,
now, you could easily have had ten babies by this time if you had
not preferred talking and sentimentalising about them. Then
you would have found the truth that a bab?; hes every sensua
vice of which it is anatomically capable with no spirituality to
temper it.  You do not believe that mankind is divided into the
sheep and the goats—the Elect and the Damned ?  Use your
eyes and look around you. You may pity the Damned—and
indeed it is your duty soto do. But you cannot deny that they
exid.

You do not believe in Predestination ? That is because you
do not likeit.  Ifyou only believe what is nice and comfortable,
our doctrine is of no service to you. If | give you a crack on
the head with a gtick, you need not believe it; you need not
believe in your dentist's drill or in the tax-gatherer's demand.
Go on. Beieve what is agreeable to you. | do assure you
that you will be in such a continuous state of g;rfrise that your
eyebrows will jump off the top of your head. Even your
heathen philosophers knew that Predestination was a fact, like
Ben Nevis.  You cango round it. You can go over it.  But
you are foolish to ignore it.

Do %ou believe that the body rises from the grave on the
Gresat Day ?

JEAN. | believethat the spirit does.

MCCRIMMON. Indl mydays| havenever ssentheinterment
of a spirit. ' You do not believe that the body can rise again,
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though every spring and every day in a myriad formsyou see that
actua thing happening. But it is folly to talk to you. The
Lord gave you a spiritual mind with which you might see the
truth of these things.  But you are afraid of your spiritual sight.
And Meed | can hardly blame you. Yet it is with that sight
alone that you can apprehend spiritual truths. Reason is a poor
instrument for such a purpose.

CgLLY. The Fathers of the Church cultivated the spiritual
mind ?

MCCRIMMON. | believe some of them did.

CULLY. They found in the world outside reason a lot of
unreasonable phenomena. They believed in transubstantia-
tion and miraculous liquefaction and the remission of sins by
priests and the efficacy of prayers for the dead. They found
warrant for al these things on the spiritual level. Yet they are
outside reason. Do you believe in them ?

MCCRIMMON. No.

CULLY. Why? Becauseyour reason rejects them ?

MCCRIMMON. When | said that reason was a feeble instru-
ment, | did not refer to my own reason.  But | must ask you to
excuse me. My evening diet of worship isin ten minutes. It
isinthe Gadlic; and | must think for alittle in the Gaglic before
| am ready to speak it. In the meantime | would feel very
much obliged if you would respect my serious and conseedered
opinion that today is a sacred day and should be observed, within
these walls at least, with all due decorum.

CULLY. Oh, yes of course, but . . .

MCCRIMMON. | thank you. Thatisall | wished ofyou. |
shall see you at the evening medl. .
\Exit MCCRIMMON.]

COHEN (with the gestures of one drowned or dizzy). Help!
Throw me a lifebelt, som .

JEAN. | think you scored ahit, Cully. His eyesflashedfor
a minute, but he broke off the engagement very quickly.

CULLY. And very neatly. Hewon handsomely on points.

JEAN. Why didn't you chip in earlier ?

CULLY. What's the good ? He's a professional and we're
only drivelling amateurs. We're apt to forget that parsons are
professonals. Our English parsons are a bit like our pro-
fessond soldiers.  They want us to forget that they know their
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COHEN.  Why don't you shout him down, like you used to do
in the barrack room ?

CULLY. Hed beat meat that too. Hesachest on him like
a bull.

JEAN. Hed talk the hind leg off the Devil himself.

CULLY. Would he ?

JEAN. | suppose 0. And he's so utterly wrong. It kills
everything that's gay and decent in life. The other churches
let you adone. They sometimes go haywire and burn a few
heretics, but mog of the heretics are Calvinists, so it doesn't
matter.

CULLY. Hemadeitlook sodamned logicd forabit. It'shis
infernal totalitarianism | can't stand, though.

JEAN.  They seem to have a sadigtic love for persecution for
its own sske.

COHEN. A lot of Nazis.

CULLY. | don't know.

COHEN. What do you mean, you don't know ?

CULLY. Doyouknow whoinvented modern democracy ?

COHEN. The thing were fighting for? No. Lloyd
George ?

CULLY. No. Calvin.

JEAN. | don't believe it.

CULLY, You can look it up. His system was a theocracy;
but al its officials were dected by vote and responsible to God
and to the dectors.  And everybody in the community voted,
s0 long as he behaved himself.

JEAN. . You're on his side ?

CULLY. I'm on nobody's dde. I'm a sort of Devil's
Advocate.

JEAN. | wish we could raise the Devil and get him to spesk
forhimself. -

COHEN.  You seemed to me to be doing your best.

JEAN.  Conk! Your book!

[She finds REGINALD SCOT on the floor,)

Well follow the printed instructions and have a shot.

CULLY. That's an idea. It will help to pass the time for
Conk.

JEAN. They are dl in bed before ten. We could snesk
[iogﬁ Twetly and try a, say, about midnight. 184
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CULLY. I'm on.

COHEN. Wohat'sthis? A seance ?

JEAN.  Yes. A sort of a stance.

COHEN. | wenttoastance. Spoketo my grandfather. Cor
blimey, the poor old perisher had gone off hishead. Said he was
happy.

JEAN.  But what about your beauty deep ?

CULLY. That'sdl right. Four hours deep's enough for the
likes of Conk and me.

JEAN. That's a date, then. WEe'l have to be very quiet.

[At door.]

CULLY. Where are you going to ?

JEAN. I'm going to church.

COHEN.  Cor blimey. [Exit IEAN.]
END OF SCENE ONE.

THE CURTAIN IS LOWERED TO DENOTE THE PASSAGE
OF SX HOURS.

SCENE I

The Same.  Darkness, exceptfor the dull glow of the fire. Enter CULLY,
commandofashion, in gymn shoes.  Helights the oil-lamp and turnsiit
low.  To him, JEAN.

JEAN (in a whisper). Hello.

CULLY. Hdlo.

[He suddenly embraces her with some violence)]

JEAN. Damn you, what do you think you're doing ?

[She disengagesforcibly and gets in a rousing dap to CULLY's cheek)]

CULLY. Sorry.

JEAN. | should damn well think so.

CULLY. I thought you wanted meto. | didn'tknow. I'm
sorry.  You see I'm not much of an expert a amatory exer
dses | never know whether they want to make love or not.

JEAN.  What do you mean by " they " ?

CULLY.  Oh, anybody.

JEAN.  Widl, I'm not just anybody. I'm a friendly sort of
creature; and when | pass a fellow-creature a cheery-oh | don't
intend it asamating cdl. Do you appreciate that ?

18%JLLY. Yes. | think s, [ 31 ]
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JEAN. And do you think Kou can manage to befriendg/ with
me in a civilised fashion without getting into a continual state
of excitement—or pretending to get into one ?

CULLY. Yes, of course.

JEAN. That's dl right, then.  Sit down.

CULLY. Thanks.

JEAN. I'm not a puritan. | suppose I've got the ordinary
appetites.  But | think it's absolutely disgusting to go cuddling
or guzzling.one's way through life. Do you agree, or are you
just the ordinary pig-man ?

CULLY. Yes. You're perfectly right | made a mistake.
I've said I'm sorry. | suppose it was a sort of compliment to
your general attractiveness.

JEAN. It'snotacomplimentatdl. It'sasqualidinsult. It
always has been, until the last few years. Never mind. You
know now that " I'm not that sort of girl." Forget about it.
Where'syour friend ?

CULLY. | don't know. | suppose he's making his own
arrangements.

JEAN.  How beastly!  Go and fetch him.

CULLY. | shouldn't think he'd like that.

JEAN. Whether he likes it or not, do as | tell you. Ifyou
mean what | think you mean, the sooner you two learn to
behave yourselves the better.  You're my uncle's guests, and
you must behave as if you were.  Whereishe ?

CULLY. I think he said something about the wash-house.

JEAN. Wait. | had better go. | know my way in the dark;
we musn't wake everybody up. You wait here and keep cave.

CULLY. You'l get wet.

JEAN. There'sacapein the lobby and it's only a few yards.

[Shegoesout. CULLY fetchesthe DISCOVERIE OF WITCHCRAFT and
opens it on the table.  The clock strikes twelve.  Re-enter JEAN
with COHEN and MORAG. They are bothfully dressed. MORAG
is in some confusion of spirit, but is inclined to brave it out.]

JEAN. Comeinand sit down here.

MORAG. I'll away to my bed, Miss Jean.

JEAN.  You will'not. Doas | tel you.

[All sit down at the table]

I'm surprised at you, Morag.

COHEN. Aren't you surprised at me ?

JEAN.  Not a hit.
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MORAG. There was no harm in it. No harm in it at all.
He was telling me about the wee talking birds he has got in a
cage down in London.

JEAN.  Wéll, he can go on telling you here.  Cully and |
don't mind.

MORAG. Thisisnot thething. Thisis not thething at all.
Sitting in the parlour and the Minister upstairsin hisbed. Itis
?/ou that isthe surprising one, MissJean, | am tellingyou. Now
ike a good lady, be letting me away to my bed. | have my
washing to do, tomorrow's morning.

JEAN. Sitdll. Maybe you'll hear something for the good
of your soul.

MORAG. Oh, dear me, let you my soul adone. It is two
minutes past twelve, and not the Sabbath day now at al, what-
ever.

JEAN. That clock isten minutesfast. It'still the Sabbath
day. Sit «till and be quiet.

MORAG. Oh, dear me. My sorrow and my pain!

[She mumbles a little in Gaelic and relapses into silence]

JEAN. You weregoing to tell usabout the birds, Conk.

COHEN (grunts).

JEAN.  Oh, very well, then. WEell get on with the business
of the meeting. Have you the book, Cully ?

CULLY. VY&

JEAN. Have you found the place ?

CULLY. VY&

JEAN. Let me & I've got a hit of chalk. . . . Oh, but

thisisterribly complicated! We have to go out and bathe in a
spring; and we've got to have alion-skin or a hart-skin girdle;
and we've got to have chest protectors with words on them;
and we've got to have aknife. . . .

CULLY. That's dl right. We've dl bathed quite recently,
and atap's as good as a spring.  I've made mysdlf a chest pro-
tector, and Conk and | have both got magic belts with brass
devices on them.  You can have them if you like.  Conk, give
the kdy your Belt.

COHEN. | cant. It's keeping up my respectahility.

JEAN. You'resurethey will do?

CULLY. Yes | know the drill pretty well. I've written
Agla and the mystic signs on my jack-knife.  Thereiit is.
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[He opens hisjack-knife and throws it on the table]
JEAN. Hush! Don't make a noise. You're wonderful,

Cully. A

CULLY. You go ahead and make Solomon's Circle. That's
it—on page 244. I'll read a sort of condensed version of the
exorcism. It should do well enough. Get cracking, now.
Give me a bit of chalk. I'll do the central diagram on the
table.

[JEAN draws a circle round the table and adds certain cabalistic
signs.  CULLY makes marks on the table itself]

JEAN.  Whom shall we cal up, Cully ?

CULLY. It'll have to be a Duke of the Inferna Regions.
They are free from midnight till four am. | should think
Bealphares would be the best. He's the Golden Devil and a
great talker.

COHEN. | thought you sat in acircle with your hands on the
table and played " Lead Kindly Light " on the gramophone.

CULLY. Well do that too, except the gramophone. Are

you ready, Jean ?
JEAN. Nearly. What's this word? AGLA . .. EL.
.. YA ... PANTHON.
[Sanding up.]
Righty-ho.

CULLY. Give me the book and sit down. Turn down the
light, Conk. Not too far, you foal.
[COHEN lowers the light,]

COHEN. Do we sit with our hands touching ?
CULLY. Yes Areyou ready ? Now keep very quiet.

[He takes up the knife and points it at all in turn]
Fugiat omne malignum

Salvetur quodque benignum. . . . Say Amen.
OMNES. Amen.
CULLY. Homo. . . . sacarus. . . . musceolameas. . . che

rubozca: | exorcise and conjure Beadphares, dso cdled Berith,
Bedl| and Bolfry, thou great and terrible divell, by the sacraments
and by the unspeakable name TETRAGRAMMATON. |
conjure and exorcise thee, Bedphares, by the virtue of al angels,
archangels, thrones, dominations, principats, potestats, cherubim
and seraphim that thou do come unto us, in fair form of man or
womankind, here visible, before this circle and not terrible
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by any manner of ways; and that thou do answer,truly without
craft or deceit unto all my demands and questions. Lemaac,
solmaac, elmay, gezagra.  Josamin, sabach, ha, aem, re, sepha,
sephar, semoit, gergoin, letes. Amen. Fat, fiat, fiat. Amen.
OMNES. Amen.

[Thelight turns blue. MORAG begins to whimper softly. Thereis
a crash of thunder and the door swings suddenly open, revealing an
efish little gentleman in a glistening black mackintosh and a tall
silk hat. His umbrella is open and dripping with water. He
closes it. MORAG stands up to her full height and gives a piercing

scream, which she checks by hiting on the back of her hand.}

MORAG. It's unchancy to bring an umbrella into a hoose
and it open. It's unlucky.
COHEN. For Gord's sake put up the light.

[He turns up the lamp with a shaking hand. The GENTLEMAN
takes off his mackintosh and hat and gives them to MORAG, with
the umbrella. MORAG gingerly puts the umbrella upside down
at the edge of the fireplace. He is dressed, to the astonishment of
everybody, in exactly the same way as the REV. MR MCCRIMMON.
His face is amiable and his hair is a silky black. He comes into
the roomwith a light, springy step and takes his stance in front of
the fireplace, beaming on the conjurors]

THE GENTLEMAN. Wséll, ladies and gentleman, a most dis-
agreeable evening.

[He lights a big cigar by some sleight of hand and then looks at the
clock.} '
Your clock is dow, | think. It isjust after twelve o'clock,
as | happen to know.

[He smiles benignantly, tucking his hands under his coat-tails.
Enter MCCRIMMON, in nightshirt and dressing-gown. MRS
MCCRIMMON  behind]

Ah, Mr McCrimmon, | believe? | am Dr Bolfry. How
do you do ?

MCCRIMMON (shaking hands uncertainly). How do you do ?

BOLFRY. | am very well, thank you.

[He stands smilingon MCCRIMMON.]

THE CURTAIN FALLS.

189 [35]



MR BOLFRY SCENE 111

SCENE 111

The Same, an hour later.  Thefire has been stoked up to a cheery glow, and
illuminates BOLFRY withjust a suspicion ofred light. He is reclining
in the Minister's chair, with hisfeet on another chair. A bottle of
" medicinal" whisky is on the mantelpiece, and he is obviously
enjoying himsef. MCCRIMMON, still in his dressing-gown, sits
bolt upright at the far end of the table with a dazed expression
on hisface. MRS MCCRIMMON, with her back to the Audience,
sits beside him.  JEAN is on his other side. They both appear
anxious about MCCRIMMON, who is certainly looking very strange.
CULLY is next MRS MCCRIMMON, COHEN next JEAN. MORAG, com-
pletely pixilated, isjust within reach of BOLFRY, and he is able to
lean over and pat her hand or her knee affectionately from time to
time.

CULLY. | s Yes That's very interesting. But, you
e, Mr Bolfry, we have got a little away from the conceptions
of Good and Evil that were prevalent in ... wel, inyour time.
We have rather a different orientation, if you see what | mean.

BOLFRY. | e exactly what you mean. Y our generation
isnot what you call orientated at all. Y our scientific gentlemen
have robbed you of Time and Space, and you are al little blind,
semi-conscious creatures tossing about in a tempest of skim milk.
If I may be allowed to say 50, it al comes of thinking yourselves
alittle too good for your priests. Y ou went prancing away from
your churches and schoolrooms.  And the first thing you did
with your emancipated state was to hand yourselves over body
and soul to anumber of plain-clothes priests whose only qualifica-
tion was that they were good at sums. That was very foolish
ofyou. [To MORAG.J Wasn'tit, my dear ?

MORAG.  Yes Sr.

BOLFRY. You can't organise and expound the sentient
Universe smply by being good at sums, can you ?

MORAG.  No, Sr.

BOLFRY. Justas | thought. And then you found that even
sums were a bit too difficult.  If you can't do a quadratic equa-
tion, al these pages of incomprehensible figures are too much of a
strain on simple Faith. You went to a new sort of old gentle-
man who sad to you, " Life, my dear brethren, is one long
smutty story."

" Ahal " you said, " Thisisabit of al right. Why wasn't
[ 36] 190
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| told this before ? " But no amount of licentious conversation
with serious-looking professors could cure the ache and restless-
ness in your souls.  Could it, my darling ?

MORAG. Whatever you say yourself. Sir.

[He helps himself to another drink.]

BOLFRY. That's an admirable whisky you keep, Mrs
McCrimmon.

MRS MCCRIMMON. We only kedp it as a medicine. Mr
McCrimmon is a teetotaller.

BOLFRY. Everything is a medicine, Mrs McCrimmon.
Everybody in this world is sick. Why is everybody in this
world sick ? A most profitable line of enquiry. Why are we

al sick, Morag ?
MORAG. | think it is because we're all a bit feared of you,
Mr Bolfry.

BOLFRY. Feared of me? Feared of me? Dear, dear.
Come, come.  You're not afraid of me, are you, McCrimmon ?

MCCRIMMON.  Get thee behind me, Satan!

BOLFRY. What did you say ?

MCCRIMMON.  Avoid thee.  Get thee behind me, Satan!

BOLFRY. Perhaps! should not haveallowedyoutogetwithin
that comfortable ring of chalk. Y ou must not spesk to me like
that.

MCCRIMMON (throwing over hischair ashestandsup). Thisis
nonsensical. It is an evil dream. Presently | will be waking
up. What do they cdl you, you masquerading fiend ?

BOLFRY. | havetoldyou, Sir. My nameisBolfry. Inthe
days of sanity and belief, it was a name not unknown to men of

your cloth.

MCCRIMMON. You are dressed like a minister. Where is
your Kirk ?

BOLFRY. In Hdl.

MCCRIMMON.  Are there Kirks in Hell ?

BOLFRY. Why not ? Would you deny us the consolations
of religion ?

MCCRIMMON. What | would deny you or grant you is
nothing to the point. You are a liar and the Father of lies
There cannot be a Kirk in Hell.

BOLFRY (twisting suddenly round to look at the portrait of a
clergyman hanging on the wall). Who is that ?
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MCCRIMMON. That is the worthy Doctor Scanderlands of
Fetterclash.

BOLFRY. How do you know ?

i MCCRIMMON. Itisan engraving of a portrait taken from the
ife,

BOLFRY. The portrait was bitten into a plate with acid and
printed in ink on paper. The black ink and the white paper
were arranged according as the light and shadow fell on the
Doctor's face and bands arid gown; so that the Doctor's friends
cried indelight: " It is the very lineaments of the Doctor him-
sdf that we behold! " Woula you recognise it as the Doctor
if it were al black ink or white paper ?

MCCRIMMON.  If you came here. Sir, at the back-end of mid-
night to give us a lecture on the Art of Engraving, | can only
obsarve . . .

BOLFRY. Keep your herrings for the Loch, and do not
drag them across my path.  Without this black and that white,
there would be no form of Doctor Scanderlands that we could
see?

MCCRIMMON.  Maybe you are right.

BOLFRY. The Artist could tell us nothing about the Doctor
without them ?

MCCRIMMON.  He could not.

BOLFRY. And neither you nor | nor anyone dse can tell
anything about Heaven or Hell, or this very imperfect make-
shift of an Earth on which we stand, without our blacks and our
whites and our greys, which are whites mixed with black. To
put it in simple words, we cannot conceive the Universe except
as a pattern of reciprocating opposites—(to MORAG)—Can we,
my love ? No, of course we cant.  Therefore when | tell you
that there are Kirks in Hell, | am telling you something that is
a leest credible. And | give you my word of honour as a
gentleman that it is true. .

MCCRIMMON. Wheat do you preach in your Kirks ?

BOLFRY. Lend meyour pulpitand | will show you a speci-

men.

JEAN.  Oh, Uncle Jock, do! You may never get such a
chance again.

MCCRIMMON.  Sleeping or waking, dream or no dream, Il
have no blasphemy in this parish.

BOLFRY. Blasphemy ? | should never think of committing
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blasphemy. | think | may say that | know my position better.
| am a Duke and a General of Legions.  Only gutter devils are
impertinent to the Deity. . . . But won't you sit down ?

MCCRIMMON (sitting). | can make nothing of this.

BOLFRY. You disappoint me. You are a Master of Arts.
You are a Bachelor of Divinity. You are a theologian and a
metaphysician and a scholar or Greek and Hebrew. What is
your difficulty ? Don't you believe in the Devil ?

MCCRIMMON.  He goeth about like a roaring lion.

BOLFRY. Not when | am sober.  Answer my question.

MCCRIMMON. | believein apersona Devil.

BOLFRY. And in Good and Evil ?

MCCRIMMON. Yes

BOLFRY. And in Heaven and Hell ?

MCCRIMMON. Yes.

BOLFRY. And Body and Soul ?

MCCRIMMON. YeS

BOLFRY. And Creation and Destruction ?

MCCRIMMON. Yes

BOLFRY. And Life and Death ?

MCCRIMMON. YeS
B_SOJ)_FRY. Do you believe in the truth and inspiration of the

ible?

MCCRIMMON. YeS.

BOLFRY. Have you read the Book of Job ?

MCCRIMMON. Yes.

BOLFRY. " Now therewasaday when the sonsof God came
tﬂ present themselves before the Lord, and Satan came among
them."

MCCRIMMON. The Devil can quote Scripture for his own

urpose.
P OLFRY. Anentirely suitable purposeinthiscae . . . Mr
McCrimmon, | believe ds0 in the things of which | have
spoken.

MCCRIMMON. And tremble.

BOLFRY. Not infrequently. But the point is this: Why, if
we hold dl these beliefs in common, do you find anything odd
in my conversation or my appearance here ?

MCCRIMMON. | don't know.

BOLFRY. Tuts, tuts, man. Pull yourself together. If the
Creator Himsdlf could sit down peacefully and amicably and
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discuss experimental psychology with the Adversary, surely you
can follow His example ?

MCCRIMMON.  Mr Bolfry, or whatever you cal yoursdlf, it is
plain to me that you could talk the handle off a pump. If you
have a message for me, | hope | have enough Highland courtesy
to listen to it patiently, but I must ask you to be brief.

BOLFRY. Mr McCrimmon, | am not charged with any
message for you.  Indeed, | think it will turn out that you and
| are in agreement on most essentid points.  But these young
people have summoned me on a cold and dismal night from my
extremely warm and comfortable quarters.  If you had instruc-
ted them properly, al this wouldn't have been necessary. But
well let that pess Do you mind if we go on from the point at
which you rather rudely ordered me to get behind you ?

MCCRIMMON.  Go you on from any point you like.  You are
whirling about like a Tee-to-tum.

BOLFRY. Highland courtesy, Mr Cully.

MCCRIMMON.  And keep your tongue off the Highlands.

BOLFRY. Mr McCrimmon, | may be only a Devil, but |
am not accustomed to be addressed in that fashion.

JEAN.  Mr Boalfry . . .

BOLFRY. One moment, pleese.  (To MCCRIMMON.)) Un-
less Sir, you are prepared to exercise a little civility, | must
decline to continue this discussion.

MCCRIMMON. The discussion, Sir, is none of my seeking—
no more than is your intrusion into my house and family circle.
So far as | am concerned, you are completely at liberty to con-
tinue or to sneck up.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh, John! Thasan awful like way to
ek to a guest.

MCCRIMMON. He is no guest of mine.

BOLFRY. Thatistrue. | am Mr Cully'sguest. Why did
you send for me, Mr Cully ?

CULLY. I'm blessed if | know, now you come to ask.

BOLFRY. The likeliest reason was that you were unhappy
and afraid. These are common complaints in these days
Were you crying for me from the dark ?

JEAN. No. We weren't. My Uncle thinks he has got
divine authority. And he was using his confidence in that and
his learning and his eoquence and his persondity to bully us.
We wanted a little authority on our side.
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BOLFRY. | ss2 Thank you very much.
JEAN. Hes got the advantage of believing everything he

S

BOLFRY. A great advantage.

JEAN.  You can't meet a man like that on his own ground if
you think he's talking nonsense.

BOLFRY. You can't discuss what brand of green cheese the
moon is made of unless you accept the possibility that the moon
is made of green cheese. | ss2  In what do you believe, Miss
Jean?

JEAN. | believe that the Kingdom of Heaven is within me.

BOLFRY. Isthatdl ?

JEAN. That's practically all.

BOLFRY. So far asit goes, you are quite right.  But you are
aso the receptacle of the Kingdom of Hell and of a number of
other irrelevances left over in the process of Evolution.  Until
you can reconcile those remarkable elements with one another,
you will remain unhappy and have the impulse, from time to
time, to raise the Devil.

JEAN. Then we ought to study these what-do-you-call-
‘ems—these dements, and try to reconcile them ?

BOLFRY. | didn't say you ought to. | said you won't be
happy till you do.

JEAN. Then we ought to, oughtn't we ?

BOLFRY. If you want equilibrium.  If you want happiness.

CULLY. But surely the pursuit of happiness . . .

BOLFRY. Yes yes The pursuit. A very different thing
from catching your electric hare. The happiest man is a
generd paralytic in Bedlam. Yet you do not envy him. He
isinadtate of deathinlife. You naturally prefer lifein death—
probably because you are used toit. ... You are not favouring
me with much or your attention, Mr Cohen.

COHEN. Sorry, Sir.

BOLFRY.  Why not ?

COHEN. Wsdl, Sir, if you want to know the honest truth, I'm
bored bloody stiff.

BOLFRY. Yousaythatwithanairof somesuperiority. You
must not be proud of being bored stiff. Boredom is a sign of
satisfied ignorance, blunted apprehension, crass sympathies, dull
understanding, feeble powers of attention and irreclaimable
weakness of character.  You belie your lively Semitic counten-
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ance, Mr Cohen.  If you are alive, Mr Cohen, you should be
interested in everything—even in the phenomenon of a Devil
incarnate explaining to you the grand Purpose in virtue of which
you live, move and have your breakfast.

COHEN. It's dl hooey, that. There's no such thing as a
Purpose.  It's atde—teleo—teleologica fallacy.  That's what
itis.

BOLFRY. Dear me! Dear me! Mr McCrimmon, you
are an amateur of blasphemy. What do you say to that ?

MCCRIMMON.  The man is wrong.

BOLFRY. Another point on which we are agreed.

COHEN. | can't helpit. I'm entitled to my opinion.

MCCRIMMON.  In what sort of a world have you been living,
man ?

COHEN. In the Borough Road. Do you know it ?

MCCRIMMON. Even in the Borough Road, do you find no
evidence of Eternal Purpose ?

COHEN.  Not a hit.

BOLFRY. My dear goodness gracious me, | know the place
very well, and it's smply bursting with Eternal Purpose.

MCCRIMMON.  There's not one brick laid on another, there's
not one foot moving past another on the dirty pavement that
doesn't tap out " Purpose, purpose, purpose,” to anybody with
the ears to hear.

BOLFRY. Every one of your higher faculties is bent to some
purpose or other.  You can't make anything happen without a
purpose. There are things happening all round you on the
Borough Road. How in the world do you think they happen
without a purpose behind them ?

MCCRIMMON. Do you deny to your Maker the only respect-
able faculty you've got ?

COHEN. All I can say is, if I've got a Maker and Hes got a
purpose, | can't congratulate Him on the way it works out.

BOLFRY and 1  But my dear good chap, you can't possibly

MCCRIMMON, | sitthereand . . .

talking [ How can' you have the presumption to sit
together. thereand . . .

BOLFRY. | beg your pardon.

MCCRIMMON. No, no. Excuse me. Please go on.

BOLFRY. Not at dl. After you.

MCCRIMMON. It is not for you to congratulate or not to
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conglr]atulate. Who is able to judge the Creator of Heaven and
Earth ?

CULLY. Wi, whois?

COHEN. Yes, who is? Mind, | don't admit there's any
such person.  But if there is and he give us & critical faculty,
we got to use it, see ? _ o

JEAN.  Conk's absolutely right.  You tell us to praise Him.
What's the good of praise when you've no chance of blaming ?
It doesn't mean a thing.

CULLY. What happens to your reciprocating oppostes, Mr
Bolfrg, if we can't be anything but a lot of sanctified Yes
Men’

COHEN. Hallelujah al the time. Not much encourage-
ment to the Creator to stick to Hisjob.

JEAN. That'sthe stuff to give them, Conk! And | thought
you were too much the gentleman to open your head.

COHEN. No offence meant, of course.

MCCRIMMON.  Young man, do you realise that your foolish
words arejeopardisi nc}; your immortal souls?

COHEN. That's all tinky-tonk with me. We ain't got any
immortal souls.

BOLFRY. | begin to believe it. Mr McCrimmon, it seems
to me we cannot begin our battle for the souls of these persons
until they redlise that they have souls to battle for.

MCCRIMMON. Itisterribleindeed. Our duty isplain. We
must wrestle with them.  We must admonish and exhort them.

BOLFRY. Itismy duty no lessthan yours. o

MCCRIMMON.  But stop you a minute. | know that this is
only a dream, but there must be logic, even in dreams. |
understand you to say that you are a Devil.

BOLFRY. But | amadso, like yourself, aservant of One whom
| need not name.

MCCRIMMON. | am a very distressed man.  You must not
quibble with me nor use words with double meanings.
~BOLFRY. | am bound by my contract with our young exor-
cist here'to tel nothing but the plain truth. My distinguished
relative is in the same position as I. | am the same Instrument
011: riP_rovidelnce as he who smote Job's body with boils for the good
of his soul.

MCCRIMMON.  That isaway of looking at it. ~ Certainly it is
away of looking at it, whatever.
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BOLFRY. More than that, if it is of any interest to you, |
am an ordained Minister of the Gospdl.

MCCRIMMON. Do you tell me that? Where were you
ordained.

BOLFRY. In Geneva in 1570.

MCCRIMMON. What did you say ?

BOLFRY. In Geneva, | sad.

MCCRIMMON.  But in what year ?

BOLFRY. Theyearisimmaterial. | can't swear to it within
two or threeyears. Butordained | am.  And | have preached,
among other places, in the High Kirk at North Berwick, to the
no small edification of the lieges.

MCCRIMMON. ~ Will you swear to that ?

BOLFRY.  Mr McCrimmon, my Yea is Yea and my Nay is
Nay.
ayMCCRIMMON. Itisamost remarkable thing, but from what |
havedheard from your lips so far, your doctrine appears to be
sound.

BOLFRY. Nonesounder. And now that you are satisfied, |
have a proposa to make.

MCCRIMMON. What is your proposa ?

BOLFRY. | propose that we adjourn to the adjoining sacred
edifice and there admonish and exhort our brothers and sister in
a place suitable for these exercises.

MCCRIMMON. You meanin my Kirk ?

BOLFRY. Wheredsei Isit not the place most suitable for
aconversion ?

MCCRIMMON. It is suitable. But al this is very strange.

BOLFRY. All lifeisvery drange. Shall wego ?

MCCRIMMON. | cannot enter the Kirk in my nightshirt;
though it istrue that | have dreamed that same more times than
once.

BOLFRY. Go upstairs then and change. | shdl wait for

U.
MCCRIMMON. Wséll, well. Come with me, Marget. . . .
And in case | wake up before | come down again, Mr Bolfry,
let me assure you that it has been, upon the whole, a pleasure to
meet you. | hope | have not pased the stage of learning . . .
even from a—a Being of your—your Nature.

BOLFRY. Sir, you are mogt polite. | hope to be able to
reciprocate the compliment.
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[Exeunt MR and MRS MCCRIMMON, BOLFRY  holding the door openfor
them]

JEAN. | never heard the like of that!
BOLFRY (mildly).  Of what, my dear ?
JEAN. You're on his side!
BOLFRY. What did you expect ?
JEAN. | dont know. | certainly didn't expect such a
pious Devil!
BOLFRY. My dear young lady, you don't know everything,
asyou are very shortly to find out.
; JEkAN. If you want to know my opinion, | think you're
runk.
BOLFRY. Drunk? Dear me! Tut tut, tut tut!

[He helps himself]

CULLY. Wsdl, I don't know what you chaps fed, but I'd
fed the better of a drink myself.

MORAG.  No!

CULLY. What do you mean by No ?

MORAG. Don' leave the circle.  HEIl get you if you leave
the circle. o o o

BOLFRY. She's quite right. Quite right. Quite right.
You are apercipient little slut, my darling.

JEAN. But ... | mean, it's dl nonsense . . . but what
happens on the way to church ?

BOLFRY. Nothing. Nothing. The Holy Man will pro-
tect you. They have their uses, Holy Men. Not that | am
really dangerous. But we are mischievous alittle, and fond of
experiments. Eve and the apple was the first great step in
experimental science.  But st down, Mister Gunner Cully.
There is plenty of time. Let us continue our delightful con-
versation. Let mese  Where were we ?

JEAN. Doesit matter very much ? Y ou'rethe mogt incon-
sequent character | ever met.

BOLFRY. Oh, no, no. | follow the pattern. If there is
one. Perhaps that's what's wrong with you young people.
You don't seem to have any pattern.  The woof, as it were, is
flying loosdly about in space.  There is no drama about your
asociations. . Now, | am very fond of the Drama. | have done
alittle bit in that way myself. To my mind the really interest-
ing life is that which moves from situation to situation, with
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character developing naturally in step with that orderly progress.
Now what is the matter with the four of you is that you haven't
asituation among you. You are a quartette that has forgotten
itsmusc. We must do something about it. Letmesse Mr
Cully.

CULLY. wsdl?

BOLFRY. Here we have acommon soldier who . . .

CULLY. I'm not a common soldier. I'm in the Roya
Artillery.

BOLFRY. Herewehaveayoungintellectual . . .

CULLY. There's no need to use foul language. Cdl me
what you like, but not that.

BOLFRY. Very well, then. Here we have a product of our
Universities and Public Schools. | know | am correct there.

CULLY. How do you know ?

BOLFRY. Because you can't listen patiently and because you
have no manners. Here we have this ddlicately nurtured youth
cheerfully bearing the rigours of the barrack and the bivouac.
Why ? Has he a secret sorrow ?

CULLY. No, | haven't. And I'm bearing the rigours
because I've blooming well got to. | was stuck for a com-
mission on my eyesight, but I'll be in the Pay Corps within a
month with any luck. And then good-bye rigours of the
barrack and the oivouac.

BOLFRY. None the less an interesting character. A philo-
sopher.  Anobserver of Life.  Obviously thejuvenilelead for
want of a better.

CULLY. Thank you.

BOLFRY. Don't mention it. There is about him a certain
air of mystery which we shall presently resolve.  The leading
woman, on the other hand, is cast along more stereotyped lines.
She iswhat happensin the third generation after one of the many
thousand Movements for the emancipation of Women. So is
Mr Cully, by the way.

JEAN.  What in the world do you mean by that F

BOLFRY. You are only faintly feminine and he is only
dightly masculine.  All these Women's Movements tend to have
a neutralising effect on the Human Race. Never mind. It
will make our little drama interesting to the psychologist, and
we are al psychologists nowadays. We come now to what used
to be cdled Comic Relief.
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COHEN. That wouldn't be me, | don't suppose ?

BOLFRY. Yes. There is nothing dramatic about the Poor
unless they are very funny or very tragic.

COHEN. Wotjer mean by the Poor ? | ain't never had a
bob | haven't worked for.

BOLFRY. That is what | mean by the Poor. As for the
extremely charming little person on my right, | haven't decided
whether she is funny or not. As she Is an unsophisticated
savage, she is probably significant of something which will no
doubt emerge.

CULLY. What about the Minister ?

BOLFRY. He will provide Persona]it?:. The drama will
revolve about him and ... ah, yes ... his lady wife. As
| had nearly forgotten all about her, she is probably the key to
the whole business.  There, my dear friends, are the Dramatis
Personae.  We havenow . . .

COHEN.  Where do you come in ?

BOLFRY. | am the Devil from the Machine. Here we have
our Persons in the Play. We know very little about them,
because, so far, there is nothing much to know. We cannot
imitate the old dramatistsand describe them as Cully in love with
Jean, Conk, in love with Morag, Jean, in love with Cully,
Morag . . .

MORAG. Now, | am not, Mr Bolfry, no indeed a dl. ~ And
you needn't be saying it.

JEAN. Nobody's in love with anybody dse. Not here,
anyhow. Why should they be ?

BOLFRY. Theanimaswentintwo by twofor avery particu-
lar reason.  And when a drama has no other especid Interest,
it would be unkind to deny it a Love Interest. | think the least
you can do is to fall in love as quickly as possble.  You are
wasting time.

JEAN.  Except Conk and Morag.

MORAG. Now, MissJean! . . .

COHEN. We told you before we was only talking about
budgerigars.

BOLFRY. Budgerigars! Love Birds! Brilliant images of
tenderness and desire with every delicate feather-frond alive with
passion!  We taught them speech that they might teach us their
mystery.  And what did they say: " Codcy's clever.  Cocky's
clever. Chirrup, chirrup. Good morning, good evening.”
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That's dl. And yet how much better do you express the
primeval urgencies within you ? " Cully's clever. Jean's
clever. Chirrup. Good evening." | must teach you how to
express yourselves better, young enemies of Death. Come,
then. Wg)q/ don't you tell Miss Jean what you think of her,
Cully ?  She would be extremely flattered.

JEAN. No, | wouldnt. Hes told me aready what he
thinks of me, and I've slgpped his face. Youre aslly old as
If you've come here to talk about repressions and inhibited per-
sondities, | wish you'd stayed in Hell.  You know perfectly
well that if it weren't for inhibitions every living thing on this
earth would run down in a few minutes.

BOLFRY. Of course it would. And how shockingly you
misunderstand me. | love repression. You repress your
passon to intensify it; to have it more abundantly; tojoy in its
abundance.  The prisoner cannot leap to lose his chains unless
he has been chained.

JEAN. Then what are you talking about ?

BOLFRY. Aboutyou. Come. [I'll marry you.

JEAN. But | don't want to marry you.

BOLFRY. No, no. | mean, Il marry Cully and you. [I'll
bind you by the stron?est and most solemn contract ever forged
in heaven.  Think of the agonising fun and excitement you'll
have in breaking it.

JEAN. No. Thank you very much.

BOLFRY. But why don't you do something? Why is the
blood galloping through your not unsightly limbs? Why are
the nerve cdls snapping and flashing in your head if you are
to (\gvrap this gift of life in a napkin and bury it in a back
garden.

JEAN. We are doing something.

BOLFRY. Indeed ?

JEAN.  WEe're fighting Hitler.

BOLFRY. And who is Hitler ?

COHEN.  Blind me, I'd 've thought if anybody knew the old
basket, it'd be you.

CULLY. Do you mean to tdl me that we've al gone to the
trouble of fetching a damned medieva hypothesis out of Hell to
tel uswhat life isall about, and now we have to tell him ?
WJEAN. Mr Bolfry, dearest, Hitler is the man who started the

a.
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BOLFRY. Ishe? | thought | had done that. How is the
War gettingon ? ... No. Don'ttdl me. [I'll try to guess

[BOLFRY helps himself to another drink.]

| should think some lunatic has been able to persuade his
country that it is possible to regiment mankind. | should think
the people he has persuaded are my old friends the Germans.
They are sufficiently orderly and sufficiently stupid so to be per-
suaded. | should conjecture that mankind has risen in an
intense state of indignation at the bare possibility of being regi-
mented. | should think that the regimenters will succeed in
hammering their enemiesinto some sort of cohesion.  Mankind
will then roll them in the mud for a bit and then pull them out
and forget all about them.  They will have much more interest-
ing things to attend to—such as making money and making
love. . . . Ah, there you are, McCrimmon.

[Re-enter MRandMRSMCCRIMMON. MRSMCCRIMMON iscarrying
a Minigter'sgown and, white Geneva bands."]

Wdl, my dear Sir, time is getting on. Shall we adjourn to
the Kirk ?

MCCRIMMON.  No.

BOLFRY. No? But, my dear fellow, | thought it was dll
arranged.

MCCRIMMON. No. This is a dream, of course; but there
must be decency even in dreams. Waking or deeping, | will
have no phantasmagorical equivocator preaching in my Kirk.

BOLFRY. A dream,eh? Youthinkthisisal adream?

MCCRIMMON. What ese can it be ?

BOLFRY. What is the difference between a dream and a
supernatural happening?

MCCRIMMON. The question does not arise.  Thisis nothing
but a highly circumstantial dream. | shall laugh at it the
morning.

BOLFRY. The sign of a supernatural event is that it obeys all
the laws of Nature except one. Y ou will find that true of every
supernatural event from the Burning Bush to the Resurrection.

MCCRIMMON. Thereistruth in that

BOLFRY. Has your room changed ? Have the people
around you changea? Doestheclock go onticking? Thisis
not a dream, Mr McCrimmon.

MCCRIMMON. | am troubled in my mind, but | can yet hold
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fast to what there is to grasp. | will have no spectre or Devil
preaching in my church.

BOLFRY (in a low and sinister voice). By the Throne of
Thunder and the Canopy of Eternal Night . .

MRS MCCRIMMON. Now, now, then, Mr Bolfry, there's no
need to exciteyourself.  You can preach here quitewdll. See,
here's the wee reading-desk, and I've brought the Minister's
second-best gown and bands.  Put the desk on the table, Mr
Cohen.

[COHEN puts a small reading-desk on the table.]

There now, that's fine. For Sabbath after Sabbath we had
the diet of worship in this wee room when the Kirk was being
donefor thedry rot.  WEell pull the chairs round, and Mr Bolfry
will give us the grand sermon, I'm sure.

JEAN. Yes, Mr Bolfry. It would be better.  Give me the
gown, Auntie.

BOLFRY. What istherein Creation or beyond it that cannot
be wheedled by women ?

[JEAN and MRS MCCRIMMON close in on him and invest him in the
gown and bands. He is a little tipsy.  The others arrange tie
furniturefor the Sermon.’]

MRS MCCRIMMON. Well, well, that's no' very polite talk.
Put your arm through here and content yourself.

JEAN (with the hands). How does this go, Auntie ?

MORAG. There's a wee thingummy that catches behind the
collar. Look you, I'll do it.

[MORAGfagtens the hands, while JEAN walks roundfor afront view.
MRS MCCRIMMON smoothstherobe

JEAN. You look absolutely beautiful.

[BOLFRY goestothefireplace and surveyshimsdlf in the picture-glass.
The others sit down round the tablein silence.  BOLFRY turns
and goes to the makeshift Pulpit.]

BOLFRY. You will find my text in the Gospd according to
William Blake, that Poet and Prophet who waked to the edge
of Hampstead Heath and put hisfinger through thesky. " Now
is the dominion of Edom and the return of Adam to Paradise.”

CULLY. Ha Ha

BOLFRY. What are you laughing at ?

CULLY. Paradise! | can't help it.

BOLFRY. You must not laugh at Paradise.
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CULLY. Have a look at your Paradise. . . . Hunger and
filth and disease and murder.

BOLFRY. Have alook at your Bible and don't interrupt my
Sermon.  You sit there in your squalid, drab, killer's clothes,
with your squalid, drab mind and see nothing but your little
bodily rough-and-tumble in your little thieves kitchen of a
world. Look up! Thereal War isbeyond and aboutit. The
War between Good and Evil. The Holy War. It is a War
not to destroy, but to create. It is like the war between man
and woman. If there were no war, God would go to deep.
The Kingdom of Heaven would wilt and wither.  Death would
conquer both Good and Evil and there would be Nothing.  Itis
unbearable that there should be nothing. The War must go on.

For what, you ask me, do these forces fight ? Their War
Aimsareplain. My Fiihrer fights for the New Disorder; for
disorder is perpetual movement and movement is Life. The
Enemy has gtated clearly his Ten Points, from Mount Sinai in a
thunder sorm.” [We must not alow our reverence to stray
from one single object. We must not create works of Art, nor
devote ourselves to them.  We must not conceive or propagate
any idea about God that is not strictly true. We must do no
work on the seventh day of the week. We must respect the
Family. We must not destroy life. We must be faithful to
our first love and desire no other woman. We must not live on
another man's efforts.  We must not lie about our neighbours.
We must want nothing that another man has]

To these are added two more powerful commands, spoken
quietly on a hot and dusty day. We must love the Holy Spirit
with dl our strength and we must love Tom, Dick and Harry as
ourselves.,

To effect these things is impossible. It is admitted by the
teachers that to do them is impossible to man; and man is the
cleverest thing we know. But to the Holy Spirit, they say,
everything is possble By its Grace, they say, and by forcing
the soul through Fireand Water up to Crucifixion itselr man will
at lagt achieve the impossible, which will be Victory.

I, the Devil, am Fire and Water. | hoigt the gdlows and
drive the pike between the ribs.  Without an enemy, there can
be no Victory. Honour me, then, for my part in your triumph.

' The lines within brackets may be omitted.
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Honour me for the day when you spurn the clouds written with
curses, when you stamp the stony laws to dust, " loosing the
eterna horses from the dens of night”.

MCCRIMMON. Rhetoric!  Rhetoric!  Rhetoric!  The
Fathers have confuted you hundreds of years back.

BOLFRY. So much the worse for them.

MCCRIMMON. You are talking a parcel of old-fashioned
Dualistic sophigtications.  You are a Manichsean.

BOLFRY. You are a liar.

COHEN. Order, order!

MCCRIMMON. | do not take issue with you for that word,
because you are my own heart speaking in a dream. But it is
sorrowful | am that it should be so.

BOLFRY. You are better than your neighbours, Mr McCrim-
mon. They would say that because a truth was sorrowful or
distasteful, or inconvenient, it was therefore not a truth.  That
is why they will not believe what | have come to tell you; that
Victory may go the other way.

MCCRIMMON.  What do you mean ?

BOLFRY. That the Gates of Hell may prevail against the
armies of the Cherubim.  That Disorder may win the day. If
that were not possible, why do you wrestle and pray ?

MCCRIMMON.  God foroid that it should be so.

BOLFRY. God forbade Adam to eat an apple.

JEAN.  What will happen if you win this War ?

BOLFRY. Man's genius will burst its bonds and leap to meet
the sun. The living, glorious anima in you will riot in the
fields, and the soul will laugh for joy, naked but not ashamed.
Your Sdf will be triumphant.

When | win, Man will be an individual. You may love
your neighbour if you like, but all that is highest in you tells him
to keep his disgance.  You don't know him.  You will never
know him. You are no longer a thing in a herd, crouching
againgt your neighbour's wool to keep you from the cold.  You
areaman. You are a woman.

Onward, Christian Soldiers, shuffling aong shouldered with
your heavy packs, and your blistered feet, and the fear of Hell in
your eyes It's a rocky road to Zion, and what will you find
when you get there ? Y our officers lash you on with curses and
punishment and flatter you with Hope. Thereis no Hopein
my country.  No man nopes for what he has.
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What are the virtues that keep you going? Courage ?
Honesty ? Charity ? | have them too. Courage is the
reaction to Fear.  You are more afraid than | am. Honesty is
the reaction to lies. Charity is the reaction to hate and sus
picion. My honesty spurns your superstitions. My charity
embraces both the sheep and the goats.

My flags are the Pride of the Eye and the Lust of the Flesh.
Their other names are Art and Poetry, and where they wave the
abomination of desolation can never be.

How long, O Lucifer, Son of the Morning, how long ?
How long will these fools listen to the quaverings of impotent
old priests, haters of the Life they never know ?

How long will they swaddle their strong limbs in dusty
parchments ?  How long will they shut out the sky from their
eyes with prisons of cold stone ?

| tell you that al you have and al you know is your Sdf.
Honour your Sdf and set him free; for the Soul and the Body
are one, and their only home is the World, and their only life is
the Flesh and their only friend is the Devil.

Let the wild horses loose!

MCCRIMMON (rising). In nomine Patris Aeternis, Filii et
Spiritus Sancti, conjuro te, Sathanas. . . .

BOLFRY. Latin, eh? Youve gone Papist, have you ?
You don't know your own regiment, my man.

X MCCRIMMON. Away with you! Away with you out of my
ouse!

BOLFRY. Take care, McCrimmon.

MCCRIMMON (more quietly).  If you are, as | think you are, a
bad dream and the voice of my own heart speaking evil, | will
tear you from my breast if | die for it.

BOLFRY. Stay where you are.  You said there was truth in
what | told you—" The sign of a supernatural event is that it
obeys al the laws of Nature except one"  Think of that before
you act too rashly. .

MCCRIMMON. = You said you were here to free the Sdf from
its shackles. | am my Sdf, and mysdf is a Minister of the
Gospd. | will follow my inclination, look you. And what is
my inclination ? It is to have the thrapple of you out by the
roots.

[MCCRIMMON suddenly takes up CULLY'S knife. The WOMEN
scream. BOLFRY backs out of bis pulpit and towards the door.]
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BOLFRY. You are not very wise, McCrimmon.  You are
not very wise. . . . _

MORAG. Say in the circle. He will have you. He will
have you.

JAN.  Uncle, don't be a fool.

MRS MCCRIMMON. ~ Oh, no!  Oh, no!

CULLY. Lethimbe Itsal right. Conkand | will look
after_him. _ o

BOLFRY. You will have it, will you? Come aong, then.
Let's see you hunt the Devil over the moor.

[MCCRIMMON breaksfrom CULLY and COHEN and makes for BOLFRY .
BOLFRY throws the gown over MCCRIMMON'S head and makes
for the door. In a moment MCCRIMMON recovers himself and,
flinging the gown over his shoulder like a cloak, follows BOLFRY
through the doorway. ]

COHEN. Comeon, Cully. Therell be murder done.
[He runs through the dooreay.]

[Hefollows COHEN.]
~MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh, suchalikenight tobeout! Andin
his dippers, too. W, well.  Well away to our beds.

JEAN. But, Auntie . , . But . . . _

MRS MCCRIMMON. Och, we'redreamingall this. And I've
ahard day's work before me tomorrow when | wake u_ﬁ. ~And
moreover, when | do wake up, I'd like to it be decent-like in my
bed. Away to your bed, Morg, girl. _

MORAG. "You're sure, now, were only dreaming ? _

MRS MCCRIMMON, What dse would we be doing, you silly
creature ?  Away with you to your bed.

MORAG. Waell, dear mgbgoqd night, then, Mem.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Good night, Morag.

JEAN.  Good night, Morag.

MORAG.  Good night, Miss Jean.

[Bxit MORAG]

JEAN. Doyouthink . . .? Imentosy . . .

MRS MCCRIMMON. Och, that girl's head is such a mixty-
maxty of nonsensicdities, it{l be dl the same to her in the
morning, dream or no dream. . _

JEAN. What will bedl the same in the morning? Do you
think we are dreaming ?  Are you dreaming the same dream as
| am, or are you just part of the dream ? IS she dreaming too ?
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MRS MCCRIMMON. | thought you knew enough about the
Highlandsto know that it isall one whether we are dreaming or
not.

[She begins to tidy up the room, moving the reading-desk to its
proper place and shifting the chairs."]

JEAN, | don't think I'm dreaming. 1'm sure somebody has
been here. It was 0 absolutely red.  It's red now.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Maybe Aye, maybe No.

[She dusts off the chalk marks.]

JEAN.  But there was a wee minister—you saw him too.

MRS MCCRIMMON.  Oh, ae may be

JEAN.  What are they doing out on the moor ?  Uncle Jock
went after him with aknife.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Aslikely asnot your uncleisupin hisbed
snoring.

JEAN.  Why don't you go upstairs and look ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. What difference would that make ?
Here or there, it'sadl onein adream, ifadreamitis Andit's
gey like one, | must sa%/ Forbye, I'm going up the stair this
minute. I'mblind with deep. WEelIl can tidy up in the morn-
ing, if there's anything to tidv.

JEAN. [I'll wait and see it they come back.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Peaseyourself.

JEAN. But, Aunt Marget ... if its a real man ... if
he's chasing areal man, with ared knife . . .

MRS MCCRIMMON. Your uncle never did the like of that in
hislife. That'swhy | know fineit'sadream. Don't you fash
yourself . . . and put out the lamp when you come up.

JEAN. Butifit'snotarea lamp, what doesit matter whether
| put it out or not ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. It'sunlucky to set the house on fire, even
inadream. Good night.

JEAN.  Good night, Aunt Marget.

[Exit MRS MCCRIMMON.  JEAN rubs her eyes, pinches hersdlf, picks
up the DISCOVERIE OF WITCHCRAFT, looks at it for a moment,
slams it shut, and puts it back on the shelf. JEAN starts and
turns round as MCCRIMMON enters followed by CULLY and
COHEN. Al three look dazed. MCCRIMMON throws the knife
on the table and the gown on the chair and stares into the dead
fire. COHEN picks up the knife, rubs his thumb along the edge
and shows it to CULLY )]
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COHEN.  No blood. He can't have used it. .

CULLY. Yes but ... the Name | wrote on it. Agla
It isn't there.

COHEN. Rubbed off, | expect.

CULLY. It's damned funny. _

COHEN. It's al damned funny. Do you think were
crackers or what ?

CULLY. | don't know what to think.

JEAN.  Wher€'s Bolfrv ? .

COHEN. He grabbed nis hat and his coat and away he went
across the moor like an eectric hare with his old Battle of the
Nile on his head. His Reverence caught up with him on the
edge of the cliff.  Then he hit him. ith Cully's jack-knife,
| thought. Anywayshe ... the . . . Bolfry, | mean . . .
he took a leap like a circus acrobat straight out and down into
the sea A 'undred blinking feet down. Into deep water.
We couldn't do nothing about it. o

CULLY. And where he dived, the water boiled like a pot.
You saw it. Why not say 0 ? . _ o

COHEN. | won't swear ashow | didn't seeit.  But it might
have been anything.  Atmospherics or a squall or something.

CULLY. Thessawasascdmasamillpond. And the steam
rose to the cliff'sedge.  Damnation, we've al gone mad.

[He takes up the knife, rubs it vigorously on bis deeve, closes it, and
puts it in bis pocket. JEAN has been staring at them and auto-
matically straightening thefurniture)]

JEAN. CuII?]/, what's happened ? What do you think has
happened ? What do you think, Cully ?

ULLY. I'm doing no thinking tonight. Come along,
Conk. Let's get down to it. If | stay in this room any

Ionger D _
OHEN. Look at him. ~
[He indicates MCCRIMMON. All three watch him as he dowly
picks up the bottle and pours the heel of it into BOLFRY'S glass.
He swallows the whisky neat at one guip.]
COHEN. That'sright, Guv'nor. You need it. Do you a
world of good, that, en ?
MCCRIMMON.  What did you say ?
COHEN. | sad itd do you good.
MCCRIMMON (picking up the empty bottle and looking at it in a
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mournful, puzzled sort of way). Do me good, do you think ?

. . Wel, well.
[He turns to CULLY and COHEN(]

Gentlemen, | must ask your forgiveness. It seams that |
. . . that | have forgotten myself. When | was a Divinity
student there was a time when | was over-addicted to acohal.
It ismany yearsago. | thought that | had conquered the vice.
Indeed, | thought it. But it seems | was over-confident. |
have been too confident about too much.

JEAN. Perhaps you should go to bed now, Uncle.

MCCRIMMON. No doubt but you are right. | cannot con-
ceive how it happened. My head is not yet clear, but my legs
seem to be doing their duty. | will go to bed. It isthe black
disgrace of a fellow | am, and me a Minister. . . . Stop you,
thhough, am | right or am | wrong ? Was there another person

ere?

JEAN.  How could therebe ? There'sonly Cully and Conk
and me, Uncle Mac.

MCCRIMMON. Dear me, that isso. It isaterrible thing this
weskness of mine. | thought for a moment ... | will go
to bed. You will put away this . . . evidence ?

JEAN. All right, Uncle Mac, I'll get rid of the dead man.

MCCRIMMON. The dead man? . . . Ah, the bottle. Do,
likeagood girl | would not like to think . . .

COHEN. That'sall okey-doke. We know how to keep our
trap|>|s shut. Weve forgotten all about it already.  That's right,
Cully?

CL}/LLY. That's right.

MCCRIMMON. Tdl me, was | violent at al ? | seem to
recdl alot of noise and rushing to and fro.

COHEN. Nothing out of the ordinary. You were a hit
excited, but aways the gentleman. My old grandfather used
to get a bit that way, but Lord bless you, he meant no harm by it,
and he was dl right in the morning.

MCCRIMMON. There was something | wanted to say.

JEAN. It will do in the morning, Uncle Mac.

MCCRIMMON. | will go to bed.

COHEN. Need any help, Guv'nor ?

MCCRIMMON. No, | thank you. You have been very kind
and very forbearing. Good night.  Indeed, | am ashamed.

[Exit MCCRIMMON]
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JEAN. Oh, dear? | wonder. Should we have explained ?

CULLY. Explained what ?

JAN. | se Theresthat init.

CULLY. Iffyou can explain, | wish you would.

'COHEN. If'you ask me, | think we'd best forget about all
this.  Unless it'sa blooming murder and were dl init.

CULLY. Ifit'snot a murder, I'm damned if | know what it
IS But it's not a murder.

JEAN. Are you sure ?

CULLY. [I'm not sure of anything in the whole Universe.

JEAN.  I'm a hit frightened.

CULLY. By God, 0 am I.
[He puts an arm round JEAN.]

COHEN. Oh, I don't know. A cousin of the wife's went to
one of them spiritualist meetings and seen a trumpet flying
through the air.  But | says to her, " If you started worryin
about things the like of that, you'd fetch up in the Silly House"

SyS : -
CULLY. Youthink thereare . . . ? Gosh, | nearly sad it.
COHEN. Sadwhat ? o
JEAN.  That there are more things in Heaven and Earth than

are dreamt of in our philosophy, Conk.

COHEN. Oh, | dont know. Depends on what your
philosophy is.  Seems to me if there was SOMEONE up top-
ddes—and I'm not saying there isand I'm not saying there ain't
—he wouldn't tell the likes of you and me what he was up to.
Nor we wouldn't have much idea of what he was gabbing about
ifhedid. . . . Doyou sethetime?

CULLY. Yes by Jove!

COHEN. Only three hours to good old Wakey-Wakey.
Good nlght, Miss  You waiting up abit, Cully ?

CULLY.  No. _ _

COHEN. Okey-doke. Good night, Miss.

[COHEN goes.  JEAN and CULLY have separated and stand looking
at each other™

CULLY. Cully's clever, Jean's clever, chirrup-chirrup, good
evening.  Only not so damned clever.

JEAN.  I'm till frightened.

CULLY. May | kissyou now f Would that help ?

JEAN. Oh, no, no, no, no! It would makeit worse.  But
thank you al the same.
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CULLY. Good night, then.
JEAN. Good night, my dear.

[They shake bands and CULLY goes. JEAN puts out the lamp)]
BLACK OUT,

SCENE IV

The Same. The following morning. Bright sunshine. JEAN, in a
spectacular dress ng-%owr), and MRS MCCRIMMON havejust sat down to
breakfast. MORAG hasjust brought in a cover and coffee.

JEAN.  Good morning, Morag.

MORAG. Good morning, MissJean. It'sfresh herringsand
bread-crumbs. Miss Jean.

JEAN. Isn't that splendid! There's nothing I'd like better.
Did you deep well last night, Morag ?

MORAG. Yes MissJean. | dept likeatop al night, thank
you very much.  Coffee, Mrs McCrimmon.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Thank you, Morag.

[MORAG goes']

For what we are about to receive, the Lord make us truly
thankful.

JEAN. Uncle Macisn't down yet ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. No. Hehaaadisturbed night,your uncle.
| wanted him to have his breakfast in bed, but he's coming down.
It's a beautiful day.

JEAN. How do you mean a disturbed night ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh, well. Hehastheindigestionwhiles.
And it's an awful thing for not letting you deep very well.
That's abeautiful dressing-gown you're wearing. Have | seen
it before ?

JEAN. No, Auntie. Didn't Uncle Mac deep, then ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. It is very nice. But, mind you, it is
hardly what we are used to up in these outlandish parts. | don't
say your Uncle will make aremark. He may and he may not.
But he may not think it just quite the thing for breakfast.
Mind, I'm not saying. But even on my honeymoon | aways
dressed for breakfast. It wasjust the way we had. Not that
it's important.

JEAN.  I'msorry. | didn't deep too wdl either.
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MRS MCCRIMMON. Did you not, now ? You shouldn't
have got up. Wed have brought you your breakfast. Are
you sure you're feeling dl right ?

JEAN. ~ Oh, yes Finenow. Butitwasamost peculiar night.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Was it s0? You would be dreaming,
maybe. | never pay any attention to such things.  Will you be
well enough to come down to the village with me today ?

JEAN. No. Yes |thinks. Havethetwo soldiersgone ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. Ah, yes. They have to be out for their
runnings and their jumpi ggs. They have breakfast up at the
guns, poor souls.  Nice lads, too. We are very lucky, what-
ever.  Mrs McLean up by Offerance, she got some gey funny
ones. But these are nice quiet lads.

JEAN. Aunt Marget . . . how did you deep last night ?

MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh, very wel, | thank you. But
nothing puts me up or down, from the moment | put my head on
the pillow.

JEAN. | was wondering. | ... You ... | had an
eerie dream last night, Aunt Marget.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Had you, dear ? It was a wild night.
It is a strange place up here in Larach, but, och, you get used to
it. It might be something you ate.

JEAN. That'swhat | sad to Morag. | mean . . .

MRS MCCRIMMON. | hope you won't be putting daft ideas
into that lasse's head.  It's full enough of daftness already.

JEAN. All right, Aunt Marget, I won't.  Oh, good morn-
ing, Uncle Mac.

[MCCRIMMON enters. Heisvery solemn.]

MCCRIMMON.  Good morning, Jean. ,
- [He sits down.]

Heavenly Father, we thank thee for al these mercies.  Sanc-
tify them to our use.  Amen. Well, that's a fine day.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Yes. lsn'tit abeautiful day f

MCCRIMMON. It's not often you'll see Larach al over smiles
the like of this, Jean. It's a great compliment to our visitor.
It can be a wild place, Larach.

MRS MCCRIMMON.  Indeed, thatisso. | hopeyou don't object
tothe herring. Therewasn't asingle eggthismorning. | don't
know what came over the hens. It would be the storm, maybe.

MCCRIMMON. Aye, yes.  The storm.

MRS MCCRIMMON. And now you two will have to excuse
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me. We're awee thing late, and | have to check over the linen
for the washing before | go down for the messages.
MCCRIMMON. Certainly, my dear. Certainly.

[MRS MCCRIMMON goes out. She turns at the door and makes
mysterious signs to JEAN from behind her husband’s back. He
is not on any account to be worried.  JEAN nods"]

MCCRIMMON. A man isavery curious thing.

JEAN. Yes isnt he?

MCCRIMMON. Dear me, | did not think that | would behave
like that at thistime of day. It isalesson to me

JEAN. Oh, it was nothing, Uncle Mac. Nothing, redly, at
al

MCCRIMMON. Nothing? That one who should be an
example to the flock should give way to strong drink like a
beast ?

JEAN. Beads don't give way to strong drink. Besides, it
wasn't your fault.

MCCRIMMON. A bottle of whisky! Mind you, it is not
everybody who could drink a bottle of whisky and go up to bed
asstraight asadie.  Pre-war whisky too.

JEAN. Butyou didn't . . .

MCCRIMMON. | must have. It was full on the Lord's
morning, because | happened to notice. Forbye it is not the
first time, the Lord forgive me.  But, Lord helping me, it will
bethelast. It comes on me about every fiveyears.  But never
like this time.

JEAN.  How ? What happened ?

MCCRIMMON. That's the queer thing. | don't know. |
had awhirling vision that | was disputing with Beelzebub him-
sdf in this very room and racing over the moor with a knife in
my hand. And then | found mysdf leaning against the
mantel piece finishing off the bottle with the two lads tidying up
the room. | aye throw the furniture about a wee. Or | did
when | was that way.

JEAN. It was a strange dream.

MCCRIMMON. Never have | had a dream so red. | could
see Beelzebub as plain as could be—in that chair and then
uttering blasphemies in my ears as if he were in the pulpit—in
my gown and bands. | mind every word | thought he said.

JEAN (breathlessly). What did he say ?

MCCRIMMON. | thought you and Marget and the lads were
215 [ 61 ]



MR BOLFRY SCENE 1V

heretoo. Hewastelling you al to stamp the ancient Law into

dust and revolt againgt the Armies of the Lord. [He laughs]

Very plausible and persuasive he was, too. | had an answer
for him, but he never heard it. | wasthat angered | struck him
with my dirk and threw him into the Firth. It wasn't a bad
answer, but | had a better.

JEAN.  What was your answer ? | mean, what would it
have been ?

MCCRIMMON (ignoring her question). It was my own mind
spesking. We've got the queer, dark corners in our mind and
strange S in them that come out ranging in the night. A
sophigticated black beast yon. | never knew of him. |
wonder, now, did | kill him? If | did it was worth it al.
Mind you, there were points where he nearly had me.

[He has been thinking aloud, but he becomes again aware of JEAN
and turns to her.]

Of course, thiswasall adream or adelirium, | canna right say
which. But you learn things in these gtates.  It's a kind of a
twisted inspiration. | learned one thing.

JEAN.  What was that ?

MCCRIMMON. That mankind turns to AImifghty God as a
nettle turnsto the sun.  And if the nettle had afine, arguf?/i ng
brain in it and a spacious command of words, it could do little
better and maybe a good ded worse. Weve a thing cdled
Faith in us, Jean, and we've no more command over it than we
have over our lungs. Mind you, we can develop our lungs and
we can develop our Faith. Maybe, I've neglected that a bit.
| was over proud of my head. But in the middle of al the talk
it rose up within me and told me to strike the Devil dead . . .
in my delirium, mind you. But it was awful like the red
thing. A lesson to me.

[MRS MCCRIMMON re-enters, ushering in CULLY and COHEN.
CULLY wears a brand-new Lance-Bombardier's stripe.  COHEN
carries a postbag. He lays it down near the door.]

MRS MCCRIMMON. Isn't this a nice surprise? Come in,
boys, and have a cup of tea

COHEN. Look at him. Lance-Bombardier Cully, Non-
Commissioned Officer in charge of his Mgjesty's Mails and the
same old Gunner Cohen, Lance Bombardier's sooge to same.

JEAN.  Oh, congratulations, Cully.
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CULLY. Thanks very much. _

COHEN. We j[hou%ht weld pop in.  No good getting a dog's
leg if you don't give the skirts a treat.

CULLY. ow are you, Mr McCrimmon ?

MCCRIMMON. | amwell, | thank you. Indeed, remarkably
well. Andyou? .
~ CULLY. 1 couldn't desp. Look here, Mr McCrimmon,
it's no use pretending and telling lies.  It'snot fair to you.  It's
not fair to any of us. You weren't drunk last night.
~ MRS MCCRIMMON. Oh dear me, what athing to say! As
if the Minister would be!

MCCRIMMON (rising). ~ What do you mean f

CULLY. Something happened last night that | don't under-
stand, and we've got to thrash it out somehow. _

MCCRIMMON. Do you mean that the—the—the—experience
| had last night was shared by the whole of you ?

[MCCRIMMON sits down again in great perturbation of mind.
MRS MCCRIMMON goes to him to soothe him.  JEAN sitsrigid.]

- MRS MCCRIMMON.  Now, now, now, now. The best thing
isto forget all about it.

COHEN. I told you that, Cully. You can't do any good.

CULLY. No, weve got to get it straight. -~ There must be an
explanation. We cant leave things that way. Look, Mr
McCrimmon, do you know anything about Mass Hypnotism ?
| know they don't think there's much in it, but you know about
the Indian Rope Trick, don't you ?  And the old necromancers
who thought they were raising the Devil, they did induce a sort
of suggestible state. | mean they sat down and deliberately
hypnotised themselves with their spells and magic circles. 1
mean, what do you think? . . . Of course, you and Mrs
McCrimmon weren't here at the beginning of the stance, but
it's the only explanation that seems to me natural.

JEAN. " You meantherewasreally nobody here?

CULLY. Yes There must be a natural explanaion. |
know the other one's wron%.

JEAN.  What other one * _ _

MCCRIMMON. That | killed a man. | did not kill a man.
How | know, | do not know, but I know it. | did not kill a
man.

MRS MCCRIMMON. Of course you didn't, now. _

CULLY. [I'msureyoudidn't. It's masssuggestion. Nothin
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happened.  Look at the room.  There are no signs of anything
happening in this room.

MCCRIMMON. It isa peaceful room. Everything is natural.
Everything obeys the Laws of Nature. Itisthesignofa . . .

let me see ... it isthe dgn of a supernatural event that every-
thing; ohbeysthe laws of Nature except onething.  No doubt you
are right.

JEAN (suddenly screaming). The umbrellal!  It's Bolfry's.
[All look towards the umbrella on the hearth. There is a tense
pause]. Then the umbrella gets up and walks by itself out of the
room.

MRS MCCRIMMON. ~ Wéll, now, isn't that the queer like thing ?

And with all this havering, | was forgetting about your cups of
tea. Itisn'tlonginfused,or haveyou timeto wait for somefresh ?

[The OTHERS are too astonished to react to this. MRS MCCRIMMON
pours hot water into the teapot and pours out cups.  She talks all
the t]i me. COHEN and CULLY, in a trance-like state, take their
cups

Well, well, it seems you had a kind of a tuilzie with the Deil,
after al. You're not the first good and godly man who did the
like of that. Maybe you didn't kill him, but I'm sure you'd
give him a sore dunt. ~ And you're none the worse yourself.

It's a funny thing we should be surprised at seeing the Devil
and him raging through the skies and blotting out the sun at this
very hour. Were dl such a nice kind of lot that weve for-
gotten there's any such person.  Poor soul, him roaring aw
like a raging lion and nobody paying any attention to him wit
their fine plans to make us al the happy ones.

Will you be having another cup of tea, dear, now ? You're
looking quite white and peely-wally, and no wonder, dear me.

MCCRIMMON. | have nowhere seen such great Faith, no,
not in Isradl.

MRS MCCRIMMON.  Drink you your tea.

Och, well, dear me, a walking umbrella's nothing to the queer
things that happen in the Bible.  Whirling fiery wheels and all
these bigi]beests with the three heads and horns.  It's very lucky
we are that it was no worse.  Drink up your tea

[MCCRIMMON smilesand takes her hand.]

CURTAIN.
END OF THE PLAY.

[ 64] 218



JONAH 3

A NEW VERSION OF JONAH AND THE WHALE (1932)



Author's Note—In my origina stage version of" Jonah and
the Whale" there are twenty-six speaking parts, to say nothing
ofsupers. To perform such aplay isdifficult, if not impossible, in
war-time conditions. | prepared a short play on the same theme
for broadcasting, and, a the suggestion of Mr. F. Sladen Smith
of the Unnamed Society of Manchester, | was tempted to com-
bine the two plays in away which will make stage performance
more practicable.  Thisnew version requires little or no scenery
and leaves scope for any eccentricities in production that may
appeal to a modern Director.



SCENE |
The Curtain rises on a dark stage. A NARRATOR appears, lit by a Spot,

NARRATOR. In the deep searcaves below the waters about
the South Pole there lives a distressed and ancient Whale.  His
great cruising days are over and he is so close to disintegration
that Time and the sanctions of life and death have become for
him misty and confused. To such as he the waves of seas long
evaporated, the forms of sea-creatures long washed to atoms, the
voices of men long dead are as red as if the sess till best, the
fishes still swam and the men gtill spoke.  To that huge, dream-
ing beast came the voice of the Prophet Jonah. It is nearly
thirty centuries since the Whale last heard that voice, piping out
in an agony of terror from its uneasy interior. Itisacam and
confident voice now.

[The NARRATOR disappears. ]
[The GHOST OF JONAH appears. In the following dialogue the
WHALE is indicated by its voice alone."]

JONAH. Ah, my dear Whale, | have foundyou at last! Do
you remember me ?

WHALE (as ifreciting a lesson). | do not remember anything
atdl. | amthe Whale, that most deadly immortal monster. |
sal the oceans for ever and ever, lashing the sea in my wake, till
you would have thought the deep to be hoary. Or et least, SO
they say. | do not remember anything at all.

JONAH. And yet, Leviathan, you were once the instrument
of Providence.

WHALE. Was| ? Inwhat respect ?

JONAH.  Once upon a time you saved me.

WHALE.  And who are you ?

JONAH. | am a spirit hovering over the waters. They are
of interest to me, those great waters in which | nearly died
frustrated and unfulfilled. For even on them the doom that |
foretold for Nineveh has fallen.  They are so polluted that even
the sturdiest fishishard put toitto liveinthem.  Itisapleasure
to me to revisit them. It is a pleasure to me to see you, dear
m%%tlc instrument of Providence, till held by athread of life
and brooding away time.
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WHALE. | am glad that aspirit can yet fed pleasure, but you
have not yet told me who you are—or were, it does not matter
which. Not at this time of day.

JONAH. | wasJonahthesonof Amittai. | livedinZebulun
in the little village of Gittah-Hepher. It was a pleasant little
town, full of fallible but worthy people. | made it my business,
in my not altogether humble way, to correct their fallibility and
increase their worth. | was not dissatisfied with the results of
my efforts. Indeed, | was more satisfied than any mortal man
has a right to be.

One day in thecod of the evening some of my fellow
townsmen and townswomen were sitting at the town gate. |
was a peculiar little man, though | say it who perhaps should
not. | was rather fat, and | had thick curly ginger hair and a
smal curly ginger beard. When | looked at people straight in
the eye they were afraid of me. At that time the world was as
itisnow. Men were hating each other and killing each other,
and nobody knew what was going to happen next. People were
very anxious to know what was going to happen, whether it
V\r/]as good or bad, and soon it became known that | could tell
them.

WHALE. How did you know ?

JONAH. To tdl you the truth, | don't think | realy knew
how | knew.

WHALE. You didn't use the gtars, did you ?

JONAH. My good gracious goodness, no!  Of course not.

WHALE. Quite right, quite right. | never used them my-
sdlf, even for getting about from place to place; but | managed
to get about Al right.

JONAH. Iwasfairlycertain at thetimethat God told mewhat
was going to happen; and the people were quite sure. They
came for miles to my little village, and | told them the truth in
avery powerful baritonevoice. ~ Some things | told them were
easy, such as that if they were wicked they would be miserable.
Otner things were more difficult. | could tell them when the
coppersmith's donkey would fall down a well, and when they
might expect the soldiers to come ravening over their fields, and
when it was going to thunder. This sort of thing got me a
greater reputation in the place than | could have got sSsmply by
telling them to be good. It's very odd that. However, one
Ejay some of them were sitting iri the cool of the evening, blinking
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at the yellow and alive haze on the dusty horizon, and recreating
themselves with idle conversation . . .

[JONAH'S presence and voiceJade away. The lightsgo up on the
gates of Gittah-Hepher.  Three bearded men and two girls are
sitting on theground. A SENTRY with a big stick is indolently
leaning against the gatepost watching them.]

JOSIBIAH. And the big bear said, " Who has been deeping
inmy bigbed ?"

EUODIAS.  Yoi, yoil

HASHMONAH. Hush.

JOSIBIAH. And the middle-sized bear said, " Who has been
deeping in my middle-sized bed ?"  And the little bear said,
" Ach, ach, there is a girl deeping in my little bed." So the
noiseof his criesawoke the fair Circassian, and she leaped through
the window and fled as far as her lower limbs could carry her.

HASHMONAH. PraiseJahvehforher escape.

THE OTHERS. Amen to that.

NAARAN. How terrible to be eaten by a bear!

SHUAL.  Let aone three.

NAARAN. Let alone three.

HASHMONAH. It must have been a great lesson to her in
minding her own business.

SHUAL. Indeed, indeed.

EUODIAS.  Yes but . . .

HASHMONAH. But what ?

[Enter BILSHAN, a handsome stranger with great brass ear-rings.,]

EUODIAS. | fed ... | mean . . . don't you think ? |
mean if we all minded our own business, wouldn't we die of
being sick and tired of the horrible dullness of it ?

NAARAN. That would be better than to die of being eaten
by bears.

SHUAL. You are a wise woman, Naaran, and Euodias is a
slly chatterbox. Ah, what, | ask you, is the good of Josibiah
telling a chittering jerboa like that al his wonderful and moral
dories?

JOSIBIAH. And true stories. | knew the girl's father very
well.

SHUAL. Andtruedories. . .. Eh?

NAARAN. Nogoodat al. | hopesheissorry she spoke.
5
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HASHMONAH. Indeed, | hope so.

JOSIBIAH. And | hope so too.

SHUAL.  And, from the bottom of my heart, so do I.

BILSHAN. Sheis quite right.

SHUAL. Hey ?

JOSIBIAH.  Ho!

BILSHAN. The girl is quite right.

THE SENTRY. Now, now, Sir. None of that.

JOSIBIAH. | have no specific recollection of asking you to
interfere, you nasty sentry. Y ou are here to protect us and the
rest of the village from thieves and lions. The police should

be seen and not heard. ... | ask your pardon, Sir. Y our face
seems familiar, but | don't know if | have the pleasure of your
acquaintance.

BILSHAN. No, you havent. | am Bilshan, a commercid
traveller. | dropped off the south-going caravan to sse my
cousin who lives, or used to, in your village. Heisdead, | find,
poor devil.

SHUAL. What a calamity! Alas, alas!

BILSHAN. Yes. You probably knew him. Old Thahash,
the usurer.

JOSIBIAH.  Ah, yes Wsdll, well, afine old man, and a good
usurer. And you are his cousin ?

SHUAL. Yoi,yoi. How sad to expect awelcome and to find
instead a desolate hearth!

BILSHAN. No, hogs bristles! | didn't cadl on old Thahash
expecting a welcome. | had a proposition | thought might
interest him.  However, it's nobody's business but his and mine,
and | don't suppose it'd interest him now. It'll be al the same
two thousand years hence. ... So you believe in curiosity, my
darling!

EUODIAS. Not if these gentlemen think it's improper. |
don't care what Naaran thinks.

NAARAN. Oh, you don't, don't you ?

EUODIAS. No, | don't. You've no experience of life.

SHUAL. Experience of ... Oh, tut, tut, hush, hush.

NAARAN. | haven't,haven't] ? What experience haveyou,
| should very much like to know ?

HASHMONAH. No doubt you would. Hold your tongue.
This gentleman would quite evidently likean argument.  Argu-
ment is an interesting and a beautiful ~xercise which istoo readily
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ruined by the shrill screaming of fenales. . . . You have come
to the right place, Sir, for a good argument. We have some
excdllent debaters.  Josibiah, there . . .

JOSIBIAH. No, no, Hashmonah. No, no. | can spesk
well enough and eloquently enough if you give me time and a
subject | thoroughly understand, like the Creation, or the nature
of Dreams; but this gentleman has obvioudy seen a bit of the
world, and he has a cunning eye and a chest like adrum. No,
no. You must excuse me,

SHUAL. Oh, Josihiah, for the honour of our fair town of
Gittah-Hepher.

HASHMONAH.  Please, Josibiah.

JOSIBIAH. No, no. .

HASHMONAH. He may not be very eloquent, and you can
aways contradict him and fly into a passion.

JOSIBIAH. No, | should be ashamed.

SHUAL. He looks to me rather the strong, silent type. |
don't believe he can talk at dl.

JOSIBIAH. Heisacommercia traveller.

BILSHAN (to EUODIAS).  And you, you most utterly beautiful
one—and, by theway, | seeyou don't dye your toes as the wicked
ones of Phoeniciado. ... Thislittle goat went to market, this
little goat stayed at ... Oh, don't do that! . . . Rather
funny, only aweek or two ago | heard one of these fellows in a
quayside music-hall—Homers, they cdl them in the Levant—
singing a darned good song about that.

" Rapidly crept, on the one hand,
Her feet, like smal mice in a panic,
Under her petticoat's fringe."

What's your name f

EUODIAS. Euodias.

BILSHAN. And yours?

NAARAN.  Naaran.

BILSHAN. Nice names. Now sit down here and I'll show
?(Ollj Wh&;t Uncle has brought al the way from Tyre for two nice
ittle girls.

JOSIBIAH. | don't think he really wantsto argue at all.

HASHMONAH. That isjust histact. Y ou don't suppose he'd
rather talk to those two sy little creatures.  Take him on about
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JOSIBIAH (clears his throaty but thinks better of it). No, no.
He's busy.

THE SENTRY. Beg pardon, gentlemen.

HASHMONAH. Well ?

THE SENTRY. May | spesk ?

HASHMONAH. You are spesking. Go on.

THE SENTRY. What | was thinking was, if you gentlemen
want to put up a good show for the good old town, what about
me running round and fetching the Prophet ? It's not every
town that has a Prophet.

HASHMONAH. Wl . . .

SHUAL.  Ah,um . . .

JOSIBIAH. Would he come, do you think ?

THE SENTRY. He aways comes aong thisway for astroll
every evening, nearly. He could justjoin in casud like. I'll
go for him if you like, if you'll look after my stick.

HASHMONAH. Very well, then, run. Téel him that, if he's
not busy, it's rather important.

THE SENTRY. My feet will be like the feet of a sandstorm.

[He goes through the gate)]

EUODIAS (calling after him). ~ Silly! A sandstorm has no feet.

JOSIBIAH.  You are exposing your ignorance. That was a
guotation.

HASHMONAH. Don't let those slly girls worry you, Mr
Bilshan. ... As a matter of fact, we were expecting the
Prophet at any moment, and we should so like you to meet him.

BILSHAN. | should like to very much. | didn't know you
boasted a Prophet in these parts.

HASHMONAH. Oh, yes. He was born here, as a matter of
fact. He is very fond of the old place.  He lives most of the
year here.

JOSIBIAH.  You have probably heard of him. It's Jonah, as
a matter of fact.

BILSHAN. Jonah ?

SHUAL. Yes. Jonah, the son of Amittai, a very respected
fellow-townsman of ours in his day.

BILSHAN. | seem to have heard the name Jonah. I'm
afraid I'm not a very churchy man these days What with
meandering about among the heathen, | find it impossible to
keep track of the locd religions, but I'll feel highly honoured by
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an introduction.  I'veawayshad ahigh regard for the prophets.
Tr}ey ((:jan do a man a lot of good in adistrict, if he gets on their
soft Sde.

HASHMONAH.  Jonah, the son of Amittai, has no soft side.

SHUAL. A fine soul. An excdlent soul. We are very
proud of him.

JOSIBIAH. He has done some great work in this parish and
in others.

HASHMONAH. The taverns are empty. The mesting-
houses are full. The old practise repentance, and even the
young people havegrown modest and thoughtful . . . with one
or two exceptions.

[He puts EUODIAS and NAARAN in their places with a look.]

JOSIBIAH. Itisquitearelief when he goes into the wilder-
ness for alittle.
SHUAL. Hush. Heiscoming.

[Enter JONAH, a simple, handsome, eloquent, consequential littlefat
man of about thirty years old. He contrives to look rather dressy
in his Prophet's rags. He catches hisgarment on a wooden nail
sticking outfrom the gateway, and turns to the SENTRY, who is
following.]

JONAH (with a very formidable gentleness). | think | spoke
about thisbefore. | amfalible, | may beinerror. But | think
| spoke about this.

g THE SENTRY. Not to me, Master. | haven't been long on
uty. | ...

JONAH.  Didn't it occur to you that a horrid great nail stick-
ing out like that might wound a citizen, or tear his garment ?
Did the Lord giveyou eyes ?

THE SENTRY. It'sredly the Sanitary Department's business,
Magter, and . . .

JONAH. | am not interested in the Sanitary Department. |
asked you aquestion.  Did the Lord give you eyes ?

THE SENTRY. Yes Magter, Hedid. Hisnamebemagnified.

JONAH. Usethem, then. Andhands?

THE SENTRY. Yes Madter.

JONAH. Hands le of other acts than to brandish that
stick to the terror of little boys ?

THE SENTRY. Quite capable, Magter.
22J7ONAH (in a terrible voice). Use them then—(the SEI\ETEF){\S
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putts out the nail)—. . . Ah, good evening, Josibiah. How
areyou, Hashmonah ? | am glad to seeyou, Shual. And how
are my sportive little she-camels, hey ?

EUODIAS and NAARAN.  Quite well, thank you, Master.

JONAH. Youaregood girls, | hope?

EUODIAS and NAARAN. We try to be, Jonah.

JONAH. Good, good. . . . Ah, | see we have a guest.
Wedcome, Sir, to Gittah-Hepher. Y ou will find no more health-
ful spotin Palestinefor area restful holiday.

JOSIBIAH.  This is Bilshan, Jonah.

BILSHAN. The son of Pethuel and Hodesh, hiswife. | am
acommercia traveller. | am very pleased to meet a gentleman
50 holy and celebrated as your good self.

JONAH. Itisawaysapleasure to meet awanderer; though
v;/]hat a’r)e we al but wanderers, if one looks below the surface of
things®

SHUAL. Asyou invariably do, Jonah.

BILSHAN. What you say is perfectly true, Jonah. When
people say to me, " How horrible not to have a home, a resting-
place” | aways reply, " Where is your home, your resting-
place, your security of tenure, and for how long ??

JONAH. A very proper observation.

BILSHAN. A traveller maﬁ well be at rest, as a seagull is,
hanging motionless between heaven and the waves that hurry
ceasdedy beneath him. It's a matter of relativity, you see
Jonah. A man who runs through a crowd may well be the
only stationary object in that crowd, and from one view-point—
shal we say that of afleain his ear ?—he undoubtedly is.
feliJOSIBIAH. Jahveh be praised | didn't join issue with this

ow.

JONAH. All objective fact, then, depends on the view-point
fromwhich it isobserved ?

BILSHAN. Surely.

JONAH.  Then it is in the power of any casud mountebank
to turn the Universe upside down by the simple process of stand-
ing on his head ?

THE ONLOOKERS. Ho, ho, ho! Jonah had him that time.
Hip, hip, hurrah!

ONAH. My friends, | should appreciate your applause the
more if | believed that you had the faintest idea what this gentle-
man and | are talking about. You remain if you will not
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interrupt.  On that condition alone. . . . Wdl, Sir, | am dl
attention.

BILSHAN. | hardly think you have quite followed my
thought, Sir.

JONAH. Pardon me. One moment. | am only a simple
prophet. | have not travelled to many places nor seen a

great variety of people These things possibly account for
the fact that | am not accustomed to being spoken to in that
manner.

BILSHAN. In what manner ? | had no intention . . .

JONAH. You accused me of being unable to follow your
thought. Your thought must be a good deal quicker on the
wing before it is too rapid for me to overtake it, Sir, and passiit,
Sir, and deliver it neatly tied up to the furnaces of reason, Sir.
And good evening to you. | hope you will enjoy and profit by
your sojourn in this neighbourhood.

BILSHAN. My dear Sir, don't beangry. | apologise humbly
for my unfortunate figure of speech. We commercial travellers
are notorious for our rough and haphazard locutions. Anditis
seldom one has the privilege of speaking to a prophet. Put
down what | said just now to natural embarrassment and write
it off my account. | am anxious to learn from you. Let us
change the subject if you wish.

JONAH. The subject cannot be changed. | annihilated it
two minutesago. | am willing to overlook any little unpleasant-
ness that has arisen.  Is there any other subject upon which |
caninformyou ?

BILSHAN. Why, yes if you will be so courteous. To what
do you attribute the obvious prosperity of this delightful town ?

JONAH. Bilshan, thistown was not always prosperous.

BILSHAN. No?

JONAH. No, indeed. At one time it was actually a nasty
offence in the nostrils of Jahveh.

BILSHAN. Dear me.

JONAH. And if I did not continualy wrestle with it and
intercede with Jahveh for it, it would find itsdlf in a very un-
pleasant position indeed.

BILSHAN.  Yes?

JONAH. This parish, Bilshan, was only a few short years ago
a pretty obvious target for thunderbolts. Every man, woman
and child in it, every domesgtic fowl moved in continual jeopiarlclly];
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and their state was none the less shocking that they were un-
aware of the fact. They were given up to every unseemly
hobby, from adultery to idolatry. | can only assume that
Jahveh held His hand because He was stunned by their impu-
dence. Atthat time | returned from my novitiate in the wilder-
ness, and | solemnly assure you | was ashamed to tell Jahveh in
my prayersthat | had been oorn in such a place.

BILSHAN. Terrible.

JONAH. My son, that is a true word. Well, | wasted no
time. Therewas noneto waste. | girt up my loins and got to
work. And in three weeks the place was unrecognisable.

BILSHAN. | feel sure of it, by Ishtar. ;

JONAH. By whom ?

BILSHAN. | beg your pardon. | was carried away. |
mentioned Ishtar, a heathen goddess. A piece of meaningless
foolery. It isn't realy swearing. A mere reflex.

JONAH (regarding him severely). Pease be careful. Please
be very careful.

BILSHAN. Forgive me. | shal try to be. But tel me,
apart from girding your loins, how did you st about converting
these unfortunates into the worthy citizens and dear little per-
sons | see before me this evening ?

JONAH. My friends are good enough to inform me that |
have an impressive personality and aconsiderable degree of what
is called magnetism.

BILSHAN. Sdesmanship, wecdl it. Yes?

JONAH. It is immaterial what you cdl it. It isagift. |
know myself to have a fluent tongue and a good platform manner,
and | am humbly conscious of an intense enthusiasm for my
work. | put dl these gifts unreservedly at the disposa of my
fellow-townsmen.

HASHMONAH. And we thank you heartily for it, Jonah.

SHUAL.  Indeed we do.

JOSIBIAH and THE GIRLS.  Yes yed

JONAH.  Inthree weeks, as | say, the ribald songs were silent;
the dancing feet trod warily and circumspectly. The imbecile
grins were washed off the faces. The gaudy, bawdy garments
were displaced by decent sackcloth.  The groves were cut down
and the images destroyed.  Gittah-Hepher was a different place.
The Lord delighted in it.

BILSHAN. | ss.e Jonah, what do you think of Nineveh ?
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JONAH. | have never been there. But | have heard of that
inordinate and dreadful town. .

BILSHAN. Ifthereisamagnificencein evil, you will find it in
Nineveh.

JONAH. Thereismagnificenceinevil. Onewho hasfought
with the Devil knows that.

BILSHAN. Nineveh hasfine streets and great temples.  Itis
seventy miles round.  The streetsare full of people. ~ Sculptors
and paintersand architects and musicians and orators pay court to
the Devil there.

JONAH. They pay court to the Devil, do they ? It doesn't
need a Prophet of God to tell them the latter end of that.

BILSHAN. Doesn't it ?

JONAH.  What do you mean, man ?

BILSHAN.  Nothing, nothing

JONAH.  What do you know about God's Prophets? Do
you know that to be possessed by God is the uttermost torment
In the world ?

BILSHAN. | canwell believeit. Only . . .

JONAH. Only? Only?

BILSHAN. | know that in the sight of Jahveh Gittah-
Hepher and Nineveh may well be of equal importance, and that
amillion well-dressed persons may well be weighed in His sight
with three king-crabs on a desert isand. But | have been to
Nineveh, and it is an impressive F]Iace. Do you know, my
darling (to EUODIAYS), | have seen there such an ingeniouslittle
instrument—a chlme of bells, worked by a miniature water-
wheel and playing an immoral song ?

EUODIAS.  How interesting!

BILSHAN. Isn't it, Sweetheart ? | could interest you al
night, telling you of the miraculous devices the people have
employed, at one time and another, for their entertainment.

JONAH. These things are vanity and wickedness.

BILSHAN. That is exactly my point. (A slence) Wédll, |
have had a long and tiring journey today, and | rather feel
like turning in. | hope you ladies and gentlemen will excuse
me.

JONAH. Sop.

THE SENTRY. Begpardon, gentlemen, butitisclosingtime,
gentlemen, please.

JONAH. What ?
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THE SENTRY. The sun has dropped under the horizon.
My orders are to shut the gate.

JONAH. Thesun! Ifthis were an occasion for a miracle |
should pull that hot ball up again. Butitisn't. Stop aminute.
| have something to say.

THE SENTRY. Very well, Sir. But pleese remember my
orders. '

JONAH. | will go to Nineveh.

BILSHAN.  Professiondly, may | ak ?

JONAH. Nineveh isripe for destruction like a rotten fig. It
ismy duty to give warning. | have great pity on Nineveh.

BILSHAN. Nineveh will be highly gratified.

JONAH.  Jahveh will not send me to Nineveh for that city's
gratification.

BILSHAN. Wel, | am a simple nobody, and | shouldn't
dream of trying to influence one of Jahveh's prophets, but |
happen to know Nineveh, and | warn you here and now, you
will have to exercise tact, or you will quickly find yourself
covered with bruises and floating down the Tigris. Nineveh
isnt Gittah-Hepher. And good night to you, Prophet. It
has been a privilege to meet you. [He goes through the gate]

JOSIBIAH.  Oh, what an impudent dog!

HASHMONAH. Pay no need to him, Master. He is beneath
your notice.

SHUAL. Sentry, why didn't you strike him on the mouth ?

THE SENTRY. | was tooken aback, as the saying is.

HASHMONAH.  You will be reported for gross negligence.

THE SENTRY. Negligence, how ? | askyou. When gents
are having a private conservation, what business is it of mine to
shove in my nose like the stork in the story ? Eh ?

HASHMONAH. Don't you dare answer back.

SHUAL. You are only making it worse. Worse and worse.

THE SENTRY (beginning to cry). This world is a dreadful
place for poor dutiful men. | have ten children and awife, and
how will they respect me when | am spoken to like that ?

JONAH.  Go into the village, everybody. Leave me!

THE SENTRY. | must lock the gate, Master.

JONAH.  Never mind the gate.

THE SENTRY. Oh, now, now, now, you will only ge&t me
into worse trouble.
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JONAH. | will lock the gate when | have finished what |
réave to do. Light the lamp over the gate and go in.  Go in.

oin.

[It is getting dark. The SENTRY lights the lamp and the rest
follow himinto the village, wishing JONAH good night as they pass
him.  JONAH does not reply. The actor will convey', without
extravagance of gesture, that JONAH is a tormented man, seeking

contact with his God]
[After a short pause EUODIAS steals into the scene]

JONAH.  What do you want ? . , _

EUODIAS. Thesdtranger gave mealittle [apis-lazuli frog. |
dropped it in al the excitement. o _

JONAH. Let it lie. There can be no blessing in a lgpis-
lazuli fro? gsot from such a source. .

EUODIAS. Itwasvery pretty. It camefrom Nineveh. I'm
sorrg. Good night, Master. _

JONAH.  Stop. Don'tgo away. What do you think of me,
Euodias?

EUODIAS. Oh, Master!

JONAH. Do you think I'm a great Prophet ?

EUODIAS. course.

JONAH.  Why do you think so ?

EUODIAS.  On, well, look at the way you speak, and the funny
look about your eyes and look at al the good you've done us, and
look how frightened of you Hashmonah and Josibish are. |
mean, it's obvious. . o

JONAH. Do you think I'm msglred by Jahveh ? -

EUODIAS. Yes. Aren't you? | mean, when Joshiah
spesks we all know what he's talking about, but we never know
what you're talking about . . . except, of course, when you're
talking about sin ... and even then you tell us alot of Sins we
never even heard of. | mean it'sasif you opened your mouth
and the words {(ust happened.

JONAH. €S yes ... in away they do. . .

EUODIAS.  You'll think me just ach little thing, but it's
marvellous to hear you spesk, Jonah. think if you only
recited the alphabet it would make usdl cry. | know it would
me.

JONAH. Then my words have no meaning to you ?

EUODIAS.  No, no. | don't mean that. They're full of
terrific meanings, only we feel them, you see without properly
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understanding them. | mean, even when you sad my name
just now, it made me quitegiddy. And, | mean, that shows you,
doesn'tit?

JONAH. No, it doesnt—unless you too are inspired.  For
when you said my name just now | too became a little faint.
That's a curious thing, Euodias, isn't it ?

EUODIAS. Oh, Jonah, do you think it's possible that | too
may be inspired like Deborah and Jadl ?

JONAH (looking at her gloomily). It is unlikely, but it is

e

EUODIAS. Oh! . . . Then will you take me to Nineveh
with you ?

JONAH. Nineveh ?

EUODIAS. Yes. Don't you remember ? You sad you
were going to Nineveh.

JONAH. Sol did. Or at least | suggested | might if my
engagements permitted.

EUODIAS. Oh, Jonah, you said, " | will go to Nineveh ".
Those were your very words.

JONAH. Hum. Ha Wadl, weshdl s

EUODIAS. Waell, that's dl right. And you'll teach me on
the way how to be a proper Prophetess, half woman, half snake;
and won't it be splendid, the two of us standing hand in hand at
the top of alot of marvellous marble steps prophesying against all
these well-dressed handsome rich people and terrifying the lives
out of them ? When shall we start, Jonah ?

JONAH. | have not made up my mind; and in any event |
shall certainly not take you.

EUODIAS. But you said you would.  And I'd be such a help
toyou. Andyou sad | wasinspired. And I'm dying to see
Nineveh.

JONAH. You will certainly not see Nineveh in my com-
pany. Thatisfina.

EUODIAS.  Why not ?

JONAH. | decline to answer. It would be obvious to you
why not if you were not aborn fool.  Quite apart from that, |
should be perfectly justified at this moment in asking the
Almighty to strike you suddenly dead. You have interrupted
me and diverted my thoughts in an intolerable manner. Go
away a once

EUODIAS.  But you let me tak to you and you were so kind
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and gentle and | never dreamed . . . and now you talk about
striking medead and . . .

JONAH. Stop crying, Euodias.  You mustn't cry. It isn't
your fault. 1I'm not angry.

EUODIAS. | thought you liked me.

JONAH. 1 dolikeyou, my dear, very much indeed. Jahveh
sent you and other lovely things, like the oleander and the
nightingale, to cheer and hearten men like me whom He has
singled out to torture with His revelaion, | don't think |
shdl go to Nineveh anyhow.

EUODIAS.  You won't go to Nineveh ?

JONAH. No. I've had rather a trying time lately and a
good many arrears of work to overtake, and Nineveh Is redly
rather a big job, to tell you the truth, to be tackled by a pro-
vincial prophet. Perhapslater onintheyear . . .

EUODIAS. | =&

JONAH. Youseewhat, littleone?

EUODIAS. | thought you were a mighty Prophet. | wor-
shipped you. All usgirlsdid. And now | see that you are a
cowardly little gasbag. Very well. Tomorrow | snail paint
my toes scarlet.  I'll get Naaran to dig out her drum, and |
know two boys who can play the trumpet, and I'll go dancing
round the town at sunrise with nothing on and prophesy against
youy, MrJonah.  And | bet | draw abigger crowd than you can
with your flamesfrom Heaven that never arrive.

JONAH. Besilent, unregenerate and unmitigated harlot!

EUODIAS. Cowardy Custard!

JONAH. No one hasdared to cal methat before.

EUODIAS. They didn't know you. Good night, little Jonah.

[JONAH catches her by the wrist.]

JONAH.  No. No. No

EUODIAS. Goon. Beat me now. I'll yell the place down,
and you'd look a beautiful prophet fighting little girls after dark
outside the village gate.  Go on.  Beat me.

’ egSNAH. | wonder why | don't have you struck suddenly

EUODIAS. Because you cant. That's why. You're no
good at dl.

éCiNAH. Yes That's true. | cant. And I'm no good

EUODIAS.  Aren't you redly a prophet ?
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fJONAH. Ohyes, I'maprophet dl right.  But I'm not much
of a man.

~ EUODIAS. Yes you are. You're such a good man and so
just to other people you can't be just to yourself. You don't
redlise how good you are.  That's why you're hesitating about
Nineveh. You think you aren't good enough to tackle a big
thing like that. Waell, you are good enough, and that's what
makes me so angry. . .

JONAH. The oarbarians have a saying, " Oh that some god
Woulﬂglveusthelnestlmableglftofseelng ourselvesas we appear
to others.”

'EUODIAS.  Exactly. That's what | sy. And what's
Nineveh an%/how ? A noisy vulgar place, if what Bilshan 9%13
istrue. T gﬁwant a good, honest, sturdy prophet from the
country to make themstup. Do go, Jonah. ~ Itwill be agreat
experience. .

_Jk(])NAH. Very well. | will go. | have had a leson to-
nignt.

gEUODIAS. And you'll takeme? _
~ JONAH. No. 1 have had another leson tonight. Come
in. Itisgrowing cold. | shall start tomorrow at sunrise.

[Enter the SENTRY ]

THE SENTRY. Now, Master, you haven't shut the gate, and
that's not fair. It will or]lgl get meinto troubleand . . . Oh,
good evening, Miss. | didntnoticeyou.  I'm sure | beg your
pardon, Sir.

[He ostentatiously begins to busy himself about nothing in particular,
whistling loudly as he does s0.]

JONAH.  On your knees, you ugly son of perdition, and pray
for forgiveness for the evil thoughts of your black heart.  Go in,
young woman.

[EUODIAS goesin through thegate.  JONAH sitsin an attitude of deep
thought while the SENTRY looks at him with an embarrassed air.]

JONAH (suddenly). Well, what are you waiting for ?

THE SENTRY. It'sclogngtime, Rabbi.

- JONAH. There is no such thing as closng time; we are
I|vm|3|n eternity. . _

THE SENTRY. | don't know where you're living, Rabbi, but
I am living in Gittah-Hepher, and my orders are to dose the gate
a sundown. .
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[The light isJading rapidly. It is nearly dark]

JONAH. WEéll, carry out your orders, shut the gate.

THE SENTRY. Analeaveyou outside ?

JONAH.  Yes

THE SENTRY. Oh, but | couldn't do the like of that; the
wolves would come and eat you. Or the demons might come
and carry you away.  And you know who would get the blame ?
| would.  And | know you don't want to get me into trouble.

JONAH. Do as | tdl you, shut the gate.

[The SENTRY, grumbling under hisbreath, shuts thegate with agreat
sound of making and clanking.]

THE SENTRY (sotto voce). A poor ill-used man, me. A poor
simple fellow, what never did anybody any harm. Prophets!
It's my opinion we could do very well without prophets.

[SENTRY disappears as the gate bangs shut.  JONAH shivers, draws
his garment about him and sits down against the wall."]

JONAH. Ifl could only see clearly. If | could only have a
" revelation. Lord, in Thine infinite mercy . . . No, that
won't do. It's no good asking for a revelation. | must wait
for it. The Word often comes when we are thinking of some-
thing ds2 Now what shal | think about? . . . No. . . .
No, that won't do.  Sheisa very common little creature, and dll
compact a snare and deceit. | must put her out of my mind.
All compact a snare and deceit. | must tell her 0. | shal
rebuke her tomorrow.  It'smy plain duty. A good resounding
rebuke. That would be by far the most dignified course.  (He
yawns) Where am | ? There's something wrong. Let me
e | sa down outside the town wall.  And this is the town
wall. There's the crack in the dried mud, with the hole at the
foot of it where the little green lizard came through.  And yet it
has changed. (He rubs hiseyes) There is something wrong.
[An amber light grows and comes until it reveals a tall young man
dressed in white, leaning against the postern with a somewhat
weary and casual air.]

JONAH. It'sgrowing light. And yet it isn't daylight.  It's
after sunset. It should bedark. And yet the light grows and
grows. It will soon be so bright that | cannot look at it.  Some-
oneishere. Whoisthat? Whoareyou ?

ANGEL.  Are you Jonah ?

JONAH. Yes Lord. But who are you ?
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ANGEL. What are you doing here ? :

JONAH. | don't know. | just sat down to think for a bit.
| was very worried.

ANGEL. What were you worried about ?

JONAH. Oh, alot of things. | have had a lot to worry me
lately. | must have dropped off to degp. | think | must be
adeep now. | was very tired.

ANGEL. You are to get up and go to Nineveh.

JONAH. To Nineveh, Lord ?

ANGEL. That iswhat | said.

JONAH. Wsll, to be quite frank, the idea had crossed my
mind. Indeed, | went into the matter fairly fully. But Nine-
veh isagredt, huge, rich city. | should belost in Nineveh. |
am only a smple village prophet. Besides, | am doing good
work here. | don't know what they would do without me.
And anyhow, it's a very long way to go. My feet have been
giving me trouble. | think it's fallen arches or something.
Besides, I'm not very clear about the way to Nineveh. Honestly,
with the utmost humility and respect, | don't think | am the
rgkan to goto Nineveh. | think you must be making some mis-
take.

ANGEL. Haveyou finished ?

JONAH. Yes Lord.

ANGEL. Very wdll, then. You are to go to Nineveh, and
cry againgt it.  The wickedness of Nineveh has come up before
the Lord.

JONAH.  But, Lord, a man from Edom went to Nineveh last
spring.  They broke his bones and threw him into the river.
Itis usdessto cry against Nineveh. They are deaf, and blind,
and arrogant.

[The lightfades quickly.  The ANGEL gradually disappears.”]

ANGEL'S VOICE (through the darkness).  You may do precisdy
what you likeabout it.  But you arelikethe Sentry. Y ou have
your orders. | advise you to obey them.

JONAH. Hehasgone. | amawake. Oh dear, oh dear, oh
dear. Whatamltodo? ... Standup, Jonah. Takeadeep
breath. Keep steady, will you, my kneesr  What's the matter
with you? . . . That's better. The Word of the Lord has
come to you, Jonah, son of Amittai.  And Nineveh isasnothin
intheLord'sgreat eye. Y ou are God's Prophet, Jonah, son o
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Amittai. Youare God's Prophet at last  Sentry! Open the

ate.

9 [He begins to beat on thegate.  The SENTRY opensit, carrying a big
torch.  While he is opening the gate JONAH keeps hammering an
calling, " Open the gate "]

JONAH. Cal the people.

THE SENTRY. The people? What people ?

JONAH. Call all the people of Gittah-Hepher.

THE SENTRY. But they have gone to bed, Master.

JONAH. Then get them out of bed. Blow your aarm
trumpet.

THE SENTRY. But | can't blow the trumpet unless there are
enemies, and | don't see any enemies.  And besides my mouth's
full of hiscuit.

JONAH. Blow your trumpet, man.

[The SENTRY unhooks a big ram's hornfrom the side of the gate and
blows a loud blagt]

THE SENTRY. | hope you're going to take the responsibility
for this.  I'm not supposed to blow the trumpet unless | see the
enemy approaching. And there isn't any enemy, not in these
parts. When | got up this morning | knew | should get into
trouble. | told my wife that. " I'll get into trouble," | said.
She said, " There's nothing new in that." | said, " Never you
mind about nothing new in that.  You mark my words, there's
going to be trouble," | said.

[A babel of voices is heard and the gateway becomes crowded with
people all talking together and In various stages of undress.
JONAH stands silent and rapt till a sufficient crowd has gathered.]

JONAH. People of Gittah-Hepher . . . (A silence falls)
People of Gittah-Hepher, | am a man as you are, a child of your
streets; aman asyou are, in nothing different but for this: that
at Histime and in His places the Lord seizes with His hands on
the cords of my breast and opens my mouth to speak terrible and
wonderful words. | anamanasyou are . . .

| am going on a long journey to walk strange paths, to hear
strange tongues and to look into the hard strange eyes of those
who do not know me, who are not my friends. | am going
because the tumult in my spirit drives me. | am going aone, |
am only a ... People of Gittah-Hepher, for many months,
it may feeyears, | shal stand no longer between you and the rage
of Jahveh. Walk in terror, then, with downcast heads and
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lagging feet, for the rage of Jahveh, when it is awakened, will
rend the mountains and split the firmament like a bursting wall.
What account will it take of your miserable soft flesh and brittle
bones, my npitiful little brothers? Take care, then, how you
provoke the wrath of Jahveh. And these are my last words and
my warning and my blessing till | come to you again.  Shut the
atel
g [At this the attitude of the watchmen indicates that there is a
wild rush. A hubbub of wails and screeches breaks out.  The
gate is closed, but before it finally shuts, EUODIAS breaks out and
flings hersdf at the skirts of JONAH'S rags)

EUODIAS. Take me with you, Jonah. Take me. Il
prophesy too. Take me with you.

JONAH. Euodias, let go. Go back & once. Do you hear ?

EUODIAS. Lord, take me. | helped you last night. You
know | did.

JONAH. Perhapsyou did. Whenaman isin travail with a
great idea, awoman may have a curiously calming effect on him.
But when the idea is born, she is of no more use.  So go away.

BUODIAS. That's not how it happened at all. What you
sadwas . . .

JONAH. | have been very patient. Woman, won't you
redise | am riding on a whirlwind of the spirit ?  You are no-
body. You are nothing. Run away, like a good girl. | am

by what you can't possibly understand.  (HASHMONAH,

JOSIBIAH and SHUAL run out of the gate) Don't you redise |

cant even see you ? | see the dawn full of splendid moving

shapes; | hear tremendous and melodious voices. . . . Ah!

. . . Thereyou are! Take this poor girl back to her mother.
| will pray for you, Euodias.

[ The townsmen lead EUODIAS weeping away. JONAH stands biting

his thumb awhile in thought. Shrugs his shoulders. Makes a

gesture of blessing towards the town, and marchesresol utely away.]

HASHMONAH. Well, Euodias, | hope you are thoroughly
ashamed of yourself. -

JOSIBIAH. What will Jonah think ?

SHUAL. To think of the good man marching away to
Nir](la'\/_ehaﬂ IaII uplifted by his splendid send-off, and you go and
spail it al.

JOSIBIAH. A most embarrassing and regrettable incident
atogether. Hi! Open the gate, there.
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EUODIAS. He won't go to Nineveh.

SHUAL. Oh, what a thing to say!

EUODIAS. Hed have goneif I'd gone with him to make him.
But he'sas frightened for Nineveh asarabbit. Hewon't go.

HASHMONAH. Nonsense. Be quiet.

JOSIBIAH. Personally | don't care whether he goes to Nine-
veh or not, so long as he doesn't come back here for a little.
Open that gate, will you ? (The gate opens.) Keeping us al
out in the cold morning. What's that ? o

[Music is beard]

EUODIAS. Oh, hello! They're dancing! Wait for me,
I'm coming!
[She runs into the gateway, pulling off her outer garments.  The
three bearded menfollow, uttering exclamations of concern, dis-
approval, and anticipation,]

END OF SCENE I.

SCENE 11

A blasted heath.  The music that closed the first Scene grows wilder and
wilder till it becomes blended with the far-away eerie howling of
ajackal. Enter JONAH. The music stops suddenly and only the
long-drawn wail of thejackal is heard.

JONAH. What'sthat ? What'sthat ? It sounds sometimes
like a crying child and sometimes like alost soul. ... It'sonly
ajackal. You've heard jackals crying in the night before.
But it's dark and lonely and I'm weary.

JACKAL.  Jo-o-owowow-onah!

JONAH. It sounded like my name.

JACKAL (clearly enough). Jonah.

JONAH. It's dtill thejackal, but I'm sure | heard my name
What isit? . . . Pull yourself together, Jonah. It's the night
and—and being so tired. Three days and three nights. |
hardly stopped to rest.

JACKAL. Thesun set on your right, Jonah.

JONAH. What if it did ?

JACKAL. If you had been going to the North-East it would
have sat on your left.  Nineveh is to the North-East.  Where
are you going, Jonah ?
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JONAH. It's al imagination. Jackas cant tak. My
imagination is playing me tricks.

JACKAL. You'regoing to Joppa, aren't you, Jonah F  Here,
boys, Jonah's going to Joppa.  Jonah's running away!

JACKAL PACK. Away-ay-ay-ay.

JACKAL. O great bustard, flying up aloft! O darlings,
chattering in your nets O whistling kitess O bears,
shambling among the rocks!  Jonah is running away from God.

JACKAL PACK. Birds and Bessts: Away-ay-ay-ay. Jonah
IS running away!

JACKAL. O laughing hyena, who roams by himself, do you
hear that ? Jonah is running away from God.

HYENA. Ha Ha Ha  Hahahahahahahahahaha!

JONAH. O peace rest!  Will | never have peace? Will
| never haverest ? | cannot go to Nineveh. | dare not go,

JACKAL PACK. Away-ay-ay.

STARLINGS.  Coward, coward, chattering, bragging coward!

JONAH. They aredevils. | must makefor thesea. | must
put the blue water between me and the devils. | must go on.
| must go onand on. The sea!

END OF SCENE II.

SCENE Il

SAILORS heard singing behind the curtain:
" Good-bye and Farewell to you, ladies of Joppa,
Good-bye, fare you well; good-bye', fare you well.
Farewell and adieu to you, young Joppa Ladies.
Hurrah, my boys, we're Tarshish bound"

NARRATOR appears before the curtain.

NARRATOR. The sun is rising on the seaport town of Joppa,
and the good gdley, Sargon First, must cast off from the quay
now if she is to catch the tide.

[The curtain rises showing the deck of a ship. The CAPTAIN is
talking to the MATE. Afew passengers are settling down against
the bulwarks.]

CAPTAIN. A fair wind from the landward, Mr Mate.

MATE. Aye, aye Sr. (To passengers). All you Seerage
Be&engers get forrard there.  What do you think thisis? A

listering hospital dormitory ?
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[ The passengers moveforward ojf the scene)]

CAPTAIN. Time we was casting off. | like running to
schedule, and we ain't running to schedule.  Besides, well miss
thetide. What are we waiting for, Mr Mate ?

MATE. There's a passenger running up thejetty.

CAPTAIN. Running, eh ? Sothereis. Thundering Helio-
gabalus, he runs like a top-heavy dodo.

MATE. Hi! You, Sr.  Hurry up there.

[Enter BILSHAN.]

CAPTAIN. Oh, good day to you, Mr Bilshan. | heard you
were making the trip.  It's a pleasure to see you, Sir.

BILSHAN. How are you, Captain? Good morning, Mr
Mate. Well, weve got to keep on the move these days.  The
world won't wait for us.

MATE. No, by Ishtar, and no more we won't wait for that
pot-bellied tunny fish if he don't get a hustle on himsdlf. . . .
No hurry, Mister. Lord love you, we are only here to suit
your crucified convenience.

JONAH (without). | am being as quick as | can.

MATE. | believeit. By Bad, look at him, with legson him
like pack-threads and a belly like a kedge! yawning at the fare-
way, making faces with his starn.

BILSHAN. Looks like a good voyage, Captain.

CAPTAIN.  Shouldn't be surprised; there's a fair wind from
the southward and as pretty a horoscope as | ever paid for.

[JONAH comes aboard.]

MATE. All aboard, Sir.

JONAH. I'msorry, | cameas quickly as | could.

MATE. Stand by to cast off. Look alive there, you pasy-
stricken dock rats.  Cast off there, bosun.  Look lively on tne
main sheet.  Give way the starboard bank.  Heave as she goes
Heave and break your hearts. _ _

[The oarsmen begin to sing.]

CAPTAIN. Seeyou later, Mr Bilshan. You'll haveyour old
seet & my table.

BILSHAN. Thank you, Captain. (To MATE) Waell, we're
off.

MATE. No thanks to our gentleman friend here. [To
JONAH.]

.CAPTAIN. Steady as you go, Mr Mate, the poor gentleman
is tired.
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MATE. Thisship's full to the gunwale with tired gentlemen.
[Tot CAPTAIN laughs and goes off)]

MATE (to JONAH).  Got your ticket ?

JONAH. Yes Yes [ have it somewhere.

MATE. Single or return.

JONAH. Single. To Tarshish. .

MATE. Steerage.  Stow your dunny-bag abaft the binnacle.
I'll get you fixed later. You can cruise about here for a bit in
the meantime, if this gentleman has no objection.

BILSHAN. _ None in the world.

JONAH.  Thank you.

MATE. Much obliged. . . . Forrard there, easy asyou go.

[Exit MATE.]

JONAH. Thank you.
ha(?II.SSHAN, Don'tmentionit. That wasanarrow squesk you

, Sir.

JONAH (s'tting on his baggage).  Yes

BILSHAN. It's lucky for you the Skipper got a good horo-
soope this morn|l|n - Hed have left you behind as soon as look
ayou. . . . ol

ONAH.  Yes?
BILSHAN. Haven't | s you before somewhere ?
JONAH. No ... no ... | dont think 0.

BILSHAN. Yes | have. | never forget afece. Let me e
. .. You weren't so dressy, | think, and there was somethin
aboutyou . . . Oh, | know. What's the name of the place *
Gittah. . . . Gittah-Hepher. That'sit. Wéll, well, well.

JONAH.  You must be making a mistake. _

BILSHAN. No, Sir. That's not the sort of mistake | make.
... Jdoshan . . . Boshan . . . Jonah. That's it. Jonah
of Gittah-Hepher.  You're the locd Prophet, aren't you ?

JONAH. I'm not Jonah. |—I think | know the man you
mean. We are often mistaken for one another. But | assure
you you are wrong. _ _

BILSHAN. | should think you're a true prophet al right.
You could never have made much of a reputation at lying.  Let
mese ... leemese . . . Oh,yes . . . Arentyouinthe
wrong boat ?

JONAH.  No ... no. | hope not.

BILSHAN. The usud route to Nineveh is to go up to Damas-
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cus and to cross the desert by caravan.  This is precisdy in the

opposite direction.
JONAH. | know that. | havenointention of going to Nine-
veh. |—I never had. And | have no wish to prolong this

crc])nvk?rsation. | think | shal go for awalk to the sharp end of
the boat.

BILSHAN. No, no. Plenty of time for that later. I'm
enormoudly interested. | threw a blue iris at you when you
had that very enthusiastic send-off from Gittah. Marvellous.
Didn't dl that enthusiasm make you a little bit suspiciousi It
did me. Never mind. What | redly want to know is, what
are you doing on the Tarshish galey ?

JONAH. Will you be so exceedingly kind as to mind your
own business ?

BILSHAN. | wondered why you Gittah people made such a
point of minding ones own busness. . . . What was the
trouble, Jonah ?  Oh, don't be so huffy. | won't give you
away. Embezzling the chapel funds ?

JONAH.  There were no funds and no chapel. Please leave
medone.

BILSHAN. Ah. Too fond of the ladies, then. Charming
little creature that Euodias.

JONAH (assuming some dignity).  If you knew me, Sir, as you
?/you do, you would know that | am not entertained by foolish
tak. My nameisKish. | livein Gaza. | suffer from gall-
gones. My medicd man has ordered me a ssavoyage. And
quiet, Sir, and quiet.

BILSHAN. | know Gaza well. What is the name of your
doctor ?

JONAH. Did | say Gaza? | meant . . . No, | didn't.
You have no right to question me. You are a vulgar and
intolerable person.

BILSHAN. | am am | ?

JONAH. Yes Aninquisitive, gossip-mongering fellow.

BILSHAN. And what are you ? A quack prophet.

JONAH. A what ?

BILSHAN. A quack prophet.

JONAH. Ifyou don't hold your tongue, man, | shal . . .

BILSHAN. What will you do

JONAH. No, | can't do that now. God help me. | can't
do that now.
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BILSHAN. Can't do what ?

JONAH (sadly and reasonably). | thought for a moment of
cursing you, Bilshan, but for the time being, and for reasons that
are drictly private, | hapPen to know that my curse would be
ineffective‘j and | am not like the uncircumcised who curse blind
cursesthat tor dl the?/ know may never beimplemented. Ifitwill
satisfy you, | may tell you that 1 redly intended to go to Nineveh.

BILSHAN. No, by Ishtar, it won't satisfy me. | am a
student of human nature.  Your mind must have been in an
extraordinarily interesting state for severa days. You left
Gittah, heading north, forty-eight hours before me. | had a
charming time in Gittah-Hepher, by the way, after you left. |
thought | was fairly seasoned, but | couldn't stand more than a
couple of days &t it.

JONAH. ~ At what ?

BILSHAN. | never tell tales out of school. Go on, Jonah.
| took it easy coming down to the coadt, and I've been in Joppa
for three da?/s Y ou must have wandered backwards, north and
south, doubling like ahare.  Did you lose your way ?

JONAH (ﬁassionately). No. But | musthavesomeres. Am
| never to have any rest ?

BILSHAN. Rest from what, Jonah ?

JONAH. He caled to me in a myriad voices when | went
through the little villages going north. He shouted to me from
the wilderness of Tob. | was deaf from His shouting and blind
with His sgns | turned south, and His hands held me and
triﬁped me and prevented me. ... | am only a simple man.
Who am | that | should go to Nineveh, that great city ? . . .
And one morning in the cold hour before sunrise | was deeping
in the lee of abig stone, and a fox barked and woke me, and | st
up and looked round at the grey foothills and the grey sky and
He wasn't there; do you hear me? So | got up ana took my
pack and ran and ran.

BILSHAN. And you were still running this afternoon.

JONAH. Oh, no. | sat down sometimes. | even dept, in
a sort of way—now and then. .

BILSHAN (yawning). You must be tired. Wéel, we shal
haveanice quiet chat about it al one of these days. | could have
sworn that little Euodias had something to do with it.

JONAH. No, no. You dont understand. I'm not that
sort of man at al.  You are ...
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BILSHAN. You'll excuse me, won'tyou ?  I'vegot to seethe
steward about one or two things. Are you agood sailor ?

JONAH. | don't know. [I've never been on the sea before.

BILSHAN. Ah, you're having beginner's luck, then' Sea
like a sapphire mirror and a following wind. And
athough the accommodation is pretty lousy on this line, they're
sturdy old tubs and they feed you well.  Darned well. | should
haveadeep if | wereyou. Well, ashipisntabigplace. Well
bump into one another some time.

[BILSHAN stralls off, bumming a stave of the shanty.  JONAH settles
himself to deep]

JONAH. Ach! | nearly started my prayers. Be careful,
Jonah. Take no risks. Don't draw attention to yourself.
Take care. Take care. . . . No, Jonah. It's al right.
Pull yourself together.  It's al right. It's the want of deep.
For seventy-two hours | have had no rest and no deep. | can
degpnow. | candeep. | can deep.

SAILORS (singin? off).

A girl adeep with a blue dress on
(Shake her, Johnny, shake her).
An unsafe couch, she's resting on,
(Shake her, lads, and wake her).

Oh, shake her, and wake her;
For we are bound away to Tarshish,
Poor old man!
[Seamusic]
JONAH (drowsily). Demons cannot cross the water. There
are no demons to mock me here. There is only the creak of
the cordage, and the rattle of the oars. The sea is my friend.
The s is the only friend for alost man. | am lost How, and
cannot be found. ~ There is nothing to do but deep.
\He goes to deep. Soft music grows gradually loud and sinister
and the ship noises grow more intense."}
WHALE. Jonah!
JONAH (in hisdeep). Eh'  What's that ?
WHALE. Jonah! Here | blow.
JONAH. Ach! Whoisit? Am | awake or adesp? Is
that Jahveh ?
WHALE. No, | am the Whale, that mogt deadly immortal
monger. Lie ill, Jonah. Lie very dill.  You are adesp,
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Jonah, you can't move, Iyo_u are fast adeep. | am the Whale,
Jonah, the mightiest of living things.  There is nothing in the
deep waters or on the silly dry land to compare with me, Jonah,
to compare with the ferocity and majesty of my great driving
snout, to compare with the fury of my dreadful tail. | beat the
s before me into afoam, and ash the sea behind me into white
ragie; and o | go round the world for ever, and from the North
Pole to the South Pole, riding on waves that burn like fire,
diving to the terrible cold deeps for centuries and centuries, for
ever and ever. | am the Emperor of dl the green waters. |
am the Whale.

JONAH. Dear me. _

WHALE. | understand that you are running away from God,
Jonah!  That, to me, is a highly diverting circumstance.  Ha,
ha ha, ha, hal  Mogt charming of little prophets, it is dull work
wallowing round the world. | praise and magnify the good
God, who has given me this pleasant little joke to break the
monotony of my Cetacean existence.  Ho, ho, ho!

JONAH (testify). | am glad you are pleased. | do not know
who you are, but | am heartily glad that you are pleased.

WHALE. |havetoldyouwho | am. ‘And presently you will
have an opportunity to make my better, or worse, acquaintance.
In the meantime, 1" implore you to remember this: that it isa
usdess undignified, irrational and utterly preposterous action for
the leading citizen of Gittah-Hepher to run away from God.

[The WHALE'S voiceissilent.  Thewind increases.  Storm music is
beard. Lightning flashes. Thunder. The MATE runs swiftly
across the stage and disappears.  JONAH wakes up.]

JONAH. Hi, there!
[Enter BILSHAN. There is an ominous sate-blue silence now but
every now and again a distant babble of voices is beard."]
What's the matter ?  What has happened ?
BILSHAN. That's what | am trying to find out. The ship
shook like a fat man with the ague.  Hi, Captain!
[Tbe CAPTAIN and the MATE come running down from the poop.
They take no notice of BILSHAN and trot sharply across the scene
and exeunt.]
BILSHAN.  Looks pretty serious. | wonder if ...
[Wails and shouts are heard.]
Listen to that.
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JONAH. I'm ligtening.

BILSHAN. 1 think we must have hit something.

JONAH. | think something must have hit us.

BILSHAN. Funny the Captain not noticing me just now.
We're old friends. | make this trip often. | wonder if |
oughttogo up tothepoop and ask . . . No. [I'll wait till he
comes back. | don't expect it's anything much. Hes a most
competent fellow, the Captain. I've great confidence in him.
. . . How dtill itisl It's gone al quiet.

JONAH. It'sasif Jahveh were going to spesk.

BILSHAN. No doubt, no doubt. A very poetical conception.
, . . Butwell learn al about it now. They're coming back.
. . . Wadll, Skipper, anything serious ?

[The CAPTAIN and the MATE come back|]

BILSHAN. Anything serious, Captain ?

CAPTAIN.  Mr Pumiyathon.

MATE. Aye aye Sir.

CAPTAIN. Pipeal thepassengersamidships, Mr Pumiyathon.

MATE. Aye aye, Sir. Bosun! Pipe al hands amidships.

[BOSUN'S pipe beard]

BILSHAN. Captain, what's the matter ? Is it anything
serious?

CAPTAIN.  Oh, it's you, Mr Bilshan? You'll hear soon
enough.

[A crowd of agitated passengers troop in]

CAPTAIN.  Give me a little slence, please, Mr Pumiyathon.
That's better.  Ladies and gentlemen, it looks a bit like we are
al going to get wet.  Weve run into the tail of a tornado, the
ship has been struck by lightning, the bow timbers are sprung,
she's leaking like a Seve, the starboard bank of oars is smashed,
the lateen foresail is torn to ruddy ribbons, and we're labouring
like a bullock-cart down by the head. We could pump her out,
and undergird her ifwed time, but there ain't notime.  There's
a black scud of wind coming up from the nor'-east at eighty knots
an hour, and well have our bellies full of green water in avery
few minutes. . . . Now you stop howling and listen to me, if
you want to get your flat feet on dry land again.  Theré's some-
thing darn funny about this voyage. | never saw a better
horoscope, and | took al the omens before we cagt off.  It'smy
opinion there's some off-shore god got a hand in this. We're
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hoodooed, that's what we are.  Now the embarkation office
assured me 1Vegot a cargo of dl the religions from Iberia to the
Indies. It may be there's one or two of you here can put in a
word with his private hoodoo and save us from foundering in a
roaring ramstammy of a s|a | want every man-jack and
woman-jane of you to get down to it and try to square your
particular deity.” Pray till you split, for it's the only way we can
ride it out, so far as | can see _

PASSENGERS. Oh, willah, willah. Alas O Zagmuk!
O Adonay! O Ishtar! O Osris O Baal-Phegor! O
Anaitis "O Mithral O Poseidon! O Maof Comanal O
Mal OMal .

BILSHAN. tain.

CAPTAIN. What doyouwant ?

BILSHAN. What about us? | meanmy lot. | haven't got

agod. .
CAPTAIN.  Then you'd better look lively and get one.

\He disappears.]
[A WOMAN screams]

MATE. Stow that, misis. Pipe down, do you hear ? Get
on with the pra%l]ng. What's the name of your god f

WOMAN. a of Comana. _

'MATE. Wédl, go ahead and talk to your Ma.  Suffering
salor, we're in for the father and mother of a storm.

PASSENGERS. O Mistress of the turquois, pray for uss O
Hellaogabalusl O Artemis!

JONAH.  Mr Mate! . _

MATE. Strike me with scurvy! It's our leisurely friend!
Why aren't you praying ? .

JONAH. "Take me to the Captain.. _

MATE. Do you think the Captain's got nothing d<e to do
than blether to the likes of you ? ~ Get down on your hunkers
or I'll help you with the toe of my boot.

JONAH, ~Take me to the Captain.

BILSHAN. Don't be a fool, Jonah. Get down on your
knees and do your bit. _

JONAH (shoutmg)). Take me to the Captain.  Take me at
once, do you hear * o
~ MATE. [I'll take you by the neck and twist it round three
times.
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JONAH.  Keep your hands off me, you fool. Take meto the
Captain.
[The MATEfalls back.]
BILSHAN. Look at that cloud. It's like a great roaring
black ram. It's coming at us.

JONAH. Captain!!! _

[Re-enter the CAPTAIN]]

CAPTAIN. What's this, Mister. What'sthis? Who's this
man ?

MATE. | don't know. He won't pray, and he won't let
anyone e<se pray, and it looks like he's going to shout us dl into
Fiddler's Green.

CAPTAIN. Give order there, can't you? You're inter-
rupting all these religious ceremonies.  Who are you, anyway f

JONAH. | am afugitive from the Lord of Heaven and Earth.
He has come for me to take me.  Throw me into the seg, that
he may take me alone and leave the rest.

CAPTAIN.  What's your religion ?

JONAH. | am a Hebrew.

CAPTAIN.  You are, are you ? Then get out of my way.

JONAH. | can stop the hurricane.

CAPTAIN. No, you can't. Nobody can't.

JONAH. This tempest ismy doing. You must take me up
and throw me into the sea

CAPTAIN. My owners have placed the souls of every d(g of
you under my charge. No one goes overboard from my ship.
If your prayers are no good, get forrard and bear a hand with the

umps.
PUmp [The sound of wind grows ominous)

Hold her apoint to starboard.  Stand by to brail up the main-
sl. Give way beow there. Heave and bresk your hearts.
It will be on us any minute now.

JONAH.  You can't fight Jahveh!

CAPTAIN. Can't1 ? I'll show him.

[Exit CAPTAIN.]

JONAH. Men, the Captainismad. Throw me into the sea.

PASSENGERS. We are lost, we are log.

JONAH (shouting above the storm). | have no courage. |
dare not lesp myself. Take me and throw me into the sea,

MATE. Didnt you hear what the Captain sadf Stand
away from that rail.
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JONAH. Look! Jahveh's black cloud is coming nearer.

WOMAN. It's racing at us. It's charging a us. Throw
him overboard.

PASSENGERS.  Yes, yes, over with him, it's our only chance.

dMATE. Stand back, you rats. You heard the Captain's
orders.

BILSHAN. It'sworth trying, Mr Mate.  It's worth trying.

MATE. You shut your trap. | have my orders.

PASSENGER. It'sacase for a sacrifice.

MATE.  Sacrifice my foot!

BILSHAN. Listen, Mr Pumiyathon. We can do it al in
order. We can draw lots.  You've seen that done before ?

MATE (doubtfully). Yes, I've seen that done,

BILSHAN.  If he's bringing us bad luck, he'll lose in the draw.
That's fair and sengble, isn't it ?

PASSENGERS. Yes. That's fair. Draw lots Where is
the lottery bag ?
abBILS_HAN. | have it here. Draw everybody and be quick

out It.

[They draw lots.  The tempest rises. An advancing roar is heard.']

BILSHAN. Quick, quick. Who has drawn the black ?

JONAH (holding up the black bean). Here it is, do you believe
me now ?

PASSENGERS.  Over with him!

JONAH. Throw me over the side.

MATE. Look'slikewereadl for Davy Jonesanyway. Who
happens to be the first doesn't matter. Bear a hand there.

JONAH.  Throw me far out.

PASSENGER. The Lord forgive us, friend, and wash our
hands from innocent blood.

JONAH. Throw me far.

MATE. One two, three, heave!

[They heave JONAH into thesea.  The storm ceases suddenly.  The
sun shines out.]

BILSHAN. Hehasgone. Notasignofhim. Hesank like
a gone. ,

WOMAN. The wind has dropped. Ther€e's the blessed sun.
We're saved.
| I\IéIATE. It couldn't be helped.  Lord send it brings us no ill-
uck.
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WOMAN. _ He was a great Prophet.
MATE. The gods send his death isn't on our heads. He was

a holy man.
CURTAIN.

SCENE IV
The Belly of the WHALE. JONAH, solus.

WHALE. Itisthree daysand three nights since you became
my passenger.

JONAH. ~ Yes Whale.

WHALE. Duringthat time | have been attempting to improve
your mind. It is not a very broad mind, but it contains plenty
of room for improvement.  Perhaps | have been a little prolix,
but | get so few chances for agreesble conversation. And |
have been very much impressed by your habit of laying down the
law and expressing opinions and forming judgments on the
Universe without, perhaps, sufficient knowledge of the data
involved.  So you will forgive me for having gone into detail
rather fully. Will you forgive me ?

JONAH.  Yes  Oh yes

WHALE. That is very kind of you. Perhaps | might now
summarise a few of the main points of my discourse.  You
would wish me to do s, | have no doubt.

JONAH. Itisdlonetome. | amdead. | thought | might
not be dead, because | caught a bad cold and began to sneeze.
And dead men don't sneeze.  But | amdead. | am suffering
eternal punishment.  Your voice is punishment enough, and it
certainly seems to me to be eternal.

WHALE. Did you spesk ? | was aware of a muffled sound
that might well have been your voice

JONAH. No, no. It's nothing. It's nothing.

WHALE. If you would like to ask me any questions, | shall
be happy to do what | can to answer them.

JONAH.  No, no.

WHALE. | havetried to outline to you the various steps that
led up to that remarkable experiment cdled Mankind. | have
tried to give you a certain grounding in morphology and taxo-
nomy. | have drawn your attention to the unspeculative and
absorptive Amoeba, to the gentle Chlamydomonas, to the
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humorous Volvox that goes rolling, ever rolling, waving its little
pulsellae so cheerily and budding forth its posterity asit rolls. |
have pleased you, | hope, with my reflections on the ek, the
horned screamer, the liver fluke, the duck-billed platypus, the
armadillo, the giraffe, and the charming penguin that stands the
winter through balancing its eggs on its toes lest they freeze in
the bitter ice. | have entertained you with those pleasing images
partly in the hope of relieving your somewhat tedious circum-
stances. | now ask you to direct your thoughts to the constitu-
tion of Matter; ana to believe that you and | and the Atlas
Mountains and the date-pams and the fleas on a jackal and a
dromedary's whiskers are all composed of quadrillions of dancing
things, not infinitely little, each like a star behaving like alunatic
initsownorbit . . . things . . .

JONAH. Its alie You are lying to me you liar.  You
LIAR.

WHALE. Things which are like and yet not like pebbles on
a beach; things which are like and yet not like the sounds of
harps and of timbrels, the bellowing of bulls and the lowing of
sheep; things which are like and yet not like summer lightning;
things which are like and yet not like the waves of the sea or the
shifting sands of the shore. . . . Jonah ?

JONAH. Oh, what ? Oh, what ?

WHALE (alittlemore quietly).  For three days and three nights
out of consideration for you, | have abstained from drinking.
Would it trouble you very much if | shipped a few gdlons ?
Can you swim ?

JONAH. | can swim out of here.  You are a sophisticated
rhetorician intoxicated with the exuberance of your own ver-
bosty. Drink as much asyou like.  Only let me out of here.
| must get out of thig!

WHALE. What did you say ? Isit al right? Look out,
then, Jonah!

[Darkness and a confused roaring sound. When the lights go up,
JONAH is standing on a sunny beach.]

WHALE (distant). Dear mel What has happened ? Are
you al right, Jonah ? Areyou safe ?

JONAH. Yes, O great Fish, | amn safe! You have given
back to me the sun and the light breezes on my bruised, soaked
body; and the kind, dry sand below my feet. O great Fish,
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walowing in the lagoon, take back my thanks and blessings with
you in your strange journeyings through the cold ocean.  All
nappiness of the sort most pleasing to whales attend you in the
green s

WHALE. Notatall, notatal. To tel you thetruth, | am
glad to be quit of you. Thank you for your blessngs and teke
this in return: You and I, in our severa ways, are proud
monsters.  Let us cultivate Humility. You, Jonah, are
tempted from time to time to believe that you are a party to the
good God's secrets.  Into one of them you have penetrated
somewhat deeply. It was a dark secret, Jonah. It wes the
secret of my vast and rumbling belly. | fear that your sojourn
has |eft you little the wiser, but | hope that you know this. To
suppose that Almighty God keeps you regularly informed of His
Purpose is afoolish assumption.  Itisalmost asfoolish asto run
away from Him—in which irrationa exercise |1 found you.
Good-bye and farewell to you, damp little Prophet. Mark me
now! Here | blow!

JONAH.
| caled out in my affliction to the Lord,
And He answered me.
Out of the Belly of Hell | cried,
And He heard my voice.

For He cagt me into the deep,

Into the heart of the sess;

And the flood was about me

And the waves and the billows passed over me.

And | said: He has cast me out from before His eyes,
Yet will | look again towards the holy Temple.

The waters com me about

Even to the soul.

The deep was al about me;

The weeds were wra%ped about my head;

| went down to the bottoms of the mountains;
The earth with her bars cdosed on me forever.

Y et thou hast brought up my life from the pit, O Lord my God.
When my soul fainted | remembered Thee;

And my prayer found Thee, Lord,

In Thy holy Temple.
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| am poor and naked.
| have no sacrifice to offer but to pay the debt | have vowed.
| will sacrifice with my soul and my voice and my works.
| will pay the debt which | have vowed and follow no more
lying vanities.
Sdlvation is of the Lord!
CURTAIN.

SCENE V

A gallery in the King's palace overlooking Nineveh. The King, ASSUR-
NIRARI, is sitting on a chaise-longue with hisfeet up. He is a hand-
some man of about thirty, with a long, elaborate beard. SHIPHRA,
seated on a cushion on thefloor, is reading to himfrom an engraved
tablet.

SHIPHRA (reading). " Etanna looked down through the
eagles wings and saw the swirl of stars round the first gate of
Heaven far below. It was then that she noticed that the wings
of the eagle no longer moved in a steady sweep, but struck the
air in little, swift, irregular beats. It was then that the thought
came to her that she might not reach the gate of Ishtar. The
gate was gleaming above her like the setting sun shining on a
distant window. She longed for the gate of Ishtar with a great
longing; but the eagle turned his head to her and she could see
that his beak was wide open and his eyes were glazing. In a
voice full of despair, she urged the eagle on and upwards, but his
strength was gone.”

KING. And they fell for a million leagues, and Etanna was
dashed in pieces. It isan excellent story, but not very well told.
We should hear what Etanna said to the eagle, and what the
exMle sad to Etanna. Why have we no poets nowadays,
Shiphra? Life is very tedious without poets, and it is more
tedious still when the poetswe have takea pridein being common-
place and vulgar. | have not met a single interesting man for
the last six months, and only very few interesting women.

SHIPHRA. ltisvery difficult for ordinary people to sustain
your level of conversation, O Son of the Morning.

KING. Ihavenoleve of conversation. Conversation should
be dl hills and valeys, and cliffsand ravines and secret caverns.
r %1 of conversation is the abomination of desolation. F%%
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me the Governor of Nineveh, my darling; | want to spesk to

him.
SHIPHRA. | hear and obey.

[SHIPHRA goes out. The KING rises wearily and looks out over
Nineveh. SHIPHRA returns ]

| have sent for him.  You will break hisheart. He issuch
a solemn person, and he can't understand your jokes. Heand |
have a sign between us.

KING. AsgnF Whatsign? _ o

SHIPHRA. 'When you are talking to him he stands with his
head respectfully bowed. _

KING.  Yes confound him. Why can't he look me in the
gyeslikeaman? _ _

SHIPHRA. Heislooking at mK toes. When | wiggle my
toes he knows that he ought to laugh. _

KING. Dear me. | never noticed that. You made him
laugh once at the wrong time and | nearly had him impaled.

HIPHRA. | know. A spider crawled over my foot.
[Enter the GOVERNOR OF NINEVEH, whose name is NINID-MUKIM-
AHI. He kisses the ground between the Kino'sfeet and then rises
and stands in a respectful attitude.]

KING. Well, my dear Ninid-Mukim-Ahi—and, by the way,
how fortunate you are to have such a divine name—Ninid-
Mukim-Ahi!

[SHIPHRA wiggles her toes and the GOVERNOR laughs politely."]

GOVERNOR. | am a child of good fortune, O Son of the
é\l/lornlng, | count it my greatest fortune to be your humble

ae

KING. Ninid-Mukim-Ahi, | am heavily oppressed by the
tedium of life.

[GOVERNOR looks anxioudly at SHIPHRA'S toes, but they do not move]

G(?VERNOR. | am desolated to hear it. IS there anything |
can do *

KING. You can tell me of some of the famous people who
arein Town tonight.

GOVERNOR. There is aboxer from Ararat called Shim; he
can lift a chariot and the charioteer in his teeth.

KING. | am not interested in dentistry. The jawbone of
such an ass delights not me.  Am | a Philistine that you should
kill me in such a manner ? '
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[ The GOVERNOR catches sight of the wiggle of 'SHIPHRA'S toesjust in
time as he was about to issue a disclaimer.  He laughs heartily.,]

KING. It may be egotism on my part, but | can see nothing
humorous in the thought of such a death. What are you
laughing at ?

GOVERNOR (hastily). There is an actress from Tyre who
arived lagt nignt.  She sings songs most amusingly to the tabor.
Sheisanegress.  She practisesanew kind of music called swing.
Would you like to hear her ?

KING. | will have no such disgusting songs in Nineveh.
She shdl swing from the end of arope.  Who d<e is there f

GOVERNOR. | don't know whether you remember Bilshan,
the traveller. A rather vulgar fellow, but well-informed and
entertaining in his way.

KING. A traveller, ishe? Has he had adventures ?

GOVERNOR. It would be very unlike him if he had not.

KING. Bring him here. He shdl tell us of his adventures.

[The GOVERNOR hows, goes to the door and claps his hands,,]
GOVERNOR.  Send up Bilshan the traveller.

[He turns again to the KING.]

KING. Anyonedse?

GOVERNOR.  This morning a Jewish prophet came in by the
west gate. | have not had time to examine his credentials, but
he seems to be a person of little account.

SHIPHRA. Do you think so ?

GOVERNOR. Wsdll, as | say, I've only just learnt of the police
report; but the police are quite competent to deal with him if
he gives any trouble. | shal go into the matter personaly if
you wish it.

SHIPHRA. | have seen this man.

KING. Have you, sweetheart ? Why didn't you tell me ?
You know | like to hear everything you have to tell me.

SHIPHRA. | should have told you when | got the words
arranged properly. My heart was troubled, |1 did not know
what to think.

KING. This is very extraordinary. What manner of man
is he?

SHIPHRA. | saw him from my window. He came through
the gate with a great crowd of camd-drivers and shepherds.  He
seemed to be talking al the time, but | could not hear what he
[40] 258



SCENEV JONAHI

sad for the noise of the camels and the people and thesheep. He
was a little ragged man, but there was something strange about
him. Every few yards he stopped and said something to the
crowd, and they were silent and listened to him. He was only
a little man, but when he spoke to the crowd his body distended
till he looked like a great giant blotting out the street and the
arches of the gateway and the sky above. Even from where |
sat | could see his eyes burning like live cods.  And then he
turned down the street of Marduk and | logt sight of him.
KING (to GOVERNOR). Go and bring me this man.
GOVERNOR (bending down and touching the ground with his
forehead). | hear and obey.
[As be reaches the door the GOVERNOR turns)]
The man Bilshan is here, O Son of the Light.
KING. Send him in, and then go fetch me the Jew.
[GOVERNOR ushers in BILSHAN and then exit. BILSHAN enterswith a
confident air in which servility is nicely blended with impudence)
KING. You are Bilshan, the great traveller ?
BILSHAN. | am Bilshan the traveller, O Son of the Light;
but | don't know about great. That is for you to say.
KING. It is asyou sy, for me to sy. You may sit down.
[KING and BILSHAN st down."]

KING.  Will you have some sherbet, or a little Greek wine ?
BILSHAN. No, your Magesty, thanks very much. | have
just had a little snack at the hotel.
KING. . Areyou comfortable in your hotel ?
BILSHAN. Oh, I make mysdf at home wherever | go.
[He casts a roguish glance at SHIPHRA.]

KING. Sol observe. . . . You havetravelled far sinceyour
lagt visit to Nineveh ?

BILSHAN. | have been on the road for the best part of a year.

KING. Haveyou had any adventures, that could be described
as interesting or astonishing ?

BILSHAN. Therewas one very near thing, on aship out from
Joppa.  Would you care to hear about that ?

KING. Proceed.

BILSHAN. We were only aday out when we ran into the tail
of a hurricane. It blew like an orchestra of devils, and a flash
of forked lightning hit the mast and brought us up dl standing.
The Captain told me that he thought we were for it You
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never saw such a mess as the ship wes forrard: the mast down,
half the oars gone and steering like a dray.  I'm not much of a
religious man myself, but | told the Captain that we were in the
hands of the gods and we'd better ask them to do something about
it. Then a little cocksparrow of a Jew | had met before in
Zebulun stood up and gave tongue. He said it was his own
private storm and we'd better chuck him overboard if we wanted
toseland again. | had ahunch that thiswas an outside chance,
so we chucked him into the ditch. He sank like a one, and
immediately the sky cleared and the sea became as flat as a mill-
pond. The rest of the voyage was what they cal uneventful.
He was a curious little chap, the Jew. Name of Jonah. He
didn't look much, and he was full of conceit, but there must have
been something to him.  Name of Jonah.  It's my opinion he
was a magician of sorts.

SHIPHRA, But he was drowned ?

BILSHAN. Not a shadow of a doubt about that. It's a pity.
I'd have liked to have seen more of him. It was no ordinary
storm and he stopped it like that.

[BILSHAN snaps his fingers."]

SHIPHRA. | wonder.

KING. You wonder what, my darling ?

SHIPHRA. It was something | heard a big fellow in the
crowd say. He had avoice likeabull. It came floating up to
my window.

KING. What did he say ?

SHIPHRA. Itwasjustafragment of aphrase. | didn't know
what it meant, but the words were, " The man from the sa"

KING. The man from the sea ?

SHIPHRA.  Yes

KING. Curious. | have not noticed that you are habitually
troubled by an imagination. (To BILSHAN.) Your story isnot a
very good story, but it has had a singular effect on the Lady
Shiphra. It has stirred her imagination.

BILSHAN. Only too ddighted to have been of any small
service.

KING. We must see this Jewish prophet.

BILSHAN. | am afraid you'll have to hunt the beaches from
Issicus to the Nile—unless he's fed the fishes by this time. |
think that's more likely.

SHIPHRA. What diayou say was the name of your magician?
[ 42] 260



SCENEV JONAMHS

BILSHAN. Jonah.
SHIPHRA.  Jonah.

KING. Wl ?
GOVERNOR. I've found the man, O Son of Daylight.
KING. What man ?
GOVERNOR.  The Hebrew Jonah.
[An astonished slence, broken by the KING,]
KING. Bring him to me.
GOVERNOR. | hear and obey.

[Enter the GOVERNOR|]

[Exit GOVERNOR.]

KING. Thisisvery strange.

SHIPHRA. It isa miracle.

BILSHAN. Oh, comenow! It'sonly acoincidence. | have
known at least twenty-five Jonahs in my short life.  It'squitea
common name. | remember one fat old fellow in Tyre. He
was a pawnbroker. | wasn't so well off as | am now, and | had
dedlings with him dtrictly in the line of business, | don't mind
telling you. It was rather comic. | went into hisshop . . .

KING.  You dog, and son of a dog, you are in the presence of
Assur-Nirari, High King of Assyria.  When he is in need of
your scabrous anecdotes, he will instruct you accordingly.  Till
then remember that you are not in a pot-house.

BILSHAN. | am sure | had no intention . . .

KING. If I remember you in half an hour's time | shal lift
my little finger, and from that moment you will have no inten-
tion, or sight, or hearing, or anything at al. You have inter-
rupted my conversation in a most impertinent manner.

[Enter the GOVERNOR, ushering in JONAH.]

GOVERNOR.  The Prophet Jonah. [Aside to JONAH ]

Get down on your somach, man. You are in the presence
of the King.

JONAH. Sir, | intend no discourtesy | but | reserve that
attitude for the presence of the King of kings. | cannot help it.
I hope you will forgive me.

GOVERNOR. What insolence!

KING. We are becoming accustomed to insolence this
morning. Let it pess.  They tdl me that your name is Jonah
and that you are a Hebrew.

JONAH.  Yes Lord.
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KING. The Hebrews are very interesting people.

JONAH. | have found them .

KING. You are a stranger in Nineveh ?

JONAH.  Yes

KING. Fromwheredidyou come?

f %%II\IAH. | came from the depths of the sea and from the belly
o :

GOVERNOR. Tut, tut, dear, dear!

KING (to BILSHAN). Is this the man of whom you spoke ?

BILSHAN (awestruck). My Lord, he is very like the man.

KING. This man says that you were thrown into the sea in
the midst of a hurricane.

JONAH. He spesks the truth.

KING. Wheredid this happen ?

JONAH. A day'sjourney out of Joppa.

KING. And yet you are here ?

JONAH. And yet | am here.

SHIPHRA.  Are you a man or a spirit ?

JONAH. A man is a spirit, and a spirit isa man.  But | am
what you mean by a man.

KING. This is a matter of great interest to me. | cannot
think that a man who has been thrown into the sea a day's
journey from the shore can have been preserved by the gods
unless they had some signal Purpose in view.

JONAH. Inamanner of speaking, you are right.

GOVERNOR. Fellow, the Son of Daylight is dways right.

KING. Bequiet. Tel me, how does it come that you are
still dive?

JONAH. The Lord had prepared a great fish.

KING. And thefish swallowed you? Come, come. You
can't expect us to believe that.

JONAH. Your capacity for belief is not under my control.
Nevertheless it is true.

KING. Butthatisasolar myth. The Ocean issad to have
swalowed my distinguished ancestor the Sun-God . . . and no
doubt he did. But you are only a mortal—and rather a shabby-
looking one at that.

JONAH. For three days and three nights, | lived in the belly
of the fish.

GOVERNOR. Sire, he isan untutored person.  He means the
interior—the interior.

C44] 262



SCENEYV JONAMHS

KING. One cannot be a King without becoming something
01]: anllexpert in liars.  But you have not, to me, the appearance
of a liar.

JONAH. No, my Lord.

KING. You are not mad, by any chance ?

JONAH. No, my Lord.

KING. Since | took the right hand of the God Marduk and
ascended the Throne of Assyria, | have never heard anything so
extraordinary. How did it feel to be in what my friend Ninid-
Mukim-Ahi describes astheinterior ?

JONAH, It was dark, narrow, simy, slippery and noisome.
| thought at first that | was dead. | did not know what it was
like to be dead. And then | knew that Jahveh had spared my
life and for what purpose He had spared it.

KING. You think that there was apurpose behind al this?

JONAH. | know that there was a purpose.

GOVERNOR. O Son of the Morning . . .

KING. Wel? Whatisit?

GOVERNOR. | can see that your celestid highness is about to
enter upon a sublime train of thought and | interrupt at my peril.
But you charged me to remind you.

KING. Remind me of what ?

GOVERNOR. To-day is the anniversary of the wedding of
Ishtar and Marduk. In a few moments the people will come
to the Palace to pay their respects to you as the representative on
earth of that divine Bride and Bridegroom.

KING. Ifthey are silly enough to believe al that nonsense,
why shouldn't they ?

GOVERNOR.  No reason at dl, O Son of the Blessed.  But
you wished particularly toinspect the Company of Guards before
they formed up before the Paace.

KING. | remember. Yes Ladgt parade they looked like a
congregation of flea-bitten monkeys.  Are they ready ?

GOVERNOR.  They have been standing at attention in the sun
for the lagt three hours.

KING. Good. Then | shdl go. Wait here, Prophet. |
want to tak to you. . . . And, oh, there is another thing |
amog forgot.  Call two sturdy fellows to throw this commer-
cia gentleman out on the back of his neck.

GOVERNOR. Do you wish him to be bagtinadoed as well ?

KING. No. Heisadranger. Thatwould be inhospitable.
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GOVERNOR. Go out, felow, and wait in the antechamber.

BILSHAN. May | express my appreciation for the honour of
thisinterview ?

GOVERNOR.  You may not.  Get out.

BILSHAN. Oh, dl right.

GOVERNOR. Andnow, Omy Lord . . .
KING (to JONAH). Wait for me.
[Exeunt KING and GOVERNOR|]

SHIPHRA. Bessted, Prophet.
JONAH. 1 thank you.

[Hesits on the floor. SHIPHRA brings him an amphora and a cup."]

JONAH. No. Peasse. I'm sorry. Thank you. But |
am ateetotaller.

SHIPHRA. | thought you were. This is snow water from
the mountains.

JONAH. Oh? Inthatcase . . . thank you very much.

[He drinks.  SHIPHRA sits down opposite him.]

SHIPHRA. Itisbrought down by convoys of fast mules. It
is carried in little tanks with big umbrellas fixed above them to
keep the sun away. Have you seen one of these convoys ?

JONAH.  No.

SHIPHRA. It is a pretty sight. You have not been in
Nineveh before ?

JONAH.  No.

SHIPHRA. | think you will like Nineveh. Didn't you
think the Great Western Gate was a fine piece of architecture ?
| saw you coming in.

JONAH.  Did you ?

SHIPHRA. Yes There are five hundred different colours
in the wallsand arch.  The gate itsdf is covered with gold-lesf.
It is made of copper. It looks like fire in the setting sun.
People who haven't seen it before think that the city is burning.

JONAH. Dothey F Do they indeed ?

SHIPHRA. Have you seen the great fountain in the Market
Square ? It runs wine of al sorts on holidays . . . through a
hundred spouts. But | forgot. You dont like wine. But
there are hundreds of other things to interest you.  Did you see
the big avenue of olive trees to your right asyou camein ? That

taiiétjj the Zoologicd Gardens.  We have the finest lion é)gz

[Exit BILSHAN]
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in Asa. Theband plays there among the poplars every evening
when it gets codl. . . . But you must have seen some of the
city. What do you think of it ?

JONAH. It makesmesck to the soul.

SHIPHRA. Oh, you mustn't say that! Do you know that
we have a million people here ?  The kindest and jolliest in the
world.  They work hard and they play hard. We have con-
certs and horse-races and camd-races and the King's Hunt.
Weve got the finest singers and musicians and the best soldiers
and hunters and boxers and wrestlers and some of the prettiest
girls.  They smell like gardens and tinkle as they walk. You
must like Nineveh.

X JONAH. Whether I like Nineveh or not is neither here nor
there.

SHIPHRA. But we like to be liked. . . . Oh, forgive me
for chattering like this; but | must talk onand on or | shall ask
you your secret and the King would never forgive me.  You
nave a secret, haven't you ?

JONAH.  Yes

SHIPHRA. Haveyoutoldanybody ?

JONAH. Not here.  Not yet.

SHIPHRA.  Will you tell us?

JONAH.  The secret is for you.

SHIPHRA. Who gave you the secret ?

JONAH. | am the Messenger of the Lord of Hods

SHIPHRA. Who isthe Lord of Hosts ?

JONAH. The Creator of Heaven and Earth. The Father
of dl Mankind. -

SHIPHRA.  The God of the Jews ?

JONAH. The God of the Jews. Jahveh-Elohim. Ha-
lowed be His Name.

SHIPHRA. Is He a very terrible God ?

JONAH. Heisvery terible.

SHIPHRA. Youwill tell his secret to the King ?

JONAH.  Yes

SHIPHRA. | wish he would come back. He may have
forgotten al about us. He is a good King, but very absent-
minded.

[She goes to the balcony.]

The Pdace Yard is full of people. He will come back here.
He usually makes them a little speech from the bacony.  They
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never know what he is talking about, but they cheer like any-
thing. There's dways something ironical in his speeches. |
know him as well as anybody can, but his jokes are above my
head, and the people don't know that they arejokesat al.  That
pleasss him very much. . . . Oh, yes' The Guard has lined
up now. He will be here presently. You will tell him your
secret, won'tyou ?

JONAH. I will tell him.

SHIPHRA. May | be here too ?

JONAH. Everybody may be here. It isfor al Nineveh and
for dl theworld.

[The KING and the GOVERNOR enter , with rather "hurried dignity."]

é(l)v!%NO\Féle My Lord § spesch to th |
. y Lord, your to the people.

KING. All right, dl right. Jonah, you will dine with me
tonight. You have impressed me very deeply. | walked past
the ranks of the Guard as if | were in a dream. A felow
dropped his pike and | didn't order him a flogging. | don't
know when | have been so interested. . . . Yousee . . .

[The KING walks up and down while JONAH stands firmly but
respectfully - enough.]

| believe in a purposive Universe. Myths—any kind of
mythology is al very well, but it takes one's mind off the point.
By the way, my Court buffoon the other day told me that amyth
was a moth's Sster.

JONAH. A moth'ssgter ?

[SHIPHRA wiggles her toes and the GOVERNOR laughs heartily.]

KING. There was a truth in that. Myths and Moths are
destructive and destructible. A candle is lit. They meddle
with the light. And out they go. You agree with me, don't
you ?

JONAH. | have nothing to do with myths,

KING. You are quite right. | suggested earlier that you
were yourself a solar myth, but that was discourteous and in-
correct. What was | saying ? Oh, yes. It is obvious that
there is a purpose in natural happenings, and even more obvious
that there is one in unnatural happenings. We learn astronomy
from meteors and edlipses and psychology from the ravings of
madmen.  We must study the meaning of your strange adven-

M T We must seek out its purpose. 9 6 6
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SHIPHRA. Jonah knowsits purpose.

KING. What is that, my dear ?

SHIPHRA. Jonah knows its purpose.

KING. Indeed? Doyou? Haveyou formed any definite
idea on the subject ?

JONAH. Kingof Assyria, you are adead man.

GOVERNOR.  Wsl, | never in al my life!

JONAH. Besdlent, you rotten branch!

[JONAH walks to the entrance of the balcony and raises bis voice to
oratorical pitch. The crowd below is indicated by a continuous
lowmurmur.]

People of Nineveh! . . .

VOICES.  The Man from the Sed

JONAH.  People of Nineveh, | am sent to tell you of the pent-
up anger of God. | have brought you a truth tnat is terrible to
tell, but it must betold.  In forty days from this day, at thetime
when my shadow is the length of a man, the leaves of the vines
and the tamarisks in your gardens will grow suddenly still and
the song of the birdswill be hushed.  Then from the west there
will come the sound of awind like a sigh, and the sound and the
breath of that dreadful wind will chill you to the bone, and you
will stand like men frozen waiting for what is to come.  Then
like a cataract the rage of Jehovah will break upon Nineveh.
From the heavens, from the river, from the dreets, from the
fields about the city, from the desert about the fields destruction
will rush upon you like an army.  Your streets will yawn and
gape and your templesand palacestilt and fal.  Tigriswill burst
Its banks and through the tumult of the hurricane and the flood
dragons with driploi ng jawswill swarm likeflies, great beasts will
stampede and kill, and fire will follow behind them. The
beating of the wings of Death will roar over your brpken roof-
tops.  For your arrogance, for your idleness, for your adulteries,
your idolatries, your witchcraft and your wickedness, man,
woman, child ana beest in Nineveh shal be destroyed and shall
utterly perish.  Ten more days and the mountains shall be till
and dust and the desert shall lie over all.

[Silence, followed by a shower of moaning cries)]

Do not think in flight to escgpe this doom. |, Jonah, Son of
Amittai, trembling at the words that were given me to speak,
fled once from the face of the Mogt High God. | know now
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that no man can escgpe His commands or His punishment.  His
rage is upon you and there is no hope.

[JONAH turnsabruptly into the room and stands staring gloomily at
the KING, the COURTESAN and the GOVERNOR.]

KING. Isthistrue?

JONAH. Would God it were otherwise.

KING. Inforty days, you said ?

JONAH. In forty days. Thereis no help.

GOVERNOR. Oh, but surely, if we were to make one big,
united effort. . . .

JONAH.  Ha

SHIPHRA. Itislike a terrible dream.

JONAH. Not more terrible than the awakening.

KING. The astrologers have been puzzled about the state of
the Heavens for the next six weeks. | suppose you know that.

JONAH.  No.

GOVERNOR.  Perhaps I'd better cdl the College of Astrologers
together. They might issue a bulletin to reassure the people.
All thisis certain to cause trouble.

KING. | shall speek to the people myself.

GOVERNOR. A mogt excellent idea.

[The KING goes to the balcony.]

KING. | am Assur-Nirari, Ruler of this Land under the
most high gods.  What this man has told you is true.

GOVERNOR. Oh, dear me, dear mel Most inopportune.
Highly injudicious.

KING. Let thesewordsbe published through Nineveh by my
decree. Let neither man nor beast, herd nor flock tasteanything 5
let them not feed nor drink water.

GOVERNOR. Austerity indeed!

KING. But let each man and beast be covered with sackcloth
and cry mightily to God. Let every man turn from his evil
way and from the violence of his hands. It may be that this
God will turn and repent and turn away from His fierce anger
and we shal not perish.  On this day, |, the King, will come
down from the throne of my fathers and cry with you, naked, in
the dust. It may be that we shall not perish.  Wait for me.

[Like EUODIAS in the earlier part of the Play, he tears off his outer
garment and hurries out. The GOVERNOR follows him with
clucking cries."]
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SHIPHRA.  What will you do now ?

JONAH. | shal go to the foothills overlooking the city.
For forty days and forty nights | shal watch until destruction
fdls. Then it shal be asthe Lord guides me. Perhaps | too
shdl perish.

SHIPHRA. May | watch with you ?

JONAH.  No.

[They go out. Moaningfrom the streets rises to the empty room.]

SHIPHRA. The poor people Moaning in their fear.
The old men tearing their beards and the young girls taboring
on their breasts.  Are you not sorrv for them ?

JONAH. Of course | am sorry for them. | am aman, and

not God.
CURTAIN.

SCENE VI

SHIPHRA (before the Curtain). We in Nineveh knelt in the
street with dust on our heads and watched Jonah go out
of the city and climb the foothills till he cameto aflat place at the
top of the rock.  And we stayed where we were and we fasted
and cried and the King fasted and cried with us.  Bilshan, the
Traveller, and Ninid-Mukim-Ahi, the foolish Governor, fled
from the city at nightfall, and a great stone fell from the arch of
the South Gate and killed them both. | knelt beside the King
till 1 wearied of his moaning. He was no longer a King, but a
dirty, sorrowful, whining begga. And | am Shiphra, the
right hand of Men. | went to my house and practised on the
zither, till that, too, wearied me.

Out on his rock, Jonah sat in the brazen heat, and | thought
of him often. One morning, as | looked from my roof, | saw
that a great green Gourd had grown up from the barren rock and
leaned over him to shelter him from the heat. | knew then, by
that miracle, that he was a great and terrible person, and my
heart yearned to him. | sent for some rags and changed into
them. | took a basket with food and a pitcher of water and
went out by the West Gate—hurrying alittle,but nothing fell on
me. The invisible hand of Jonah was above my head,

[Exit SHIPHRA. The Curtain rises on a low hill looking across
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range offoothills and, fromit, looking to the North, JONAH has a
prospect of Kouyunjik, the KING'S palace towering a hundred
feet into the air.  The seven miles between JONAH and Nineveh
are fiat and green, but JONAH'S hill is desolate red rock.  JONAH
sitsimpassively in profile.  The sunisrising. Above his head
the Gourd has withered]

JONAH. Thesunis risir&g. For thirty-nine days | have sat
on my rock, alone and ill, and no voice has spoken to me.  If it
had not been for the Gourd, | should have died. All these days
and nights no word has come to me to comfort my spirit.  Last
night was the last that will ever darken Nineveh, and my fitful
dreams were al of waves and Whales.  Yet tonight before sun-
st the thing will happen. | know that my Vindicator liveth.

[He gets up and stretches himself.]

Itisvery early and yet itisvery hot. . . .

[He sees that the Gourd has withered]

The Gourd has withered away! | am logt and forsaken!
O Gourd, you are withered away, my kind, green Gourd, my
only companion, my shelter from the bitter heat ... the only
living thing that came to comfort me in my lonelinessand desola-
tion. Poor Gourd} now | amaoneindeed. Not aledf isleft
to guard my head. ~ And the hot shamal is rising.

[He sits down again in sulky resignation.  The ANGEL enters)

ANGEL. It must be very unpleasant, that hot, dusty wind.

JONAH (without looking up). It is abominable.

ANGEL. Are you angry, Jonah, because of the Gourd ?

JONAH. | amangry even to death.

ANGEL. Isthat a idea, do you think ?

JONAH. How can| helpbeingangry ? What harmhad | or
the Gourd done that it should wither and | belefttodie? | did
not come here of my own will. | didn't want to come at all.
Didn't | say s, long ago in Gittah-Hepher ?

ANGEL. Yes Yousadso. Andnotinwordsdone. You
area man of action.  You ran away.

JONAH. Anybody would have run away.

ANGEL.  Surely not; not with the message of the Lord ring-
ing in his head.

JONAH. | have seen the Lord repent from His anger before,
II&?( m?rqi is infinite and unexpected and might well make me

afoal.
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ANGEL. Didyou fed likeafool when you spoke to the people
of Nineveh ? _ o

JONAH. No. Thatistrue. Ifever aman was inspired, |-
was that man. | do wrong to doubt.

[The ANGEL vanishes.  JONAH shakes his head and rubs his eyes as
if to rid himsdf of a thought. He gets up and begins to busy
himself with a row of small stones. Enter SHIPHRA, in rather
agreeable-looking rags, carrying a basket and pitcher. She
watches himfor a moment."]

SHIPHRA. What are you doing, Jonah ? _

JONAH. When the hour comes, | shall stand at this stone
here and my shadow will fall just short of the little stones there.

SHIPHRA. And that is how you will know ?

JONAH. Thatishow | shal know. . . . Whoareyou ?

SHIPHRA.  Don't you know me, Jonah ?

JONAH.  No. o

SHIPHRA. My name is Shiphra Don't you remember ?
You talked to me kindly in the King's Pdace. But what has
happened to your Gourd ?

JONAH. ~ Never mind about my Gourd. Why have you
come here ?

SHIPHRA. | had to come.

JONAH. Areyou a devil come to tempt me ?

SHIPHRA. Do | look like a Devil ? .

JONAH. You have not answered my question. _

SHIPHRA. | am not a Devil. An Angel sent me to bring
you food and drink.

JONAH. An Angel, eh ? .

SHIPHRA. You look dreadfully tired and hungry.

JONAH. Put the things down there.

SHIPHRA.  But . . .

JONAH. Doas | tdl you. o

SHIPHRA. Don't send me away, Jonah. | shal die if you
snd me away. _

JONAH. ~ Why should | sendyouaway ? You arenothing to
me ... and you will die anyhow. | cannot protect you.

SHIPHRA (sitting down).  Oh, thank you, Jonah. "If | am
to die | shal die with you. _

JONAH. It is not reveded whether | shdl die or not.

[He sits down at some distancefrom SHIPHRA ]
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SHIPHRA. TheKin}* and al his people are walking in sack-
cloth with ashes on their heads. They have fasted for nearly
forty days Whatever they have done, they are sorry for it.
Why don't you spare them, Jonah ?

JONAH. Whoam | that | should sparethem ? | amlikethe
donkey that rebuked Baaam—a poor dumb beast till the Word
opened his mouth.

SHIPHRA. But you can call on your God to save them.

JONAH. Doyou think | havenot cdled ? | cannot bear to
think of what | shall se

SHIPHRA. But it will be interesting.

JONAH. It will not be interesting.

SHIPHRA. Then cdl again on your God.

JONAH. He will not answer.

SHIPHRA. Then He will kill all these poor stupid people
and al the babies. How can He kill babies for worshipping
idols?

JONAH. Heknowswhat Heisdoing.

SHIPHRA. | wonder.

JONAH. Don't be blasphemous, woman.

SHIPHRA.  I'm sorry, Jonah.

JONAH. A lotof differencethat will make to Jahveh.

SHIPHRA. Master . . .

JONAH.  You must not cdl me Master. | am only a voice.
And be quiet. Ifyou are to stay here you must not talk.

SHIPHRA. Verywell, Magter.

JONAH. We must sit and wait.

SHIPHRA. You were grand and beautiful when you spoke
to the people.

JONAH. Are the hot wind and the sun not enough, that |
have to listen to the endless tongue of awoman ? Be silent.

SHIPHRA. | walked seven milesto come here. See My
feet are bleeding.

JONAH. If you will not be quiet you shall walk seven miles
back. Sit quiet for avery few hoursand look at Nineveh. Yet
avery little while and no one will ever sse it again.

[ They sit andwatch Nineveb in theblazing, growing beat. Music
to denote the passage of time.]

SHIPHRA (intoning softly).

Nineveh was like a pool; Nineveh was like a flower,
So excellent was Nineveh,
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Like aflashingjewel with lightnings in its heart
By the wayside was Nineveh.

Sweet a the dawn when the light smoke rose
From the hearths of Nineveh.
Swest in the dusk with the children at the fountains;
Sweet below the velvet night that curtained our loves,
Sweset in the sunshine with the scarlet coated charioteers
Trotting by the dtals in the coloured bazaar.
\While she is intoning she moves gradually closer to JONAH. He
does not repulse her, but gives no sign that he is aware of her.]
SHIPHRA.
Voices of the cattle; voices of the people;
Voices of harpers, singing songs of Nineveh;
Stilling as the stars rose, smiling at Nineveh.
[She touches his hand.  JONAH withdraws his hand sharply.]

JONAH. Don't touch me. 1 told you to be qufet. Wait
and watch.

[They sit to éqether in profile, looking towards Nineveh. — Solemn
mus1c and play of lights returning at last tofull daylight and
Slence]

SHIPHRA (moanmg). It is hot, Jonah. Have we long to
wait?

JONAH.  No.

SHIPHRA. Did your Lord tell you that the Gourd would
wither?

JONAH.  No.

SHIPHRA. The Destruction will come soon, now. The
sun is crawling down the arch of the great bow. The shadows
are growing longer.

JONAH.  When my shadow is as long as a man, the Lord
Jehovah will fall upon Nineveh. For He has told me.

[He stands up.  His shadow is almost as long as a man|

SHIPHRA. It will be time when your shadow reaches the
stones.

JONAH. When it reaches the stones. It isdmogt there.

SHIPHRA. Sit down, Jonah. | don't want your shadow to
reach them.

JONAH. Do you hear the stirring of a wind ?

SHIPHRA.  No.  Not yet.

273 [ 55 ]



JONAHS SCENEVI

JONAH. Ligten then. Listen. Your ears are better than
mine. The Trumpet in Zion is about to sound.

SHIPHRA.  The shadow has reached the stones!

JONAH. Listen.

SHIPHRA. O Jonah! The peoplel The poor peoplel
Kneeling there with no sound but the thudding of their poor
frightened hearts.

JONAH. Listen. There will be a slence and then the
Trumpet. Listen.

[He raises his arms.  Suddenly a. chatter of birds and the crowing
of a cock are heard.  His shadow is past the stones.  He drops
his hands to his side."]

SHIPHRA.  The shadow has passed the stones.
JONAH.  Nothing has happened. Nothing.

[The ANGEL strolls onto the Scene as JONAH casts himself on the
ground.]

JONAH.- O curse and blast the day that ever | saw the light.
Curse my father and my mother and the snivelling brats my
brothers.  Oh, why did not Jahveh drown me like a gentleman
instead of making meamock and a hissing to those uncircumcised
dogs of Chaldeans ? O Fool, Fool, Fool!

SHIPHRA. Jonah, look up! Don't go on like that,
Jonah.

JONAH (beating his brow on the ground). O darkness, come
down and hide me. O sands of the desert, cover me. O winds
of the desart, blow the foolish, lying words | have spoken into
nothing and less than nothing.  All living things despise me, for
| am utterly ashamed.

ANGEL. Jonah!

[SHIPHRA cannot see the ANGEL. She is wringing her hands in
despair over JONAH.]

JONAH.  The Lord has mocked me for his sport.

ANGEL. Jonah, why are you grovelling there with your face
begrutten with dust and tears ?

JONAH. Go away from me.  You are an evil spirit.

ANGEL. Why are you grovelling there like a bad-tempered
child? | am anxious to know.

JONAH. It isthe INJUSTICE of it. The Lord drove me and
scourged me and nearly drowned me and forced me againgt the
revolt of my whole soul to speek the truth to Nineveh. And
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now He has turned the truth into a foolish lie.  He has mocked
me and forgotten me.

ANGEL. Even the Lord, who can do everything, cannot
mock you and forget you at the same time.

JONAH. He has withered me as he withered my com-
ﬁanion the Gourd. The poor little Gourd did nobody any

arm.

ANGEL. You are sorry for the Gourd ?

JONAH. It was aliving thing and gave me shelter.

ANGEL. Yet it was not your child.  You neither planted it
nor caused it to grow. You have pity on a plant that came up
inanight and perished inanight. ~ Will you not allow the Lord
to pity Nineveh, that great city, with its hundred and twenty
thousand poor souls who don't know their right hands from their
left 2 And the sheep and the cattle too, Jonah.  Sometimes |
think you are alittle unreasonable.

JONAH. Lord. . . .

SHIPHRA.  What's the matter, Jonah ? What are you
looking at ? There is nobody. Nobody but me.

JONAH. Isthat you, Shiphra? Take hold of me. Hold
onto me. Oh, Shiphra, | shal die and not live.

SHIPHRA.  Oh, not for years yet, Jonah. You'll make
hungt:eds of wonderful prophecies before that. Don't cry,
Jonah.

JONAH. | shal never prophesy again.

SHIPHRA. 0 vyes yes yed

JONAH. No. | have learned today a bitter truth. | am
not in God's confidence.

SHIPHRA. Yes you are. He has changed His mind, that's
al. Surely He can change His mind.

JONAH. No. | have never been in His confidence. |
thought he was speaking to me—to medone.  And al the time
He was sending me ridiculous messengers who were more in His
confidence than I.  That vulgar blackguard Bilshan. Little
Euodias.

SHIPHRA. Whois little Euodias ?

JONAH. He spoke to me through jackals and kites. He

ke to me through that noisy, boring, smelly Whale—and |
idn't understand a word of it.  And he tadked to me through
my skin when he bruised and ducked and burned me.  What
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must hethink of me ? Itishorrible to think that the Almighty
may have a sense of humour.

SHIPHRA. If He hasn't, that is rather a dangerous thing to
sy, Jonah.

JONAH. | canthelpit. Whatam | tosay ? What am |
todo? My whole life has given way beneath me. | thought
| was a great Prophet. Everything | did or said was on that

understanding. And now | find that | am nobody. | am only
an Ordinary Man.

SHIPHRA. Oh, no, Jonah! No, no, no, no, NO, NO, NO,
NOI|
CURTAI N.

THE END OF THE PLAY.
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THE SIGN OF THE PROPHET JONAH

WOMAN NARRATOR. In the deep-sea-caves below the waters
about the South Pole there lives a distressed and ancient Whale.
Hisgreat cruising daysareover, and heisso doseto disintegration
that Time and the sanctions of life and death have become for
him misty and confused. To such as he the waves of sees long
evaporated, the forms of sea-creatures long washed to atoms, the
voices of men long dead are as red as if the sees il best, the
fishes still swam and the men still spoke.  To that huge, dream-
ing beast comes the voice of the Prophet Jonah. It is nearly
thirty centuries since the Whale last heard that voice, piping out
in an agony of terror from its uneasy interior. Itisacam and
confident voice now.

JONAH. Ah, m?/ dear Whale, | have found you at lagt. Do
you remember me

WHALE (as ifreciting a lesson). | do not remember anything
atal. |1 amaWhale, that mogt deadly immortal monster. . . .
| sail the oceans for ever and ever, lashing the sea in my wake
till one would have thought the deep to be hoary. Or so they
sy. | do not remember anything at all.

JONAH. Andyet, Leviathan, you were once the instrument
of Providence.

WHALE. Weas|f Inwhat respect ?

JONAH.  Once upon atime you saved ME.

WHALE.  And who are you ?

JONAH. | am a spirit hovering over the waters. They are
of interest to me, those great waters in which | nearly died
frustrated and unfulfilled. For even on them the doom 1 fore-
told for Nineveh has falen. It is a pleasure to me to revisit
them. It is a pleasure to me to see you, dear and majestic
instrument, still held by a thread of life and brooding away time.

WHALE. | am glad that a spirit can yet fedl pleasure.  But
you have not yet told me who you are.

JONAH. | was Jonah, the son of Amittai. My childhood
was spent in Zebulun in the little village of Gittah-Hepher.  As
if it were yesterday evening | can see mysdf with two boys and
a girl lying lazily in a field beyond the city gate. We were
watching the sun sink through the yelow and olive haze to the
dusty horizon. .

{Fade in of Children's voices.']
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JONAH. Did you ever notice that when the sun gets down
just dmost to the horizon it bounces like a ball ?

JONADAB. Huh! | bet it doesn't!

JONAH. Yes And it flattens out a bit too. Just as it
touches.  You watch.

KISH. | bet it doesnt.

JONAH. | bet it does

KISH. Ifyou can bounce and flatten the sun, why don't you
make it stand still—like how Joshua did ?

GIRL, Joshua made the sun stand still.

KISH. | know he did. I'vejust said he did, haven't | ?

GIRL. Yes You sad .

KISH.  Then shut ug. Nobody asked you to spesk.

GIRL. Who asked Jonah to speak ?

JONAH. | can ek if | like.

GIRL. Nobody would pay any attention to you unless you
sad slly things—like that you can bounce the sun.

JONAH. | didn't say | could bounce the sun.

JONADAB. Yes you did. You'reaways saying things like
that.

KISH. Peoplewill think you are cracked. And so you are.

JONADAB.  When | grow up, I'm going to be a soldier like
Joshua

JONAH. I'm going to be a Prophet, like Elijah.

KISH. | wish you'd shut up. You are a cocky little beast.
This kid is quite right. You're dways thinking of silly, mad
things to say to make people listen to you.

JONAH.  They're not mad things.

JONADAB. Yes they are. It's a mad thing to say you are
going to be Elijah.

GIRL.  Somebody's got to be Elijah.

KISH. Notalittle, fat, tubby kid like Jonah, anyhow. And
| thought | told you to shut up.

GIRL. [I'l shutupifl like. And, anyhow, why should | sit
and ligen to you ? Jonah may say silly things, but at least they
are interesting things. You talk about nothing but how high
you can climb or how high you can jump or how fast you can
run. Asifa monkey couldn't climb better or a dog run faster
or afleajump higher.

KISH. Look here. Ifyou think I'm going to let a fat-faced
%irl likeyou . . .

4] 280



THE SI GN OF THE PROPHET JONAH

JONAH.  Look!

KISH. Look where? _ _

JONAH. Look at the sun. It'sjust setting. Look at the
aun.

[Short silence]

GIRL (in an awed tone). It bounced!

JONADAB. ~ So it did!

KISH.  Only alittle hit, though. .

GIRL. And it'sflatteningout now. Look. Just whereit's
touching the ridge.

KISH. Goshl , ,

GIRL. Jonah, don't let it!  Don't let it flatten any more.

JONAH (modestly).  All right.

JONADAB. Itsdl right now. The bit we can see, anyhow.

JONAH. Yes It'sdl right now,

KISH. Jonah, I'll race you to the town gate.

JONAH. All right.

KISH. You start us, Jonadab.

JONADAB. No. I'mrunningtoo. | can bestJonah, at any
rate.

GIRL. I'll start you, Kish.

KISH. All right.  I'm ready.
GIRL. One, two, three. ea%/o!

KISH. Owch!

JONADAB. What's the matter ?

GIRL. Sop, Jonah. Hes hurt himself!

JONAH (distant and still running). | know.

KISH. Owch! My ankle turned over.

JONADAB. Jonah! ~Come back!
boJk?NAH (more distant). I'm at the gate. I've beaten you

tn.

JONADAB.  No, you haven't. The raceis off.

KISH. Ow! Don't touch it!

JONADAB. He isa cocky little beadt. .

GIRL. All the same . . . It's awfully funny. He sad he
would win. -

JONADAB. No. He hadn't the cheek to say that.

GIRL.  He looked as if he knew he would win.

KISH. How could heknow ? Hedidn't trip me. Hewas
yardsbehind.
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_GIRL. It was the way he looked. It's getting dark. I'm
fnghtened. _

ONADAB. Could you walk if you put your arm round my
neck, Kish ? .

KISH. Yes | think I could . . . Owch! . .. Yes |
can manage. _

JONADAB. Come dong, then. What a cad Jonah idl

GIRL.  I'm frighten (Fading]

JONAH'S MOTHER. Jonah, Jonah, where have you been?
It's after sunset. ) .
JONAH. I know, Mother. But it's only just after.
MOTHER. ~ You've been running. You'real out of breath.
JONAH. Yes, Mother. . . . Mother, | wonarace.
MOTHER. Did you, sonny ? That was very nice. Now,
wash your hands and face and sit down to supper. | thought
the wolves must have eaten you.
JONAH. But | won arace, Mother.
5 MOTHkER. That was very clever of you. Wash yourself.
e quick.
JONAH s&laming)._ I've never won a race before. | beat
\l])onadhab and Kish. Kish is the fastest boy in the village. |
eat him.
MOTHER.  You mustn't be conceited, Jonah. _
JONAH. It isn't conceited to tell the truth. | beat Kish.
And Jonadab too. Rachel saw us.  Shesaw mewin. | won

easly.

I\XOTHER. Yes, sonrg(! Noyv,eatyour_wpper. .

JONAH. Of course, | didn't win by running faster than Kish
fand Jonadab.  They're redlly very good and | cant run very
ast.

MOTHER.  Don't spesk with your mouth full.

JONAH. All right. My mouth's empty now. You See
this is what happened. ... .

MOTHER. And don't bolt your food. . . . Who's that ?
hOh, Fg)acheI! What do you want ? Isnt it time you were
ome?~

GIRL. | wanted to see Jonah.

MOTHER. What about r _ .

GIRL. Nothing. | just wanted to sse him.  Good night.

MOTHER. What an extraordinary girl!
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JONAH. | know why she wanted to see me

MOTHER. Do you? Why did she want to see you ?

JONAH. Because| didamiracletoday.

MOTHER. Jonah! Areyou fedling quite well f

JONAH. Yes, Mother, I'm all right. But | won the race
by a miracle. | wished that Kish would fal, and he fell. It
was the only way | could beat him.  He's the fastest boy in the
village.

I\?IgOTHER. But that was very unkind. And not very fair,
was it ?

JONAH. | thought of that. But if it had been unfair, would
the Lord have twisted the boy's ankle just at the very moment
I wanted himto ? And he laughed at me for telling the truth.
And people are punished for that, aren't they, Mother ?  And
it isn't ordinary truth, Mother, like confessng when | sole the
peaches from the priest's garden. It's specia kind of truth |
know inside mysdlf, and I've got to tell it or—or—or bust.

MOTHER. Jonah, | know what you need. You need some
senna pods.  You'll go straight to bed and I'll boil up some

senna pods for you right away. . . . [Fade Music)

JONAH. Theyearswentonand | grew fromapeculiar little
boy to a strange little man. | was rather fat, and | had thick,
curly ginger hair and a smdl, curly ginger beard. When |
looked at people straight in the eye they were afraid of me. At
that time the world was as it is now. Men were hating each
other and killing each other and nobody knew what was going
to happen next. People were very anxious to know what was
going to happen, whether it was good or bad, and soon it became
known that | could tell them. They came for milesto my little
village and | told them the truth in astrong voice.  Some things
| told them were easy, such as that if they were wicked they
would be miserable. Other things were more difficult. |
could tell them when the copper-smith's donkey would fall down
awell and when they might expect the soldiers to come ravening
"over their fields and when it was going to thunder. How |
knew these things | did not know, but | was fairly certain that
God told them to me, and the people were quite sure.

One night | went to bed very pleased with mysdf. | had
spoken very eoquently to over two hundred people at the town
gate, and they had crept away in the dark very quietly when |
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had finished. Mog of them had been weeping. | could make
them cheer or weep exactly as | wished. _

| was tired and happy, and | went to degp quickly. But in
my deep | began to talk as | had talked to the people at the gate.

[Music]

. . . Ifthieves came to you, if robbers came toyou by night,
0 you hdpless and forlorn, would they not spoil your grape-
vines and ez till they were full ?  Awake, then, and watch;
for the ... forthe ... Wheream | ?

| have been adeep. Thisis my deeping-mat and this is my
room. Thereisthe crack in the mud wall with the hole at the
foot of it where the little green lizard came through.  And yet
it isnt my room. There is something wrong. There is a
white light in the room, though it isn't daylight. It should be
dark. And yet the light grows and grows. It will soon be so
bright that | cannot look at it. Someone is there.  Who is
that ? It is a young man. He is very tal and beautiful.
Who are you ?

ANGEL.  Are you Jonah ?

JONAH. Yes Lord. But who are you ?

ANGEL. Why are you seeping here on your deeping-mat ?

JONAH. Yes [think | amadesp. But | wasvery tired.
1 had been preaching at the town gate.

ANGEL. You are to get up and go to Nineveh.

JONAH. ToNineveh, Lord? But Nineveh isagreat huge
rich city. | should be logt in Nineveh. | am only a simple
village prophet.  And, besdes, | am doing good work here. |
don't know what they would do without me.  And Nineveh is
very far avay. | snouldn't know how to get there. | think
you must be making some mistake. '

ANGEL. Haveyou finished ?

JONAH. Yes Lord.

ANGEL. Very well, then. You are to go to Nineveh and
crr]y agai gst it.  The wickedness of Nineveh has come up before
the Lord,

JONAH. But, Lord, a man from Edom went to Nineveh lagt
spring.  They broke his bones and threw him into the river.

It is usdess to cry against Nineveh. . . . Thelight is fading.
He has gone. ... | am awake. . . . Oh dear, oh dear, O
dear! Whatam| todo? . . . Stand up, Jonah. Takeadesp

[ 8 ] 284



THE SI GN OF THE PROPHET JONAH

breath. . . . That's better. The word of the Lord has come
to you, Jonah, son of Amittai. And Nineveh is as nothing in
the Lord's great eye. You are God's prophet, Jonah, son of
Amittai. You ae Gods prophet at last. . . . Jonadab!
Weke up and come in here.  Jonadab!!
JONADAB (deepily). Here | am, Master.
JONAH. Cadl the people.
JONADAB. The people ? What people ?
JONAH.  Cdl al the people of Gittah-Hepher.
JONADAB. But it's after midnight, Master. They have al
gone to bed.
JONAH. Doas| tdl you.
[Hurrying music.  Confused voices fading to silence as JONAH
speaks®
People of Gittah-Hepher. . . . In thistown where | was born,
| have taught you what it hasbeen given to metoteach. | have
caled you from your bedsto tell you that | am about to leave you.
[Moans of protest."]

Tonight | start on a dark and dangerous journey, far from
my home and my friends. At the end of that journey lies the
mighty and wicked city of Nineveh. | have been charged with
the duty of putting the fear of the Lord over Nineveh. | should
feel proud and honoured above al mankind. But pity me and
pray forme. . . . Farewel.

\Apause. Then a babble of voices.']

WOMAN. He has gone. Shal we ever see him again,
Jonadab ?

JONADAB. | don't know. He woke me suddenly. He
looked like one possessed. | thought | saw alight round hishead.

MAN. Nineveh isaterrible place. They have singing and
dancing and bear-baiting and cockfights in Nineveh.

ANOTHER MAN. And soldiers and thieves and painted ladies
clattering with gold ornaments.

ANOTHER MAN. And chariot-racing and great gilt buildings
full of flowersand fountains running wine—or so they say.

MAN. Itisstrange that Jonah is not afraid.

WOMAN.  He is &fraid.

JONADAB.  You must not say things like that.

WOMAN.  All the same, it's true. Hes afraid. He looked
from side to sde like a cornered rat.
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JONADAB. Be slent, woman!

WOMAN. Heéll never go to Nineveh! Hes a great man
here. This is only a little village. He can shout and strut
and bawl as much as he pleases and we dl think he is a great
man. But he won't be a great man in Nineveh. And he
knows it.

[A pause]

MAN. | wouldn't go so far as to say that, but | am rather
glad he's gone. He aways seemed to me to be a bit narrow-
minded.

ANOTHER MAN. He was aways admonishing and threaten-
ing and keeping people in order.  After al, we were meant to
get alittle fun out of life.

WOMAN. I've got a drum hidden in the rafters of my house.
Kish has got a fife. Let's have a dance.

JONADAB.  No!

WOMAN. Who do you think you are? Youre not a
prophet! Play up, Kisn!

[Music growing wilder and wilder till it becomes blended with the
far-away eerie howling of ajackal. It stops suddenly and only
the long-drawn wail of thejackal is heard.

JONAH. What'sthat ? What'sthat ? It sounds sometimes
likeachild crying and sometimeslikealost soul. . . . It'sonly
a jackal. You've heard jackas crying in the night before.
But it's dark and lonely and I'm weary.

JACKAL.  Jo-o-o-owowow-onah!

JONAH. It sounded like my name.

JACKAL (clearly enough]. Jonah.

JONAH. It's «till the jackal, but I'm sure | heard my name.
What isit? . . . Pull yourselftogether, Jonah. It's the night
and—and being so tired. Three days and three nights. |
hardly stopped to rest.

JACKAL. The sun set on your right, Jonah.

JONAH.  Wheat if it did ?

JACKAL. If you had been going to the North-East it would
have set on your left.  Nineveh is to the North-East.  Where
are you going, Jonah ?

JONAH. It's dl imagination. Jackds can't tak. My
imagination is playing me tricks.

JACKAL. You regoing to Joppa, aren't you, Jonah ? Here,
boys, Jonah's going to Joppa.  Jonah's running away!
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JACKAL PACK. Away-ay-ay-ay.

JACKAL. O great bustard, flying up aloft! O starlings,
chattering in your nestsl O whistling kites! O bears, shamb-
ling among the rocks!  Jonah is running away from God.

JACKAL PACK. Birds and Beasts: Away-ay-ay-ay. Jonah
is running away!

JACKAL. O laugjhing hyena who roams by himself, do you
hear that ? Jonah is running away from God.

HYENA. Hal Ha Ha  Hahahahahahahahahaha!

JONAH. O peace, rest!  Will | never have peace? Will
| never have ret ? | cannot go to Nineveh. | dare not go.

JACKAL PACK. Away-ay-ay.

STARLINGS. Coward, coward, chattering, bragging coward!

JONAH. They aredevils. | must makeforthesea. | must
put the blue water between me and the devils. | must go on
| must go on and on. The seal

[Noise of beasts and hirds, music, seagulls cryingh and the sound of
waves.  Then the sound of wind in cordage, the lapping of water
againgt ships and scattered cries of a bug harbour in the early
morning. ~ Sailors are heard singing a Chanty,]

SAILORS.

Good-bye and farewell to you, ladies of Joppa.
Good-bye, fare you well, Good-bye, fare you well.
Farewell and adieu to you, young Joppa ladies.
Hurrah, my boys, we're Tarshish bound.

NARRATOR. The sun is rising on the segport town of Joppa
and the galley, Semiramis, must cast off from the quay if she is
to catch the tide.

[Weary, ragged, hungry and covered with dust, JONAH comes
sta[?genng up the Jetty.  The CAPTAIN is talking to the MATE
and does not see him at firs."]

CAPTAIN. A fair wind from the landward, Mr Mate.

MATE. Aye aye Sr.

CAPTAIN. Timewe was casting off. | think we can cast off
now, Mr Mate, hey ? What do you think ?

MATE. Aye, aye, Sir. Stand by to cast off! Look dive
there, you pasy-stricken dock rats!

PURSER (a very polite man). Oh-er, Captain ?

CAPTAIN.  Ah, good morning, Purser.  Wdl, what is it ?

PURSER. | think there's a passenger coming down thef'eltlty].
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CAPTAIN. Wait. I'll get my spectacles.  Haven't we got
enough ers?
PURSER. e've dtill got an empty berth. _
MATE. Hold hard, there! . . . Suffering Salor, what a
ger!
JONAH.  Hill

PURSER. Areyou coming aboard, Sir ?

JONAH.  May | f Yes | can pay the fare.  Are you bound
forTarshish?

MATE. Tarshishitis. Takeyourtime. Theresnohurry.
Were only here for your convenience. It doesn't matter if we
missthesufferingtide.

CAPTAIN. Mr Mate! Steady asyou go, Mr Mate. The
poor gentleman is tired.

MATE. This ship's full to the funnel of tired gentleman.

This way, you. Look lively. Stow your dunny-bag aft the
binnacle.

PURSER. Let mese Single or return ?
JONAH. Single—to Tarshish.
PURSER. That will be half atdent. Thank you!
MATE. Stand by to cast off. Give way, the starboard bank.
Easy as you go!
SAILORS.
A girl adeep with ablue dresson
(Shake her, Johnny shake her);
An unsafe couch she's resting on
(Shake her, lads, and wake her).
Oh, shake her and wake her,
For we're bound away to Tarshish,
Poor old man! ,
[Sea music.]

JONAH (drowsily).  He followed me through the wilderness of
Tob. | lay like Jacob with a stone for my pillow but | could
not deep. | thought | should never deep again, | am no

rophet. | am a frightened little man. Why should | be
unted through the wilderness? | ran and ran and staggered
and fell down and got up again, but the beasts and the birds and
the snakes in the socks mocked me.  But now | amsafe.  Now
| candesn.  For seventy-two long hours | have had no rest and
no deep. Now | can degp—desp—desp. . . .
[Soft music growing dlowly loud and sinister.]
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CAPTAIN. | don't like it, Mr Mate.
MATE. No more do I, Sir.
CAPTAIN. The South- Eadter's dropped and the sky's like
leed. Cadl dl hands to take in sail.
MATE. N?/e ae Sr.’
CHILD. ummy.
WOMAN. What ISIt love ?
CHILD. Look atthat funny little cloud far over there where
the SkX/I meets the sea
OMAN. Yes, dear, isnt it funny? It's like a little fat
black sheep.
CHILD. It's coming this wa}/
I ngl)\/lAN Soitis. Arshak! Wake up! Do you see that
clou
MAN. What cloud! Oh, yes My gally, it isn't half
moving.
WOMAN. It's coming towards us.  It's RACING a& us.  Oh,
Arshak! .
MAN Its bound to be dll rlght She's a well-found ship
: %Ily what an ugly sky!
WOMAN There's going to be astorm.  Put my cloak over
your head, dearie.
CHILD. | want to s the black sheep.
MAN. It'sagreat raging black ram, now. There'stherain.
[Storm music)]
[Shouts, trampling of feet, storm sounds, confusion. CAPTAIN'S
voice tops the tumult.]
CAPTAIN.  Mr Mate!
MATE.  Aye ae Sr.
p CAPTAIN. | all hands on deck and muster the passengers
t.
MATE.  Aye ae Sr.

[Noise.  Shouts die down till storm only is beard]

CAPTAIN. Ladiesand gentlemen, it looksabit likewe areall

ﬂome(};f to get wet.  Weve run into the tail of a tornado, and I'm

ul, al the same, that we may ride it out. Ifyou want to

get your flat feet on dry land again, there's two things you've

ot to do. Intheflrstpa:ewevegr(])ttollghten ship. Soyoull
kindly turn to and dump al your baqgagﬁ overboard.

\évgéjldrﬂt t?IFI> ())u to do thisif |twasntthe thing to do Ir]1



THE SI GN OF THE PROPHET JONAH

the second place, this ship has been struck by lightning, to say
nothing of a roaring ramstammy ofasea.  It'sahundred to one
shell founder. Now, the passenger list shows that weve got
members of forty-two different religionsaboard. | want you to
get down to it and pray to your gods, whoever they are.  Every
man jack and woman jane of you. Pray till you split, for it's
the only way we can ride it out asfar as | can see.
[ Tumult.]
PASSENGERS. O Isiss O Osiris! O Poseidon, save us. O
Artemisl Cometoouraid. O Astarte! O Maof Comanal
OMa! OMal
[Soundsfade and grow as scene changes to another fart of the ship.]
MATE. Hi! What's this?
PURSER. It looks like one of the passengers adeep.
MATE. Holy Sailorl Adeep! Wake up, you. Show a

|
ngONAH. Eh! Er! Oh! Ah! ['vebeenadesp, | think.
MATE. | give you first prize for that.
JONAH. | wasvery tired. |—I lay down. Isitastorm?
MATE. It's the father and the mother of a storm.
[Clap of thunder.]
Listen to that. Why aren't you praying with the rest ?
JONAH. Take me to the Captain.
MATE. Do you think the Captain's got nothing dse to do
than to listen toyou F  Get down on your hunkers. . . .
JONAH. Take me to the Captain!

[Loud storm music.]

CAPTAIN. What'sthis, Mister ? What'sthis? Who'sthis
man?

MATE. | don't know. Sir, the steering gear's gone to glory
and the larboard bank of oars is burst to matchwood. Were
for Fiddler's Green and no mistake.

JONAH. Areyou the Captain ?

CAPTAIN. What'sal this? Who are you ?

JONAH. | am afugitive from the Lord of Heaven and Earth.
He has come for me to take me. Throw me into the sea that
He may take me aone and leave the rest. .

CAPTAIN. | can't do that. I'm responsible to the owners
for every man jack and woman jane on my ship. Nobody
leaves the ship without my orders.
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JONAH. Throw meinto the sea.

A MAN. Captain, wehavedrawnlotstofindwho hasbrought
bad luck ontheship. That'sthe man, Jonah, theJew. Throw
him overboard.

CAPTAIN. Get forrard, you, and bear a hand with the pumps.
No man is to be thrown off this ship.

VOICES. Werelost. We are logt.

JONAH (shouting above the storm). | have no courage. |
dare not leap mysdf. Take me and throw me into the sea
You cannot fight God.

CAPTAIN. Can'tl? FI show him.

' [More storm noises]

MATE. Shesshipping it heavily, Sir.  Another sealike that
last and we go under for good.

JONAH.  Throw me over the side.

MATE. Looks like we're all for Davy Jones anyway. Who
happens to be first doesn't matter. Bear a hand, two of you,
and cast him overboard. .

JONAH. Throw me far out.

[A splash and the storm suddenly stops. A silence]

PURSER. H€'s gone.

WOMAN. The wind has dropped. We're saved.

CAPTAIN. It couldn't be helped. Lord send it brings usno
ill Tuck.

WOMAN. He was a great prophet.

CAPTAIN. Lord send his death isn't on our heads. There's
not asgn ofhim. He sank like a stone.

[Two or three bars of solemn music followed by curious gurgling
sounds,)

JONAH. In the green dark, at the bottom of the seg, the
Lord had prepared a great fishto swalow me. . . .

WHALE. Yes. That was me. ... It comes back to me.
Yes yes yes yes yes It comes back tome. | remember the
storm.  The father and mother of a storm, as you very truly
observe. | got a crack from a wave as big as a mountain. |
opened my mouth to gasp, and in popped a most indigestible
little gobbet.  Wadl, wdl, well. | remember it al now. It
had asingular air of the miraculous about it, now | come to think
of it, but a the time | thought mainly of the plaguy dyspepsia
you caused
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JONAH. You were an instrument of Providence.

WHALE. Itisagreesbleto hear you say 0, and in some sense
consoles me for that prodigious bdly-ache.

JONAH. Forthreedaysandthreenights | wasyour unwilling
pasenger. . . .

[Fade to muffled voices of JONAH and internal rumblings of the
WHALE]

JONAH. Wheream | ? | can . . . itsdifficult, but | can
breathe now. | can feedd my aams and legs My legs are over
my head. It is hot and stifling. All round me is wet and
dipperiness and dime.  The stench is dreadful. Am | dead f
| did not think it would be like this.

[JONAH sneezes}
| can sneeze.  Dead men don't sneeze. | am dive.
[Back to natural conversation between JONAH and the WHALE]

WHALE. . . . Andkicking, my dear friend. And kicking!
Karwoosh!

JONAH. At long and last the Lord spoke to you and you
vomited out Jonah on the dry land.

WHALE. With, | hope, the maximum of consideration and
the minimum of inconvenience to that excellent man.

JONAH. Yes | found mysdf on a long, sandy beach, and
the blessed sun was shining on my bruised, soaked body. | saw
you wallowing in the lagoon ana blessed you and thanked you.

[Fade}

O great fish, O mighty immortal monster!  You have given
back to me the sun and the light breezes and the kind, dry
sand below my feet. Take back my thanks and blessings witn
you in your strange journeys through the cold oceans. All
happiness of the sort most pleasing to whales attend you in the
green ses

WHALE. Not at dl. Don't mention it. To tel the truth
| am glad to be quit of you. Thank you for your blessngs and
teke this in return. Important little person from Gittah-
Hepher, Palesting,itisthe Whaewho spegks. Thereisnothing
in die deep waters or the silly dry land to compare with him, to
compare with the majesty of his great driving snout, to compare
with the fury of his dreaaful tail. | best the sea before me into
a foam and lash the sea behind me into white rege, and traverse
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the world for ever and ever, from Pole to Pole for ever and ever.
And the thing that I, the Whae, enjoin upon you, Jonah, is
Humility. You are tempted from time to time to believe that
you are a party to the good God's secrets.  Into at least one of
them you have penetrated somewhat deeply. It was a dark
secret, Jonah. It was the secret of my vast and rumbling belly.
| fear that your visit has left you little the wiser, except in this,
that to suppose that Almighty God keepsyou regularly informed
of his Purpose isa foolish assumption. It isalmogt as foolish as
to run away from God—in which undignified and irrational
exercise | found you, my Prophet. Go to Nineveh and be
good. Good-bye and farewell to you, damp little Jonah.
Watch me. Mark me.  Here | blow!
JONAH.

| caled out my affliction to the Lord

And he answered me.

Out of the belly of Hell | cried

And he heard my voice.

For he cast me into the deep,

Into the heart of the sees,

And the flood was about me

And the waves and the billows passad over me.

And | said: He has cast me out from before His eyes,
Yet will | look again towards the holy Temple.

The waters compassed me about

Even to the soul.

The deep was dl about me;

The weeds were wrapped about my head,;

| went down to the bottom of the mountains;
The earth with her bars closed on me forever.

Y et thou hast brought up my life from the pit, O Lord
my God.

When my soul fainted | remembered thee.

And my prayer found thee, Lord,

In thy holy Temple.

| am poor and naked,

| have no sacrifice to pay but to pay the debt | have vowed.

I will sacrifice with my soul and my voice and my works.
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| will pay the debt that | have vowed and follow no more
lying vanities.
Sdvaiion'is of the Lord. 4
[Fade and Music.]

JONAH. So |, Jonah, went to Nineveh to pay my debt. |
saw it through the desert haze nearly a day'sjourney away. By
the roadside were shepherds, watching tneir sheep, and on the
road were camel-drivers taking great baes of wool and other
merchandise to Nineveh. . . .

[Caravan noises. Sheep. Travellers Song.]

JONAH. Camel-drivers, | will wak with you. Shepherds,
bring your sheep and join us. Walk with me to Nineveh.

SHEPHERD. Who are you, ragged man, who walks so fast ?

JONAH. | amaman from the depths of thesea.  Come with
me to Nineveh, for | have a message to Nineveh from the
Omnipotent Lord of Hods. . . .

[The music is now a rather monotonous March Tune; reinforced
by growing noises as JONAH is presumed to be approaching
Nineveh.  The sound ofwalking, marching, trotting and padding
feetisheard. Thegruntsand bubbling of camels.  The bleating
of sheep and the lowing of cattle. The creak and clatter of cart
and chariot wheels. A bagpipe played by a beggar. A con-
tinual sound of human chatter, growing more eager and excited as
the noises and music grow louder.~\

JONAH. Isthis Nineveh ?

VOICES. Yes. Thisisthe Great Western Gate.  Isn't it
fine ? Therearefivehundred different coloursin thewallsand
arch. Yes, and the gate itsdf is covered with gold-leaf. It
looks like fire in the setting sun.  People who haven't seen it
before think that the city is burning.  That huge great building
on the bank of the river Isthe King's Pdace. It is covered with
gold-leaf too, and there is a big fountain in the middle that runs
wine of al sorts through a hundred spouts.  Isn't it afine city ?
What do you think of it ?  You don't find cities like this at the
bottom or theseal What do &/ou think of our city, ragged .man ?

JONAH. It makes mesick at heart.

VOICES. Oh, you mustn't say that! There are the kindest
people here.  You can have great fun. Singing and dancin
and listening to bands. And horseraces and came-races an
the King's Hunt. Weve thefinest poetsand thefinestsingers
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and the best soldiers and hunters and boxers in the world and the
prettiest ladies.  They smdl like gardens and tinkle when they
walk. You must like Nineveh.

JONAH. Whether | like Nineveh or not is neither here nor
there. In forty daysthere will be no more Nineveh.

[A silence.  JONAH raises bis voice to oratorical pitch.]

| stand here at the Gate as | stood at the gate of my town far
away and spesk what the Lord has given me to spesk. The
Lord has taken hold of the strings of my heart with His hands,
and the song He plays on the strings of my heart ringsin my head
and body with agony and fear. It isterrible to me to tell you
Histruth, but thereisno otherway. After forty daysand forty
nights, when the morning sun casts a shadow as long as a man,
the birds will be suddenly silent and the beasts of the field will
stand still like statues.  Then suddenly there will arise a great
wind, and the Wrath of the Lord will fall on Nineveh. The
proud buildings will bend and break and fall down, and doom and
destruction will take everything that lives in the city. It will
be usdess to fly to the desert or to the hills. I, Jonah, Son of
Amittai, thought once that | could excape that anger. | know
now that it cannot be.  The thunder of the rage of the Lord of
Hosts will come upon you, and there will be no escape. Ina
little while there will be silence again, and in the waste of the
sands no traveller will know where Nineveh has been.

[Fade. Music. The tinkle of fountains in the Palace.]

JONAH. They brought word to the King of Nineveh where
he sat upon histhrone. . . .

KING. ... And itisthought that what he said was true ?

MESSENGER. O King. Itwastrue. Hewasalittleragged
man, but heisagreat magician.  Lightning came from his eyes,
and his body distended till he was like a mighty giant blotting
out the skies. And his voice was the voice or a god, and his
words were true.  The people, as many as the eye could see fell
on their knees in the street and tore their garments. It is true
that Nineveh will be destroyed.

KING. Let it be published through Nineveh by my decree.
Let neither man nor beastj herd nor flock, taste anything; let
them not feed nor drink water. But let man and beast be
covered with sackcloth and cry mightily to God. Let every
man turn from his evil way and from the violence of his hands.
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... Itmay be ... whocantdl ? . . . tha God will turn
and repent, and turn away from his fierce anger, and we shal not

erish,
NOBLES.  We hear and obey. [Solerm musuj

NINEVEH WOMAN. We in Nineveh knelt in the street with
dust on our heads and watched Jonah go out of the city and climb
the foothills till he came to a flat place at the top of the rock.
From that he could see the city. And he placed two lines of
little stones.  The distance between them was from his toes to
hishead. For he knew that when the day of the destruction of
Nineveh would come, if he sood with his feet at one row of
stones hisshadowwouldfall so that the shadow of his head touched
the second row of stones, and that at that moment there would
be a tillness, and everything would happen as he had said. He
st there day after day in the burning sun, waiting for his
prophecy to come true.

Up on his hill, day after day, he could amost hear the beating
of the frightened hearts of the pefﬂ)le of Nineveh . . . but he
could hear nothing dse.  God had ceased to speak to him, and
he was alone and ill upon his rock.

JONAH. O Lord, surely | begin to see that | have been made
afool. Soterrible was the message thou gavest methat | could
not bear it. | fled to Tarshish, and thou followedst me to bid
me go on. But now | begin to perceive that my message was
lies, and that the destruction of Nineveh was an evil dream.
Kill me now, Lord, for it is better for meto diethantolive. |
am a shamed and miserable man.

NINEVEH WOMAN.  When Jonah had said this a curious voice
came to him—the only voice that came in al these forty daysand
nights. All it said was," Areyou very anry, Jonah ?" ~ And
thenitwasslentagain, . . . But onthethirty-ninth day, when
the sky was like brass and the heat was so terrible that Jonah
thought he would indeed die, suddenly afresh, green gourd plant
with broad flat leaves grew up between him and the sun and
sheltered him from the heat, so that he dept and was refreshed
and comforted. ,

\Afew bars of soft music.1

Then the fortieth morning dawned on the day when Jonah sad

that Nineveh would be destroyed. And Jonah looked a the
urd and saw that it had withered away.
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JONAH. O gourd, you are withered away, my kind, green
gourd, my only companion, the only living thing that came to
comfort me in my loneliness and desolation.  Poor gourd; now
| am aone indeed.

NINEVEH WOMAN. He looked towards Nineveh and it was
very gill.  No smoke rose from the morning fires. He looked
ead, and the sun was mounting in the Heavens. He looked at
his little row of sones, and stood up with his feet on thefirst row.
His shadow amost reached the second row.  The time was very
near. . . .

JONAH. My shadow has amost reached the sones.  In a
moment there will be agtiliness of birdsand beastsand then . . .

and then ... It will be terrible, but it will show that | have
gpoken the truth and not lies . . . that the word of the Lord is
true and unshakeable . . . that ... my shadow has reached

the stones ... a hot wind is beating on the back of my neck
. and now for the Silence. . . .

\A cock crows. Thereis a clamour of birds and beasts. A child is
heardlaughing.]

JONAH. Nothinghashappened. Oh, let the earth cover m
shame, for | am deceived and a false prophet and aliar and afoal.
| am withered like the (?ourd. The Lord could not leave me
even the good little gourd that has done nobody any harm. . . .
O darkness, come down and hide me. O sands of the desert,
cover me. O winds of the desert, blow the foolish lying words |
have spoken into nothing, and less than nothing. O perish,
black day on which | was born.  All living things despise me,
for I am utterly shamed. The Lord has mocked me for His

sport.

ANGEL. Jonah! Why are you grovelling there with your
face dl begrutten with dust and tearsf

JONAH. Go away from me. You are an evil spirit.

ANGEL. You havenot told mewhy you are grovelling there
like a bad-tempered child.

JONAH. Itisthe INJUSTICE ofit!  The Lord drove me and
scourged me and nearly drowned me and forced me against the
revolt of my whole soul to speak the truth to Nineveh. And
now he hasturned the truth to afoolish lie.  He has mocked me
and forgotten me.  He has withered me as he withered my com-
panion the gourd.
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ANGEL. Even the Lord, who can do everything, cannot for-
get you and mock you at the same time.  You are sorry for the
gourd ?

JONAH. It was a living thing and gave me shelter.

ANGEL. Yetiswas not your child. You neither planted it
nor causd it to grow.  You have pity on a plant that came up
inanight and perished inanight. ~ Will you not alow the Lord
to pity Nineveh, that great city, with its hundred and twenty
thousand poor souls who don't know their right hands from their
left 7 And there are the sheep and the cattle too, Jonah. . . .

[Fade]

VOICE OF THE WHALE. And that is how it happened ?

JONAH. That is how it happened.

VOICE OF THE WHALE. | am obliged to you for telling me
such an interesting story.  And it has al the symptoms of being
true. . . . Good-bye, Jonah.

JONAH. Good-bye, Whale. Seep well.

THE END
(40 minutes.)

NOTE.—This play must be taken QUIETLY.  The rhetorical
passages should be spoken with intensity, and not shouted. |
*have heard severa good " religious" broadcast plays spoiled
recently because the actor seemed to associate prophecy with ham
acting. | only mention this to re-inforce what | am sure will
be the Producer's instructions.
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THE DRAGON AND THE DOVE
or
HOW THE HERMIT ABRAHAM FOUGHT
THE DEVIL FOR HIS NIECE
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The Author stole the Sory and the best of the Dialoguefrom bisfriend,
HELEN WADDELL. To her and to her splendid book, THE DESERT
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ACT |

Infront of the Curtain, at either corner of the Proscenium, there are two
rough stools.  You are to imagine that the stools are the solefurniture
of the antechamber of the Bishop of Edessa, in Mesopotamia, and that
the year is A.D. 400. A WOMAN in the garments of a DEACONESS
enters shyly and sits on one of the stools.  Shortly after, a brisk young
ABBOT entersfrom the other side and takes the other stool. After a
seemly pause, he begins to shoot glances at the DEACONESS and presently
speaks.

ABBOT. Itiscod and pleasant in hereintheshade. Oneis
very glad to get out of the heat of the hillside.

DEACONESS.  Yes

ABBOT. Y ou have cometo see Bishop Nonnus ?

DEACONESS.  VYes

ABBOT. A worthy old man. | have been sent to him by my
Bishop—Rufinus of Samosate. Do you know him ?

DEACONESS.  No.

ABBOT. A fdlow. A funny old felow. The young
monks cal him old Grunts, because he does.  Like an old boar-
pig having his dinner. He screws up his face and beams and
cracks hisfingersand grunts and hiccups—and he waddles like
an old tortoise when he waks. We dl love him. A very
learned old boy, too. And a good holy man.

DEACONESS. So | have heard.

ABBOT. Have you come far ?

DEACONESS. From Hierapalis.

ABBOT. That's a pretty gg)od gep. | hope you don't have
to wait long for an audience, but | suppose you'll haveto. The
Bishop here is a good soul, but he doesn't put much value on
time.  Eternity will be nothing to him, if he getstalking.  He's
like my Bishop in that. Living in the Desert, that does it.
When the Euphrates runs pagt your cdl you don't think anything
of it, but after ayear or two in Libyayou want to live up to your
neck in it. ... In Libya your skin dries and crackles like old
leather. | was a Hermit mysdf for a bit, but Old Grunts took
me away from it. He saia there was more than one way of
serving God. ... | say, | hope you don't mind me talking to
you. Areyou very strict in Hiergpolis ?
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DEACONESS. No, not very. But they enjoin on us a certain
degree of austerity. And they are careful to give us the usua
warnings.

ABBOT. What warnings ?

DEACONESS. Oh, that the Devil may awake in us wicked
thoughts by—oh, well—taking the disguise of a monk, for
instance.

[She laughs.]

ABBOT (laughing).  You look very attractive when you laugh.
Perhaps you, too, are another favourite disguise of the Devil.

DEACONESS (suddenly serious). Oh, no.  You must not say
that.

ABBOT. We monks are properly warned too, you know.
We know that women are the most dangerous of al living
creatures.

DEACONESS (crossing herself). It was said by Sara, the Abbess,
" | am awoman in sex, but not in spirit ".

ABBOT. Very well, then. | shall not think you a Devil if
you will pay me the like compliment.

DEACONESS. | do not think you are a Devil.

ABBOT. Splendid! And now, what shall we talk about, for
we may have many hours to wait ?

DEACONESS. Do you think we might talk about the Devil ?

ABBOT. ~ Why not ?

DEACONESS. | have often wanted to talk about him, but the
other Deaconesses are shocked when his name is mentioned. |
think that is alittle foolish of them, don't you ?

ABBOT. Yes Itisagood thing to know something about
the ways and the character of one's enemy.  The holy old men
Ln Libya were often on quite intimate conversational terms with

im. '

DEACONESS. So | have heard.  And how can one fight a
battle if one doesn't know what sort of a person' the enemy's
general is?

ABBOT. How indeed! And some of the Fathers go further
than that. They say that it is sometimes necessary to fight the
Devil with the Devils weapons.

DEACONESS. Oh! . . . Oh, do they ?

ABBOT. Yes indeed. Did you ever hear the true story of
the Holy Old Anchorite, Abraham, and his little Niece who was
stolen from him by the Devil ?
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DEACONESS. No. | haven't heard that storK.

ABBOT. It has been written down by St. Iép raem, the good
IQII? man who died in this very city. | shal tel it to you, if you
ike.

DEACONESS.  Please do.

ABBOT. Itwill helpto passthetime. )

DE@CONESS. Yes. Itwill. Doesthe Devil come into the
story “

AWBBOT. Not in his own person.  But he is very lively in the
background—nbehind the scenes, as they in the wicked
theatres where actors and even actresses exhibit themselves on
the stage for money.

I DEACONESS (crossing hersdlfy.  They have told me of such
places.

ABBOT. It is not of them we spesk. But in the sanctified
theatre of your mind you must make yourself see this old man,
Abraham the Hermit, sitting in his cdl in the Desert, steeping
pam-leaves in water and interlacing them into mats;, and most
of all meditating on the greatest—on the only great things . . .

[The Curtain parts and shows ABRAHAM'S Cell. It is divided into
two by a rough partition, in which thereis a little trapdoor about
five feetfrom the ground. In each half there is a stool and a
matting bed. In each there is a book on a stand. But on the
ABBOT'S side there are flowers in a bowl—the only visible sign that
ABRAHAM'S NIECE lives there. There is a stone pitcher on
ABRAHAM'S side, but none on the other. ABRAHAM, an old
man with a white bushy beard, is weaving a mat of palm-leaves
and reading his book.]

ABBOT. The story says that the blessed Abraham had a
brother; and when his brother died, he left behind him a
daughter, a child of seven.  Her father's friends brought her to
her uncle.  The old man saw her and had her housed in the
outer room of hiscell.  There was a small window between the
two rooms, and through this he taught her the psater and other

of Holy Writ, and she kept vigil with him in praising
God, and would sing the Psdms aong with him, and tried to
copy her uncle in dl abstinence. She was a charming little
creature with fair hair and a dight stammer which she never
completely lost.  Her uncle had joy to see her so swift and un-
hesitant m al good, in humbleness, in modesty, in quiet.
é{sﬁny years she lived with him in abstinence, even rassaT
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innocent lamb and an untarnished dove. But the time came
when the Evil One webbed a net for her to the grief and anxiety
of the holy man. . . .

[MARIA, a handsome, enthusjasic-lookin? young woman in a plain
white 'garment, comes into her half of the Scene carrying an
earthenware vessel full of water. She puts it down and goes to the
trapdoor, opening itfrom her side]

MARIA. Uncle!

ABRAHAM. Are you there, my child F

[He does not look up.]

MARIA. I've been fetching water.

ABRAHAM. Water is a mogt instructive element.

MARIA. Isit, Uncle ?

ABRAHAM. When there is a great ded of it, it is turbulent
and treacherous, and even murderous. Yet when it separates
itself apart, we see a very good thing.  For in the peace of its
solitude the muddiness settles and the water becomes clear and
honest and reflects very gaily and humbly the lights of Heaven.

MARIA. | wish | knew how you think of such things. |
think and think and | see that what you tell meistrue, but | can't
think of truths for myself.

ABRAHAM. We don't think of truths. They are given to
usifwewait. And if we cleanse ourselves from our passions.

* MARIA. But | have no passons.

ABRAHAM. No? Tdl me, if you were walking along the
road and saw a lot of sones and broken pots lying about, and
there, among them, a piece of gold, what would you do ?

MARIA.  Wdl ... | should know that it wasn't mine. |
should let it be.

ABRAHAM. No, but how would it appear to you ? Could
you think of it as if it were one of those stones or broken bits of
pottery ?

MARIA. No. | should know what it was and that some
people might think it important, but | could easily stop myself
from picking it up.

ABRAHAM. Thenpassonisdiveinyou, butitisbound. . . .
If you were to hear of two people that one loved you and spoke
well of you and that the other hated you and told everybody that
you were a stupid, priggish, spoiled little brat; and then suppose
you saw them coming dong the track to see you in your cellj
would you be glad to see them both ?
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" MARIA.  Weél, | should try to make no difference between
them.

ABRAHAM. You would try very hard ? _

MARIA. Yes very hard. | should make mysdlf kind to both
of them dike. _ o

ABRAHAM.  Then the passon of hatred is dtill dive.  You
do not wrestle with anything that is dead. But by the practise
of holiness we m:%ly keep our passons bound so that they need
not trouble us. They need not trouble us at all.

MARIA. Yes ... | saw the Brother at the well.

ABRAHAM.  The Brother ?  What Brother ?

MARIA. The Brother who came to you yesterday and talked
and talked.  Or rather you taked, but | heard his voice from
timeto timeand | recognised it when he spoke to me at the well.

ABRAHAM. | thought he had gone away. _ _

MARIA. Hemeanttogo thismorning, but hesaid hehad still
some troubles in his mind and that he might come to you

ain.
agABRAHAM. Did he ? _
~MARIA. Hewasn't very sure. He thought he might settle
his dIffICUltIeSatgl himself.” | asked him what his difficulties
were, and we had quite a long talk.
ABRAHAM. Did you help him ? .
MARIA. | think T did, perhaps. He sad | had.
ABRAHAM. Hm! . . . What were his difficulties ?
MARIA. Hesad that when he practised humility he always
feltakind of satisfactioninit.  And he couldn't be sure whether
that satisfaction came from God or from the Devil.
ABRAHAM. You told him, of course, that true humility can
never be satisfied, but cries continually like the daughter of the
horseleech? . .
MARIA. | didn't tell him that exactly in so many words.
ABRAHAM.  But you told him that his satisfaction was sinful
pridein his humility and that it came from the Devil ?
MARIA. No, not exactly that either. | can't put things as
well asyou can.  But it was more or less that.
ABRAHAM. What did you tel him ? _
MARIA. | told him I thought he undervalued himself and
that he should go on practising humility and not bother.
ABRAHAM. But that isn't more or [esswhat | sad at dl.
MARIA. Oh,isntit? I'msorry.
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ABRAHAM. | hopeyou may not have nourished the Devil of
spiritua pride in that young man's heart.

MARIA. Oh, no. | haven't done that.

ABRAHAM. How do you know ?

MARIA. Hésnot that sort of man at al.  He's so gentle and
humble and kind. He helped me to draw the water and he did
want to know. Don't be cruel to him if he comes back.

ABRAHAM. Crud ?

MARIA.  No, of course you're never cruel.  You're my dear,
kind old Uncle, and you couldn't be cruel to a raging lion if it
came ramping and roaring into the cell.

ABRAHAM.  Talking of lions, did | ever tell you the story the
Abbot Alexander told me of old Paul Helladicus ?

MARIA. No. Tdl meit.

ABRAHAM. Alexander went one day to see the old fellow in
his cave, and they were sitting talking when there was a knock at
the door. The old fellow went and opened the door and then
took a platter of bread and peas and took it out to whoever it was
that knocked. The Abbot thought it must be some pilgrim, so
he had a look out of the window—and it was a lion!

MARIA.  Oh, dear!

ABRAHAM. The Abbot asked the old man about it and he
said,” | admonished the great beast, saying," If you do no hurt to
any living thing, you may come here every day and | will give
you food." And this is now the seventh month since he has
come twice a day for his meds” After afew days my friend
the Abbot went to buy awine-jar from the old Solitary and asked
how theliondid. Andtheold fellow said,” Badly. = The other
day he came here for breakfast with blood on hischin, and | said,

What's this? What's this? You have been disobedient to
me. You have eaten flesh. Blessad be God, | will give you no
more—devourer of flesh, eating the bread of the fathers! Go
avay. Get out!" He didn't want to go away, so | took a
rope and folded it in three and hit him with it threetimes. And
he went away."

MARIA (laughing). Poor lion!  But what a brave old man!
| should have been afraid of the lion.

ABRAHAM. | don'tthink so. Thereisnothingin thisworld
to be afraid of—except sin. The old Abbot Nisteron was
walking in the desert with a Brother and they met a huge
Dragon.  The Brother ran like a hare and the Abbot ran too,
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and very fast indeed for such an old man. When they stopped
for breath the Brother said, " Were you afraid of the Dragon
too ?" And the Abbot said, " | am not afraid, my son; but
it- was expedient that | should flee a the sight of the Dragon,
that | might not have to flee the spirit of vainglory."

MARIA. | should think he was a little bit frightened.

ABRAHAM. Marial You must not compe me to admonish
you. If the Abbot was frightened, it was a matter between
iiimsdfand God. It isnone of our affair. . . . It'sgetting too
dark to work. We shall say our evening prayer and go to bye-
byes.

MARIA. | would like to read a Gospel before | go to deep.
May | light the lamp, if | draw the shutter |

ABRAHAM. Yes yes. Youwon'tdisturbme | amweary
tonight. I'm not so young as | once was. . . . Are you

?
readly [He hasput away hiswork. Both kneel."
ABRAHAM and MARIA.  Blessed Lord, stretch forth Thy great
hand between us and the Powers of Darkness on this night.
Blessed Son of Mary, watch over us tenderly as thy Mother
watched over thee in the cattle stall.  Amen.
[MARIA lights her rush-light. ABRAHAM continues in prayer for a
little and then stretches himself on his mat.]
MARIA. Good night, Uncle. God bless you.
ABRAHAM. Good night, my child. God bless you.
[ABRAHAM turns hisface to the wall and is immediately asleep.
MARIA turns the pages of her missal and begins to read; but not
for long.  Shelooksinto vacancy, thinking.  Then listening. A
knock, very gentle, at the door dtartles her. She sits frozen till the
knock is repeated.  Then she goes to the door.]
MARIA.  Who is there ?
MONK (outside). It is |, Brother Absolom.
MARIA. My Uncle has gone to bed. You must come to-
MOrrow.
MONK. Ishe adesp ?
MARIA. Yes You must come tomorrow.
MONK. Open the door a little. | have something to ask
you.
MARIA (opening the door a chink). You must ask it very
quietly.  You will wake my Uncle.
MONK. It is most unfortunate that he should have gone
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to bed. | could not dep. I'm disturbed. I'm ill. I'm
parched with thirst.  Will you give meadrink of water ?

MARIA.  But . . . ,

‘MONK. Your Uncledid not teach you to refuse water to a
thlrstxwayfarer. .

MARIA. No. Il give you some. But you must go away
at once when you have drunk it.

[MARIA goes to the water-jug an4 pours some water into a cup. Her
back is to the door and the MONK comes into the room.  As she
turns, she lets the cupfall.]

MONK. Don't beafraid. Areyou afraid of me ? Why are

you afraid ? _
MARIA. | dont know. . . . Perhaps ... I'm like the
Abbot Nisteron. . . . Perhaps I'm fleeing from the spirit of

vanglory.

M%NILZ You're trembling.

[He takes her hands andforces her gently to her seat.]

MARIA. | have spilt your drink.

MONK. Never mindthat. It'svery strange that you should
be afraid. Today | was in terrible fear. You cannot know
what such fear may be, Ilvmg like a quiet rock flower in your
life of piety and virtue. And then you came to me at the well
and cadt the fear out of me.  Then.” Out there.  In the dark-
ness. Beneath the stars. It came back. The fear. | could
notN?o away till | had seen you. _

ARIA. Poor Brother Aosolom. | didn't understand. I'll
wake my Uncle and hell pray for you. _

MONK. No. He cant help me. You aone can give me
pece. . . . You're still trembling. Have you taken my fear
upon yourself? _

MARIA. | don't know. | can't help trembling.
~ MONK. When | amwith you | am apé)y and content.  As
if | were safe in the Courts of Heaven and you a bright angel.
;oudare bright and beautiful like an angel.  You must not be

raid.
~ MARIA.  I'mfoolish. | don'tknow what itis. | can't help

It.
MONK. Shdl | read you averse or two to quieten you ? |
shaMArlgﬁd in % very low voice, and your Uncle will not waken.
: &8
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MONK. I'll read where the book opens. ..." So Esther
was taken unto King Ahasuerus into his house royal in the tenth
month in the seventh year of his reign. And the king loved
Esther above al women, and she obtained grace and favour in his
sight more than al the virgins; so that he set the royal crown
upon her head and made her queen instead of Vashti.  Then the
king . . .»

l\}IgARIA. No. Don't read that.

MONK. Asyou wish.—(He turns some pages.)—I shal read
to you of the love of the Church. " A garden enclosed is my
sger, my bride. A spring shut up, a fountain seded. Thy
shoots are an orchard of pomegranates with precious fruits.
Henna and spikenard, saffron -and cinnamon. Thou art a
fountain of gardens, a well of living waters. ... | was adeep
(she said) but my heart waked. It is the voice of my beoved
that knocketh saying: Open to me, my sister, my love, my
undefiled.  For my head 1s wet with dew, my curls are full of
the drops of the night. . . . Who is she that looketh forth as
the morning, fair as the moon, pure as the sun, terrible as an
army with banners? . . .

"I am my beloved's and my beloved is mine. ... Set me
then asased upon thy heart asased upon thinearm: for loveis
stronger than death.”

\A short silence broken by a groanfrom the deeping ABRAHAM ]
ABRAHAM (in his deep). Avoid thee, avoid thee, Satan!
Withdraw thy teeth from God's pure Church, the sanctified,
the undefiled.
MONK. Hush! Has he awakened ?
MARIA. No. Heisdill adegp. He cries out, sometimes,

in his deep.
MONK. Come with me.
MARIA.  No.

MONK. Come with me.

[He takes her by the hand and leads her to the door. With the
other hand he puts out the light.  ABRAHAM groans miserably in
his deep.]

ABRAHAM. The dove. The dragon and the dove. It is
gone. Itisall gone
THE CURTAIN CLOSES.

DEACONESS. Oh, das! Alasl That the Fiend should dress
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himself in the garments of a holy man and use the sacred words
themsalves to fulfil his devilish purpose! -

ABBOT. It is the way of the Fiend. You shall hear soon
how the tables were turned on him and how he was caught in
his own trap. But have patience. We shall hear what the
girl has to say.

[MARIA comes outfrom the Curtain and, sinks, woebegone, to the
ground.]

MARIA.

Upon the deep tides of my sorrowing,

As a poor sailor by the seas half-drowned,

At their unwitting will | shift and fling.

Nowhere is place of resting to be found,

Nowhere a haven to hea my bitter wound;

For | am dead, and for the dead there no help is.

| by mysdlf have dain mjrsdf in this.

Thougn | can weep and in my heart fed pain

| wot me well | shall not live again.

Sorrow upon me, with deep springs of tears,

What have | done to him who loves me best ?

How drenched in bitterness his later years ? _ _
How steeped in shame my soul ? | am the foul fiend's jest.

Where shall | go? What pit is there to hide
All my rank sorrows that so cling and abide ?
For 1 am she forgot that high betrothing
Wherein | was betrothed to Bridegroom pure,
And now, a vesd of contempt and loathing,
Am dead to God and man. A thing most sure.
Sorrow upon me, | can never more ,
Sing holy psdms to the old man in his cdll.
If God would ?rant that | might die at his door
And he might lift me up and al bewel. . , .
But | am fallen a thousand fathoms in Hell.
| cannot to his window lift mine eyes )
Darkened with evil. Mii tongue Is parched with lies
And can no more change kind and sacred words with him
Whose company is of the spotless cherubim.
| am log. | will go wandering to lands unknown
To live aliving death.  For hope is gone.
[She rises and disappears through the Curtain."]
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DEACONESS. Poor thing! And the poor old man, too.
How did he take it when he found she had gone ?

ABBOT. Onthenight shewent he had aterrible dream.  He
dreamed that he saw a huge and monstrous dragon, most foul in
its agpect and strongly hissing. He saw it come up out of the
ground and come to his cdl. And there it found a dove and
gulped it down and returned againtoitsden.  Abraham thought
that this dream signified a new persecution against the Church,
for it was a long time before he found that his niece had gone.
He thought that she was in meditation, or adegp. He prayed to
God for the Church, saying, " Thou that art God, foreseeing
al things, Lover of men, thou knowest what this vision may
mean." He spent the day in prayer, and the next night the
dragon came again, and this time it laid its head under its paws
and burst asunder.  And the dove was till dive in its bely.

DEACONESS. But ... | mean to say . . . You tel me,
Father, that he spent the day in prayer—and that | can well
understand. | have had frightful nightmares mysdlf, oncein a
way. But didn't he miss his niece ?

ABBOT. No. Not then.

DEACONESS. But didn't he say good morningtoher ?  Didn't
they sing the daybreak hymn ? = Didn't he hear the silence when
she wasn't moving about in her cdl ?

ABBOT. No. None of these things. You see, it was a
curious thing for awoman to live in a hermit's cdll, even if she
was his own niece.  And when he was in any perturbation of

irit, it was understood between them that she wasn't there at

[. If he didn't say, " Good morning, God hless you," she
listened till she heard his groanings and his muttered prayers and
s till or walked about like a little mouse until he spoke to her
again. Sometimes it lasted for days.

DEACONESS.  But if he had taken ill ?

ABBOT. He never took ill. He was ahardy old man. He
lived on parched grain and dried pess and water from the spring.
There was nothing to make himiill.

DEACONESS. | se | should have been anxious.

ABBOT. Listen. He has wakened from his second dream.

\fThe Curtain parts. ABRAHAM ison his mat between seeping and
waking.]

ABRAHAM. Oh! . . . Oh! . .. Oho! Ah, my poor burst

311 [ 13]



THE DRAGON AND THE DOVE ACT |

monger, did E\;gggthink to hold the dove of the Holy Ghost for-
ever inyour ly maw ?

[Hewakesand, sitstip]

Thank God! It was a dreadful dream, but a happy dream.

Thank God the dove is safe. | feared too much. | should

have had faith. . . . Marial We shdl sy our prayers
together.  The Lord has sent me a vison that has broken the
bonds of terror. We must thank him for it. ... Maria

Areyou adeep ? Good morning and God blessyou. | want
to talk to you! Y ou have been very good and quiet for along
time. . . . Bles my soul, | dont know how long. . . .
Marial!

[He goes to the trapdoor and listens. As there is no sound, he
hesitatesfor a moment and opens the trapdoor ]

The flowers are dead. The drinking-cup is broken. She
has not dept on her bed.

[He leaves the trapdoor and stands, stunned.]

Now | know what the vison meant! . . . Sorrow upon me,
for a cruel wolf has stolen my lamb, my daughter is made cap-
tive. , . .

Lord Christ, Saviour of the World, send Maria my lamb back
to meand restore her to the fold of life, that my old age go not in
sorrow from the world.  Despise not my beseeching, Lord, but
be swift to send thy grace to bring her forth unharmed from the
dragon's mouth.

[ABRAHAM continues silent in prayer. An approaching voice is
heard singing a hymn. It is a dlightly cracked voice, hut the
hymn is a veryjovial hymn and is sung with greatjoviality.]

EPHRAEM (without).

Hymnum dicat turba fratrum
Hymnum cantus personet. . . .

[EPHRAEM, a cheerful, rather diffident old man enters.  He has a

rough crozer in his hand.]

EPHRAEM. Ab-raham! . . . Oh, I'm sorry, old friend,
you're busy. I'll come another time.

ABRAHAM. Whoisit? Ephraem! What apleasure to see
you! Come in. Come in. St down. Il take off your

sandds.  WEeIl have breakfast and you shal give me dl your
news.

EPHRAEM. | spent lagt night at the monastery at Nitria. |
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shal be there for a few days. They get up very early. | sad
early matins and trotted oft to sse you. How are you, my dear
old friend ?

ABRAHAM. | ? Oh, there's nothing the matter with me.
But you must be starving.  Let me seg, now, | had some lentils
somewhere.

EPHRAEM. You don't look after yourself enough. You
must remember you aren't SO young as you once were.

[ABRAHAM fetches a platter and a cup of water.]

EPHRAEM. These look very good. But aren't you having
any?

ABRAHAM. No. Not at present.

EPHRAEM. Are you fasting again ?

ABRAHAM. No. Yes. | don't know. I'm glad to see
you. How are the good brothers at Nitria ?

EPHRAEM. Never mind the brothers at Nitria. You
aren't looking yourself. What's the matter ?

ABRAHAM.  I'm al right.

EPHRAEM. Where is Maria?

ABRAHAM. She ... | don't know.

- EPHRAEM. You don't know ? The poor child, | pity her.
Y our wits go wool %atheri ng up in the sky among the holy angels
and you haven't athought to spare for your own flesh and blood.
Go and find her and tell her I'm here.

ABRAHAM.  Ephraem.

EPHRAEM. Yes ?

ABRAHAM. Do you know the Monk Absolom ?

EPHRAEM. Yes. Poor felow. A very clever fellow and a
very eloquent fellow, but | sometimes wonder whether he should
have ever gone into the Church. | forgot. | sent himto you.
What did you make of him ?

ABRAHAM. He seemed penitent.

EPHRAEM. He may well be. He got apoor, decent girl into
trouble in Alexandria.  The Bishop gave him hard penance for
that, poor soul. | tried to help him, but, as you know, I'm not
much of a man of the world. It's a great defect in a priedt.
I've got neither your holiness nor the Bishop's humanity.  I'm
afraid I'mjust asilly old buffer.  Don't let'stalk about Absolom,
The thought of him makes me miserable, and | don't want to
gpoil my happiness in seeing you.
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ABRAHAM. God help me.

EPHRAEM. What's the matter ? .

ABRAHAM. Twenty years ago you brought to me my
brother's child and gave her into my keeping.  Three days ago
you sent me this wretched young man that | might care for him
and bring him back to piety and right living. | have been fase
to both my charges.

EPHRAEM. What do you mean ?

ABRAHAM. Two nightsago as | lay on my lazy bed | heard
voices. | often hear voices when | am rapt and dreamy; but |
know now that these were the voices of Absolom and my niece.

EPHRAEM. Oh, dear me. Youdontmean? . .

ABRAHAM. Late in the night | had avision that would have
explained al things to me if I had not been besotted and blind.
| am a worthless shepherd. A treacherous watchman, O
Maria, my child, my child!

EPHRAEM. Whereis she?

ABRAHAM. Shehas gone. She has gone away.

EPHRAEM. Um! Not with Absolom ?

ABRAHAM. | fear it.

EPHRAEM. A bad business.

ABRAHAM. We must find her.

EPHRAEM. YeS.

ABRAHAM.  And bring her back.

EPHRAEM. Indeed,indeed. . . . Wemust trustinthe Lord.

ABRAHAM. We must dso help ourselves.

EPHRAEM. Indeed. But Africais a big place.

ABRAHAM. It is not too hig for me

EPHRAEM, What are you going to do ?

ABRAHAM. | shdll set out a once. If | am to search dll
Africa, the sooner | begin the better.

EPHRAEM. Itisvery splendid and, if | maya?/so very like
you, my dear old friena, to go out into Africa to find one grain
among Its multitudinous sands, but could we not take thought
foralittle?

ABRAHAM. | cannot think. | must act.

EPHRAEM. Yes but consder. If the girl came back ? If
she found the cell empty while you were a thousand miles away
questing like an old hound on a logt scent ?

ABRAHAM.  You think she will come back ?

EPHRAEM. | think .
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" ABRAHAM. And you think that | should wait for her—
ere?

EPHRAEM. | put it to you for your consideration.

ABRAHAM. And in the meantime she is running, logt and

fri ghtened through the dark caves of the Accuser of the Brethren,
and | hold back my hand from guiding her. A shepherd goes
to the hills for his log sheep.
- EPHRAEM. Youemploy afigure of speech, Abraham, that is
very sacred and beautiful, but perhaps alittle misleading in the
present instance. Mariaisnot asheep. Sheisavery good and
sensble young woman.  She will come back.

ABRAHAM. = Good and sensible young women go mad.  Her
goodness and her sense did not save her from the Devil.

EPHRAEM. | haveagreat ded of confidence in her goodness
and sense-in anybody's goodness and sense. The Devil may
leap on the good from behind and bear them to the ground, but
their goodnessliftsthemup again.  Goodness, my dear Abraham,
isavery resilient quality, as | think | have heard you observe in
days gone by.

ABRAHAM. Very justly spoken. But, in the meantime,
what is happening to my poor child ? Are we to St here and
talk like two old poll-parrots while the Fiend works his will ?

EPHRAEM. No. | think KOU should stay here and ask help
from the Lord . . . and will her to oomeJJack. You have a
very strong will, Abraham.  And, if you do not think that by
itself sufficiently practical, there is much that | can do. | am
not, as you know, very clever, but can you be cam and listen to
me for a moment ?

ABRAHAM.  Yes, ifyou don't intend another homily on good-
ness.

EPHRAEM. No, no. Of course not. As you know, the
Bishops have decided that a usdess old man like me can be best
employed by trotting round the monasteries and churches and
keeﬁing everybod?/ in a good humour. Nobody can be angry
with a smpleton like me, and'they find that the angriest rebukes
| am charged with trip out quite pleasantly on my prattling
tongue.  So the Brethren are not offended and take the matter
of the rebuke to themselves while they hardly notice the manner.
| think that's true, isn't it ?

ABRAHAM. Yes. That'strue. :

EPHRAEM. Widll, then, let me do the searching. | shdl
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have the whole Church helping me, and rumour travels more
quickly over Africathan an old hermit with his staff.

ABRAHAM.  You areavery wise man, Ephraem, and you may
well be right.

EPHRAEM. In whatever great circle Maria may wander, it
will dways have a centre. ~ This is the centre, here.  She will
be drawn to it, and you will be thereto receive her.  Asfor me,
the old chatterbox, | shall tQ/ continually to hear of her. If |
hear, I'll run to you and tell you. You may count on that.
Then will be the time for you to act.

ABRAHAM.  Then will" be the time.  If she is in the Pit of
Hell 1 will ?\4 to her, like the man in the heathen story.

EPHRAEM. | know you will, old friend.

[He takes ABRAHAM'S hand and gives it afriendly shake]

North, South, East or West.  I'll soon tell you which!

(THE CURTAIN is DRAWN.)

DEACONESS.  And did he find her ?
ABBOT. Not for two years.
: [A LAY BROTHER appears]

L?Y ?ROTHER. My Lordisnow at liberty. Which of you
was firgt

ABBOT. _The Deaconess wes first. _

DEACONESS. Oh, but | can quite easily walit.

LAY BROTHER. My Lord can only e one of you before
refection.

DEACONESS.  Oh, now, that's very awkward.

ABBOT. Never mind, | shall walk on the terracing, and per-
haps the Bishop will invite meto dinner.

DEACONESS.  Are rou sure you won't mind ?

ABBOT. That'sdl right.

DEACONESS. | dowant tohear therest of thestory.

ABBOT. Weshdl s In the meantime, you mustn't keep
the Bishop waiting.

DEACONESS. Wl . . . thank you ... yes ... per-
haps. ... Itisredly very good of you, Father. | hope you
are till here when | come back. .

ABBOT. |shdltrytobe | likeagood listener.

[Exeunt DEACONESS and LAY BROTHER. The ABBOT yawns,
stretches himself, and goes out in the opposite direction]

END OF ACT I.
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The ABBOT enters, takes his seat, and begins to look over a Book of Hours.
To him, the LAY BROTHER.

ABBOT. Wadl, my son, how goes it ?

LAY BROTHER. The audience is nearly finished. The
voices of the Father Bishop and the holy Deaconess are near the
door and have been for the last five minutes.

ABBOT. She has thought of something else to ask him.

LAY BROTHER. Women aways think of something else a
the last moment.

ABBOT. You are very observant.

LAY BROTHER.  One has to be in my job.

ABBOT. You are dso very impudent. You must not cate-
gorise holy Deaconesses as women.

LAY BROTHER. They have some of the characteristics.

ABBOT. Hold your tongue.

LAY BROTHER. Curiosity's one. She asked me to try to
keep you till she heard the rest of your story.

ABBOT. Shedid, didshe? Hasyour reverence any informa-
tion as to when the Lord Bishop will sse me ?

LAY BROTHER. Not till after refection. | told you that,
Father, didn't | ?

ABBOT. Perhaps you did. | must lay your wise words
closer to my heart. Now go away.

LAY BROTHER. | wasgoing anyhow, Reverend Father. |
must attend m% Lord Bishop at his collation.

ABBOT. When | am a Bishop | shall not have a chatterbox
like you breathing down the back of my neck at mealtimes.

LAY BROTHER. No. | shdl bean Abbot then.

ABBOT. Notunlessyou cultivatealittle humility. Get out.
Pax vobiscum.

[Exit the LAY BROTHER. Enter the DEACONESS]

DEACONESS.  You haven't gone.  I'm so glad.

ABBOT. No. How is the Bishop ?

DEACONESS (sitting down).  He is very gracious. Will you
tell me the rest of your story ?

ABBOT. Yes Certainly. Wherewas | ?
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DEACONESS.  The holy Ephraem had promised to seek for the
holy Abraham's niece. What fortune had he in his search ?

ABBOT. Ah, yes ... He had no fortune for a very long
time. He questioned itinerant Friars, he questioned penitents,
he questioned everybody.  But no word came of Maria.  Some-
times he had to send out on a false trail. But Africa had
swalowed her as the dragon swallowed the dove in the old man's
dream. He began to think she might bedead. But Abraham's
faith—after the first day—was as steady asarock. He believed
his second vision and that he would find her. And at last one
day, two years after she had gone, news came to him.

[The Curtain parts and shows ABRAHAM, listlessly setting his cell in
order. He looks very old and weary. When he speaks, his
voice is tired. To him, EPHRAEM. He is in high, though
dightly subdued, spirits,]

ABRAHAM. Wsdl ?

EPHRAEM. | have some news for you.

ABRAHAM. Praise bethe Lord! What isit ?

EPHRAEM. May | sitdown? | am out of breath.

ABRAHAM. Surely, old friend, surely.

EPHRAEM (sitting). Wdl. ... | have found her.

ABRAHAM. Whereisshe? Isshesafe? Isshewdl ?

EPHRAEM. Yes and no.

ABRAHAM. Don't answer me like that. Get your breath
and collect your wits and answer me properly. 1 will have
patience.

EPHRAEM. She . . . forgive me . . . sheisin Memphis.
In the suburb caled Babylon.

ABRAHAM. | shall go at once.

EPHRAEM. Certain things will be required. They will be
here presently. | pushed on here on my mule while tney were
dtill collecting the things. That is why I'm a little breathless.
| am a poor horseman.  Or should it be muleman ?

ABRAHAM. | don't know. Goon. Tel meabout Maria.

EPHRAEM. Yes. | was right. The Colond would be
about your build.

ABRAHAM. What Colond ?

EPHRAEM. Heisn't exactly a Colonel. Not now. In fact
he has been converted. But he used to be a Colond in the
Foreign Legion.  Really a charming man, for one who has been
asoldier dl hislife.  And extremely devout.
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ABRAHAM.  But what has this to do with my child ?

EPHRAEM. | was taking to him about her. You se as
I've often told you, I'm not @ man of the world.  And he had
been. And, as| know very little about such things, | naturally
asked him. . . .

ABRAHAM. Asked him what ? Where isal this leading ?

EPHRAEM. | knew you of old, you see; and | knew you'd be
jumping to start a once, so | wanted to have everything planned
and ready. So that there would be no hitch.

ABRAHAM. ~ Oh, dear, dear!  Will you never tell me what
has become of my littleone ? Must | sit listening to thisrigma:
role of mules and Colonestill my bones crumple up with age and
| cannot go to Memphis at all ?

EPHRAEM. Forgive me, my dear old friend. | am so excited
that words come charging out of me like the Gadarene swine.
A mendicant told me ... acurious fellow, he was, but | know
we can trust him. . . .

ABRAHAM. Never mind the mendicant. Go on.

EPHRAEM. Mariaisliving in an inn in the Babylon quarter
of Memphis. He knew her by the mole on her upper lip and
the dlight hesitation in her speech.

ABRAHAM. Has she amole on her upper lip ?

EPHRAEM. Yes. Don't you remember ?

ABRAHAM. | hardly ever saw her. All these twenty years
| hardly ever saw her.

EPHRAEM. But you remember the little stammer in her

ABRAHAM. Yes Sheusedtosay, " P-pater noster qui esin
ccodis .... | remember. It was very littlee One could
hardly notice it. But it was a pretty sound. Like the little
broken sounds robins make when they are afraid.

EPHRAEM. There was no mistaking it.

ABRAHAM.  And she is living ... inaninn?

EPHRAEM. Yes I'mafraiditisapretty low kind of inn too.
Our Lord was born in an inn, but not, | think, in this kind of
inn.  The Brother said it was adways full of soldiers and boxers
and actorsand musicians and thieves.  The Colone remembered
it. Hesad it had a bad name.

ABRAHAM. In nomine Patri, Sanctaeque Virginis. . . .
Go on.

EPHRAEM. The mendicant Friar entered it, in hisinnocence,
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and asked for bread. They mocked him and beat him and left
him for dead. He saw Maria

ABRAHAM.  She brought him help P _

EPHRABM. No. Shewaswith therest. The Brother said
he thought she laughed with them, but | do not think she did.
He cannot be sure.

ABRAHAM. | must go there.

EPHRAEM. _Wait, wait, wait! They are heathen. They
are devils.  They would kill you.

ABRAHAM.  Better than 1 have been mocked and scourged
and killed. Let mebe Whereismy dick ?

~EPHRAEM. What good would it"do to Maria if you were
killed? We must be wise.  Like serpents.

ABRAHAM. But | must go to her.

EPHRAEM.  You shdl go to her.

ABRAHAM. But | DIUSt gO a OTICC. . .

EPHRAEM. Ifyou ﬁo by my way you will travel ten times as
quickly. | have brought you ahorse’ . . .

And here it comes

[He goes to the doorway.]

ABRAHAM. But | have never riddenahorse.

EPHRAEM. It is avery quiet horse. It is old like us and
patient, like me.  Don't come out. St down. | have some-
thing to show you.

[ABRAHAM sits down, bewildered. Exit EPHRAEM, who returns
almost immediately dragging a large bundle®
_(To someone outside).  Take the horse down to the spring and
ive himadrink. He hasalongjourney before him, poor old
dlow, and we start dmost at once. . . . There.

ABRAHAM. What isthat bundle ?

EPHRAEM. | tried to tdl_¥ou, but you wouldn't ligen.  Itis
the Colond's old undress unitorm.

ABRAHAM. But why ? | don't understand.

EPHRAEM. We must go cunningly into the country of the
enemy. You must goindisguise.  They will think you are an
officer of the Empire.” They will make you welcome.” That is
better than a besting. _ . .

ABRAHAM.  But | don't look like an officer of the Empire.

EPHRAEM.  You will when you haver dressed in the Colond's
clothes.

ABRAHAM. | See
[ 221 320



ACT 11 THE DRAGON AND THE DOVE

EPHRAEM. Make haste, then. | thought you were in a
hurry.  Take off your gown.

ABRAHAM. | see. you are aclever man, Ephreem. We
ﬁédl beat the cunning one by cunning. . . . And by the Lord's

p.

EPHRAEM. By the Lord's help, certainly. Take off your
gown.

THE CURTAIN IS DISCREETLY DRAWN.

ABBOT. Then Abraham made haste to change his appearance
—to change amost his whole being, except for the valiant
heart beating beneath it all.

DEACONESS.  But it will never succeed. Those two old
innocentsl  They haven't the wickedness in them to carry out
such adeceit.  Tnejrwill bediscovered.  All will belogt.  The
wicked men in the mn will beat him and mock him as they did
to the mendicant.  He cannot save her that way.

ABBOT. Ifthey havesufficient faith, eventhevery good can
learn deceit verY quickly. Beyewise, said the Apostle, as ser-
pents, and harmless as doves.  So it was with this old holy man.
B&Ii des, it ijs dwayswell to remember that the wicked are exceed-
ingly stupid.

DEACONESS. They must be or they wouldn't be wicked.
That is certainly true. But | have a sinking in my stomach
when | think of that good old man facing fierce danger in that
mountebank disguise. . . .

[The Curtain parts and shows EPHRAEM helping ABRAHAM to dress.
ABRAHAM looks absurdly self-conscious in bis tostume. It is that
of a Roman mercenary officer of the fourth century A.D. It
includes a chainmail hauberk, a tunic ornamented tvith a
quantity of tarnished gilt, Hue trousers, a little leather Kkilt,
calf-high black laced boots, gilt spurs, the long, single-edged
spatha on the left side and a dagger on the right. Over all
there is a short riding-cloak.  Yet the most remarkable change
in ABRAHAM'S appearance is caused by the removal of his beard.
EPHRAEM holds it in his hand and, in the other band, a pair
of scissors]

ABRAHAM.  Ales, das!

EPHRAEM. It had to be old friend.  If thy whiskers offend
thee, cut them off and cas them from thee.

ABRAHAM. My beard must have been a source of vanity to
me without my knowing. | fed naked without it.
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EPHRAEM. You are far from naked. Indeed, you are a
most formidable-looking warrior.

ABRAHAM. Am | ?

EPHRAEM. You terrify me. Comedong. Get your boots
on, | have some walnut juice and soot to make you look fierce.

ABRAHAM.  Are these boots ?

EPHRAEM. Yes

ABRAHAM. | am told that people die in such things.

EPHRAEM. They die more often in beds.

ABRAHAM. They are very uncomfortable.

EPHRAEM. Nonsense. Have you never worn pess in your
sandals?

ABRAHAM. Yes But that was in a good cause.

EPHRAEM. Soisthis. Goon. Lacethemup. Lacethem
U
P'ABRAHAM. | put pess in my sandds as a remedy against
pride. | wonder if soldiers wear these uncomfortable garments
for the same purpose ? They arevery uncomfortable, Ephraem.

EPHRAEM. Well ? Wdlr You should be thelast to complain
ofthat. . . . Letemesee The sword to theleft and the dagger
to the right. Got your boots on ?  Stand up. The Colond
showed me. Yes That'sit.

ABRAHAM. | suppose soldiers are more subject to sinful pride
than even anchorites. It is strange that that never occurred to
me before.  What have they got to be proud of, | wonder ?

EPHRAEM. Waitahit5 the cloak hangs here, | think. Yes
That'stheway.

ABRAHAM. They are al hung over with letha instruments
intended to hurt and destroy their unfortunate brothers.  They
have to do sensdess things shouted at them by rude and stupid
men. | am very sorry for soldiers ?

EPHRAEM. Eh? I'msorry. | wasnt listening.

ABRAHAM. | sad | was very sorry for soldiers.

EPHRAEM. You look as if you were sorry for something.
You mustn't look like that. It spoils the whole effect.  Now,
the helmet. . . .

ABRAHAM. Of course, they practise a certain kind of austerity;
and any kind of austerity must have some influence on tne
character and be pleasing in the sight of the Lord.

EPHRAEM (trying on the helmet). Dear, dear. Tut, tut. |
thought it wouldn't fit. Never mind.  You can carry it.
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ABRAHAM. Do you think that austerity, practised for itsown
sake, or even towards some dubiousend . . . ?

EPHRAEM. Walk up and down alittle.  You must get used
to al that ironmongery.

ABRAHAM. Yes. | seethat. (He walksin an unsoldierly
manner.) But my mind is troubled on this question.  All that
marching and drill in such uncomfortable habiliments would be
looked upon by the Fathers as a very severe penance indeed.
But soldiers manage to sustain alively and evenjovial appearance
withital. They . . .

EPHRAEM. , M?/ dear old friend, do you think you might
manage to sustain alively and jovial appearance ? You look to
me much liker a sheep going to the daughter than a gallant son
of Mars.

ABRAHAM. Do I ?

EPHRAEM. Hold your head up. Turn your toesin alittle.
Cultivate amartial stride.  Twist your moustaches fiercely.

ABRAHAM.  Like that ?

EPHRAEM. No, fiercely. And step out. You won't fall.
Turn round quickly, stamp your feet.  Hold your sword by the
handle. Now, cough in an offensive manner.

ABRAHAM. Ahem? Isthat offensive enough ?

EPIHRAEM. Not quite. Remember you are fighting the
Devil.

ABRAHAM. OfcOUrsC. YeS. AHEM!

EPHRAEM. That's better.  You're not afraid of the Devil!
You'll knock hissilly head off!  Think of Gideon.  Think of
Joshua.  Think of Benaiah the son of Jehoida.  Left.  Right.
Left, right.  About turn.  Cough again.  Stop!

ABRAHAM. What's the matter ? Was | doing it wrong ?

EPHRAEM. , No, no. But | nearly forgot. The Colond
wrote down for me on this piece of paper some soldiers oaths.
Do you think perhaps you could bring yourself to commit somel
of the milder ones to memory and use them at theinn ?

ABRAHAM. Arethey very . . . soul-destroying? Let me
e Letmese " Blood and wounds" " Stap my vitals."
" Split me" " Heaven punish that crimson Quartermaster.”

EPHRAEM. But you must say them with conviction. You
must think of the Quartermaster as the incarnate spirit of al evil.

ABRAHAM.  Blagt the gory Quartermaster!

EPHRAEM. Now cough!
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ABRAHAM. Blast him! Ahem!

EPHRAEM (crossing himsdf). It is well to be thorough.

ABRAHAM. Yes. Itiswell to be thorough.

EPHRAEM. You look every inch a soldier.

ABRAHAM. Do | ?

EPHRAEM. Wadll, dmost every inch. And nowv, here is a
bag of money.

ABRAHAM. What ?

EPHRAEM. A bag of money. It is from the Brethren.

ABRAHAM. | can't take money.

EPHRABM. It isthe Devil's artillery.  You must take it.

ABRAHAM.

EPHRAEM. Y&s, yes yes. Youwill spoil everything.  You
must act like asoldier—and feel like a soldier—and be asoldier.
Itisonly for alittle, and the Lord will forgive you.

ABRAHAM. | hope he may.

EPHRAEM. Wsdl. . . The horse has had his drink. . . .
What is it they say ? Boot and Saddle? Eh? Boot and
Saddle.  Come aong, I'll help you to climb up.

[Both go out laughing as thefun of it begins to appeal to them)]
THE CURTAIN IS DRAWN.

DEACONESS. | toldyou. Hewon't look abit likea Colond.

ABBOT. My dear Sigter, how many Colones have you seen ?
The old gentleman who looked after the forage for trie Second
Legion at Alexandria didn't look any smarter than that.

DEACONESS. Perhaps you know best, Father, but, at the
sametime . . .

ABBOT. | am telling you exactly what happened. The
whole story was written down by Ephraem himself.

DEACONESS. I'm sorry.  Please tell me more.

ABBOT. The old man rode, and he rode on his old white
horse, looking and feeling like Death in the Reveation, for he
had never bestridden a horse before.  Though the horse went
cannily, he fell off once or twice till he learned how to grip
firmly the pommel of thesaddleand keep his eyes |ooking between
the quadruped's ers. He went day and night for a hundred
and twenty Roman miles, resting only to feed and water his
horse and to loosen its girths, for, although he wasn't a horseman,
he was a merciful man and merciful to his beest. In desert
places, where he was unlikely to be seen by anyone, he walked
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besde the horse, leading it.  He felt happier 0. As he walked
he recited the less soul-destroying of the oaths the Colond had
written down for him; but he was careful to ask forgivenessin
thesilence of hissoul as each dreadful word sullied theair.  And,
in time, he came to Babylon-on-the-Nile. Night was falling
over the ruined tombs of thewicked kings.  Asthe dew gathered,
the scent of corruption roseon theeveningair 5 for, asthe women
spread sugar and acacia eum to catch flies, so the Lord had
spread this Babylon to callect the children of the Evil One.

Through the foul dreets they buzzed like caught flies.
There was a sound of screaming and foolish laughter, and the
sound of bagpipes and flutes and fifes, but never the sound of a
psalm. The old man was weary and sick to the soul.

The name of the Inn to which he had been directed was THE
THREE KITTENS OF BUBASTis. It merited its evil name. It
was kept by a harridan who might have been the heathen god-
dess Bubastis herself, so compact of evil was she, so full of the
calculating wickedness of the Cat. You are to picture this
murderess lying in wait in the very nest of the Evil One—like a
spider on guard.

Then boldly up to the Gates of Hell on his white horse came
Abraham. Thefirst Abraham went forth to do battle with the
kings and smote them and brought back his nephew Lot. The
second Abraham, says Ephraem, went forth to do battle with the
Devil himself.  So much greater the triumph if he vanquish him
and bring home again his niece in safety.

DEACONESS.  Amen to that.

ABBOT. You are to se a room lit by the filtering dusk from
a square, barred window. It is a low, vaulted room, painted
and gilt like a rich woman; but the plaster is broken and the
paint ispeeling off.  Near the floor, though we cannot see them,
are bloodstains.  Round the wall, though we cannot read them,
there are hieroglyphs encouraging guests to the commission of
the Seven Deady Sins. One of them says of Gluttony:
" When the belly is full, the heart sts in comfort."  Another
says of Pride: " Yoursdf is the only man you really know.
Think well of yoursdf." A third says of Soth: " Show me
tomorrow and | shall bestir mysdf on its behaf." Beow these
hieroglyphs are pictures, done in the Greek fashion, that | can
only lilcen to the dreams of a tortured anchorite.  But mould
ana flies and the busy rats have answered contempt with con-
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tempt, blotting and tearing the wicked artist's work.  On the
floor and on the divan are rich and dusty fabrics.  If you could
look at them closdly you would see the fleas leaping.

[The Curtain parts and shows a room in the THREE KITTENS OF
BUBASTIS. Itisnearly dark. Theroom contains a divan at the
back and a low table with cushioned stools. On one of them a
WOMAN is sleeping with her head on the table. Sheis dressed in
shabby finery, rather like an ancient Egyptian's. We cannot see
her face for her head-dress, but when it becomes visible it is
scarred and battered like an old barnacled rock. The candle-

. tick on the table hasfallen over. The eerie sound of a bagpipe
is heardfrom somewhere in the house and there is a sudden burst
of mirthless laughter—as suddenly silent. An evil-looking
KNAVE, also in a rather elaborate Egyptian costume comes in
carrying a taper. As he lifts and lights the table candles, he
disturbs the sleeping LANDLADY, and we get thefull impact of her
terriblefaceassheraisesit and thelight fallson it simultaneously.]

LANDLADY. Wsdl, rat! Why did you disturb me ?

KNAVE. It is getting dark, Ma. Time to light up.

LANDLADY. What's the good of lighting up? We can
blaze like Hell Fire and nobody will come near us. It's your
faulttoo. You loseyour temper too quickly.  And thenyou're
too handy with the knife. Nothing but riff-raff comes here now.

KNAVE. You know it's not my fault, Ma I'm pad to
keep order and | keep it.  It's the rriests.

LANDLADY. The Priestsl O Priests, priests, priests, priests,
priests.  In the whole of Africa every second man is a priest.
A decent woman can't go out to take the air but she can't move
for psam-singing Praying Jacks. A poof decent woman can't
set up a happy house In jovial, randy little town, but down they
come I|ke a ock of hoodie crows and peck u dl her substance.
Even the good, dirty old magistrates are afraid of them with their,
" Yes, Father," and " O Father,” and " You don't ssy o,
Father! How shocking that a naughty dive like the THREE
KITTENS should flourishin your pure parish! " Dirty old men,
who used to rollick here with the worst of them.  And here am
| with every dinar of my hard-earned capital sunk in this dump
and not an obolus of return on my money and a murdering lout
like you to keep in idleness and ten lazy sluts of girls eating me
out of house and home.  Don't pesk to me about priests. I |
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KNAVE (?oi ng to the window). They want us to have no fun
in thisworld. ~ It'd be a poor world without any fun.

LANDLADY: Giving a decent house a bad name.

" KNAVE. Let them come here, that's al. Let them come
ere,

LANDLADY. Lights. Lights. They cdl me a witch, but
| can't make lights, and | can't make venison and | can't make
wine, not if they scare away my guests. I | had al their necks
in one skinny neck.

KNAVE. Mal The luck's changed!

LANDLADY. What's the matter ?

KNAVE. There's an Officer riding down the street

LANDLADY. Tyach!! An Officer. When did wesee an
Officer last ? Hes onIIy passing through.

KNAVE. No. the beggars are round him, and he's
throwing them money. They're pointing this way.

LANDLADY. Holy Bubastis, we're going to be raided!

KNAVE. No. | think he's drunk. He can hardl?/ St on
hishorse. Hesholdingon by itsmane.  He'svery well put on.
rI;Ie s;eems to be dripping with baksheesh. And he's coming

ere!l

LANDLADY. Run, rat, run. I'll look after the candles.
Go and meet him. Téll the cook on your way down. Tell
her to get ready everything she's got. My Liver and Lights,
when d|d | last see an Officer ?

[Exit KNAVE. LANDLADY bustles about, lighting all the candles
there are and moving the furniture about in high excitement.
Presently the KNAVE ushers in ABRAHAM.  He is walking dtiffly,
partly because he is saddle-sore and partly because he is embar-
rassed.]

ABRAHAM. And you'll see that my horse is fed and watered
and has some good clean straw to lie on.

KNAVE. a?/our mind essy about the horse, General.
Weve good hosplt ity here for man and beed.

LANDLADY. Come in, my Lord General, come in. Sit
down. Make yourself a home.

[ABRAHAM sits, with some disconfort, on one of the stools]

You must be tired. Have you had along journey ?
ABRB,?HAM Yes Oh, yes Oh, yesindeed. | am tired.
ast me.
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LANDLADY. Do you think a little tiny drop of Greek wine
would do you good 7 Just a little wee tiny drop ?

ABRAHAM. Yes Yes by the Dog. Bring me a huge
tankard ... rot my Lungs.

LANDLADY. Josef, get some wine.

KNAVE.  All right, Ma.

[Exit KNAVE.]

ABRAHAM (calling after him).  And let it be of the bed.

LANDLADY. Keep your mind at rest on that, honey General.
You shal have the best there isin Africa

ABRAHAM. Good. Good. Thereisnothing | like better
than a good stoup of wine.

LANDLADY. YouVecometotherightplace. Youshal have
your blessed skinful.  And now what would you like to eat ?

ABRAHAM. | should like the best your house can offer.

LANDLADY. A partridgepie, now ? Orahunch of venison ?
Or agood fat roast quail ?

ABRAHAM. | shal have a partridge pie and a haunch of
venison and a good fat roast quail.

LANDLADY. I'll try what | can do. We don't have many
vidtors at thistime of theyear.  General Antoninus comes here
sometimes. Do you know him ?

ABRAHAM. Yes Stgpmyvitds. Verywel.

LANDLADY. A very nice gentleman. A very cheerful,
agreeable gentleman indeed.

ABRAHAM. He is. A fine felow, by Blazes A most
blazing fine fellow.

LANDLADY. To think of you knowing Lord Antoninus.
How isthe dear gentleman ?

_ AHBRAHAM. Very well, | thank you. Confound his eye-
sght.
[At each of these terrible oaths, the DEACONESS is seen to flinch.
She can hardly contain herself from speaking.]

LANDLADY. That is a mercy. And now, honeyrdear
Genera and Captain, what do you to Iyisr;? down on that
nice soft divan and taking forty winks for yourself ?  You are so
tired you can hardly sit upright.  Just forty winks, and the wine
will be here and the dinner will be ready.

[While she is speaking, she shepherds ABRAHAM towards the divan.
He is dazed with weariness. He sits on the edge of the divan
staring infront of him."]
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ABRAHAM. No. | do HOt Wish to deep. | Wish tO . . .
to make a night of it. _ . _

LANDLADY. Andthemostjoyousnightofyour lifeyoushall
have, soldier darling.

ABRAHAM.  Pray God it may be .

LANDLADY. Of course it will.  But you'l be al the better
for it—all the better for a teeny-weeny cat nap.  Put his little
footleums up on the divan. That's right.  Will mumsy take
his horrid sword and dagger away ?

ABRAHAM. No. | shdl ... |shdl restonly ... afew
minutes. | shal not degp. | don't need degp. Sleep is a
waste of time.

LANDLADY. Surely, surely. It won't be deep. Just a
minute or two of shut eyes.  Weary heavy eyelids will lift again
when you see the wonderful things | shall have prepared for you.
But now they're heavy. Slespy, heavy eyes.  Shut eyes  Old
Mawill stroke his forehead.

ABRAHAM.  Don't touch me, woman.

LANDLADY. Weéll, well. It'sonly old Ma.  Shut eyes and
ret. Shuteyesand red. Red. Red.

[KNAVE enters carrying wine-skin.  LANDLADY signals him to be
quiet andjoins him down stage.~\

Hush, rat. He's adeep.
[The KNAVE takes out a long, shining knife]

" LANDLADY. No, you fool. We must find out more about
im. :

KNAVE. Do you think he's a spy. o

LANDLADY. Ifheis, he may have a troop within cdl.

KNAVE. Hes a queer kind of soldier.  Looks more like an
old Praying Jack to me. .

LANDLADY.  If he is a Praying Jack, I've known one or two
that liked their bit of fun. T'll go down to the kitchen to see
about his dinner.  Don't use the knife unless you have to.

KNAVE. All right, Ma.

LANDLADY. Remember that, now. I've told you it ?ets
us a bad name. And you mlght as well drown yoursaf as
get I? bad name in this town. And don't wake him till 1 come

ack.
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KNAVE. Right, Ma

[LANDLADY goes out.  The KNAVE stands tilly watching ABRAHAM,
his hand on the hilt of his knife.]

THE CURTAINS ARE DRAWN.

DEACONESS.  Jesu protect him, the brave old man.

ABBOT. He did not degp. With one eye half open, he
watched the murderer at his bedside until they brought his
supper.  Thenhefell to and ate and drank, for hejudged it wise
to do this, that the Devil might be circumvented.

DEACONESS. O wisdom as of God! O wise understanding
of thespirit! O memorable discretion insalvation!  Through-
out fifty years of abstinence he had never tasted so much as
bread5" and now, without afalter, he ests meat and drinks strong
wine to save alost soul.

ABBOT. The company of holy angels, rejoicing over the dis-
cretion of the blessed man, were mazed at what he ate and drank,
Ihght-hearted and nothing doubting, to deliver a soul sunken in
the mire.

DEACONESS. O wisdom and understanding! O discrimina-
tion of the discerning!

ABBOT. Do you not marvel at this madness, this reversa,
when an upright and wise and discreet and prudent man is made,
for the time, a reckless fool to snatch a soul from the jaws of the
lion, and set free a captive bound, and thrust away from it its
chains and its dark prison-house ?

DEACONESS. O light of the spirit, illuminating the dark and
tortuous ways!

THE CURTAIN PARTS.

[ABRAHAM is sitting at a heaped-up table, doing his best to be con-
vivial. The LANDLADY and the KNAVE are waiting on him.
They are very assiduous. The LANDLADY keeps signing to the
KNAVE to keep the supply of wine flowing]

A|BRAHAM. Hal Ho! An excelent supper, stab and split
mel

LANDLADY. Wedo our best, Genera Honey, we do our best.

ABRAHAM. But there's something missing.

LANDLADY. Isthere, my Lord ? | thought we had every-
thing you asked for. Would it be pickled onions ?  Josef, get
some pickled onions.
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KNAVE. Herethey are, Madam. | didn't forget them.

ABRAHAM. It is not pickled onions. It is company.

LANDLADY. Widl, I know I'm very poor company for a
gentleman like you, but . .

ABRAHAM. Don't be offended, good woman. Don't be
offended. Y ou are excellent company, but you are busied with
many things. Your mind is on hospitality. | can only have a
half of your company.

LANDLADY. It's a thousand pities that there isn't another
gentleman of your rank staying at the Inn.  You could have
had a glorious time together, talking over the wars.

ABRAHAM. Thatisasmay be. But wewho follow thewars
sometimes love a respite from talking of them. . . . Tdl me,
are there any fine wenches in this town who might cheer a
soldier's lonely hour ?

LANDLADY. Wenchesf Why, yes. But | took you to be
astaid and serious gentleman who was past the follies and prattle
of wenches.

ABRAHAM. The appetite for folly dies hard, Mistress.

LANDLADY. And that's a true word, as | ought to know.

ABRAHAM. Tdl me. Some time ago | heard talk of a
wench; and rot me, it was when we were talking of your inn.
A youngish wench, she wes, they said. With—-let me see—a
mole on her upper lip and adight stammer in her speech.

LANDLADY. Who told you of her ?

KNAVE. That's Laage.

LANDLADY. Bequiet. . . . Whotoldyou, Honey Genera ?

ABRAHAM. Collop me if | can remember. Would it be
Antoninus, now ?

KNAVE. That'sright, Ma. Hetook to her atreat. Don't
you remember ?

LANDLADY. Hm ... A middle-sized girl ?

ABRAHAM.

LANDLADY Sortofdarklsh fairish, withgrey eyes?

ABRAHAM. | think Antoninus said her gyes were grey.

LANDLADY. That might well be Laage. A dear girl. |
fed as if she were one of my own daughters.

ABRAHAM. Do you think she'd share abite of supper with an.
old soldier ?

LANDLADY. Wsdl. She'savery cheerful sort of girl. Very
lively and full of high spirits.  Always ready for a bit of fun.'
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Yes Shemight. . . . Josef, go and seeif Miss Lalage's about
and ask her if shed step down here a moment.

KNAVE (aside to LANDLADY). You know very well she's
about. Shes been tricking herself up for the last hour.

[Exit KNAVE.]

LANDLADY. A fine lively, high-spirited lass. Yes. | wish
I'd thought of her before. But you see how it is Sir. |
thought you were one of those serious ones.

ABRAHAM. Then my looks belied me—Rot me—You
should never judge by appearances.

LANDLADY (looking at him doubtfully). | don't often do.

ABRAHAM. Why do you stare &t me ? | come, by thunder,
to take my eeseat my inn. | amjust beginning to be gay and
light of heart and you glower und stare at me asityou had seen a
ghost.  Fetch thejade, by Mars and Bacchus, and take yourself
out of here.

LANDLADY. Oh, General Honey, you mustn't speak like
that to poor old Ma

ABRAHAM. | don't like people to stareat me.  You can tell
your wench that too.  If she sares a me, I'll throw her down-
dairs.

LANDLADY. Honey Captain, take some more wine. | am
sorry you are out of temper.  Miss Lalage won't like it.

ABRAHAM. | am not out of temper. But you must beware
of meifl get 0. | amahard man to my enemies, rot my ribs.

[MARIA enters. Sheisheavily painted and tinklesasshewalks.]

LANDLADY. Ah, there you are, duckie. The Captain very
kindly asked if you would dine with him. Isnt he a nice
gentleman ? (dside) Come on. Tak pretty, or I'll have
the skin off your back.

MARIA. ~ Yes  He is a beautiful gentleman.

[She stares at ABRAHAM with an impudent smile on herface. The
smile gradually fades and she looks troubled; but she does not
recognise him.  He looks at her steadfastly.]

I_I(LAI;I1DLADY. But you mustn't sareat him, love.  He doesn't
Ike that.

ABRAHAM. Weél, young lady. Here you come with rings
on your fingersand bellsonyour toes Do you fedl likeamerry
evening?
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MARIA.  No.
LANDLADY (in a voice like a file). What? What do you
say?
MARIA. | wishto God | had died threeyearsago. | should
have been merry then.

LANDLADY. What sort oftalk isthat ? Captain, Generdl, |
never heard her talk like that before.  Nothing but laughing and
joking since she came to my house. . . . Have you logt your
senses, you fool ?

ABRAHAM. Dear me! Dear goodnessgraciousme! Tears ?
Do you think I'myour father confessor, come to hear the tae of
your sins?  Scatter me, what care | for your sins? Sit down,
my dear, and cry into a tankard. Slidderkins, that's a poor
start to an ambrosial evening!

LANDLADY. Now, isn't that kind of the sweet gentleman ?
Sit down, honey love, and be yourself.

ABRAHAM. And get you out, Mistress.  I'll find means to
comfort the wench.

LANDLADY (sotto voce). ~ Cheer yourself, you crazy cat, you'l
reckon with me if you don't. (Aloud.) A pleasant evening to
you, sweetheart; and to you too, honey Captain, you old rascal!

[Exit the LANDLADY. MARIA fits down opposite ABRAHAM. He
pours her some wine.]

ABRAHAM. What ails you, now ?

MARIA. | am better. There was something. You re-
minded me. . . . Oh, it doesn't matter. That's al finished.
Areyou astranger in these parts ?

ABRAHAM. Yes, by Jupiter, and glad | am of it.

MARIA.  Why ? Isn't it a beautitul town ?

ABRAHAM. 1 have seen better.

MARIA. You are a gredat traveller ?

ABRAHAM. | have been here and there, sap and rend me.
Here and there.

MARIA. | love soldiers. They are so mterestlng | mean,
they talk in such an interesti ng way.

ABRAHAM. Do they, hey ?

MARIA. Yes. And they're so gentle and kind. Not like
merchants. | hate merchants. '

ABRAHAM.  Why ?

MARIA. Oh, | aon't know. When | laugh to them or sing
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to them or kiss them or dance to them, they are always reckon-
ing up and reckoning up. " How many drachmas is that song
worth—or that dance stgp—or that kiss?"  They can't enjoy
themselves like men. They are like those counting machines
in the bazaar.

ABRAHAM. Do you like thislife ?

MARIA.  What does it matter whether | likeit or not ? We
don't choose when we are going to be born and very few of us
cho(;)se how we are going to live after that—or how we are going
to die. .

ABRAHAM. Come, come. You will be crying into the
gravy, my lachrymose Ldage. Have a bit of chicken, or what-
ever it is and cheer up.

MARIA. | like you. You are-—different.

ABRAHAM. Different from what ? Rot me, | wish |
were,

MARIA. No. But | mean it. You look al rakish and
tanned and bloodthirsty likeasoldier, butyou. . . .

[She thinksfor a moment ]

| remember reading in a book about the " fragrance of
austerity ".  YouVe got that, somehow. A lean sort of clean
sort of smell, like wind off amoorland. ~ Forgive me for talkin?
likethis. But | have become accustomed to garbage, and awhif
of freshness makes me happv. Shdl | sing to you ?

ABRAHAM. Yes, ifyou like.

MARIA. May | sitonyour kneewhile | sing?

ABRAHAM.  Why not ?

[She takes over her winecup and sits on ABRAHAM'S knee."]
SONG  (Maria).
(Note—She can sing any antique, playful song she likes.  'Thisis
a rough version of Horace's Bth Ode in Book it).

" Strike me ", said Barina, " dead ifl lie toyou."  Knowingfull
well that she said it to deceive. Not a hair blew out of place as
thunderboltsfell round her. How can | believe?

She swears like a trooper and looks like a seraph,
Thriving on the wrath of the gods catted down ;
Lovelier than ever ; smooth as an amethyst;
The toast of the Town.
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She makes mothers lock their boys in cellars.
She makesfather lock his money up ; and she
Scares young brides with her lee wind blowing
Husbands out to sea—to sea,

Husbands out to sea.

ABRAHAM. She was a hit of a villain, that Barina, hey ?
(Sings.) " Husbands out to s to sea.  Blows them out to
m mn

MARIA.  Wasn't she avillain, old darling ?  And how nicely
you sing.

[She embraces him)]
IkMARIA. Scrubby old cheeks you have. Never mind. |
ike it.

ABRAHAM (loudly and heartily). And | like it too, by the
Hammer of Hephaestus!

MARIA. Do you like me ?

ABRAHAM.

MARIA. AndI likeyou. | am glad you came.

ABRAHAM. | too am glad | came. . . . But wait one
moment.

[He puts MARIA gently off bis knee ; rises; draws his sword; goes
to the door ; listensfor a moment; then throws the door open.
The KNAVE and the LANDLADY tumble into the room on their
hands and knees.]

ABRAHAM. A hundred thousand harpies! Isthisthekind
of house you keep ?  Spies hey ? Eavesdroppers, hey ?  Cats
and Monkeys!  Begone before | carve you into gobbets, you
sneaking dog and bitch!

[The KNAVE shows his teeth and feels for his knife, but the LANDLADY
restrains him."]

LANDLADY. Oh, high Lord, your pardon. We had just
come to find whether you had everything you wanted.

ABRAHAM. There are two things | don't want, and they are
you. Get out of here.  Go back to your kenndl.  Blast and
, blister it, can a gentleman not take his ease without being set
about with snuffling spies ?

LANDLADY. Weare going. | swear you shal not be dis-
turbed again.

ABRAHAM.  Seeyou keep to that; or it shal be the worse for
you.
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LANDLADY. Good night, honey Lord.
KNAVE. Good night, Sir.  No offence.

[Exeunt KNAVE and LANDLADY. During this scene, MARIA has
beenfrightened at first and then amused. Sheis now sitting on
the divan, laughing. ABRAHAM locks the door and throws the big
key on the table; then goes slowly to her.]

MARIA.  Aren't you the gallant old fire-eater ? And what a
fright you gave them! | was terrified myself. Now take off
your boots and make yourself at home.

[ABRAHAM takes her by the hands and looks at her. Her smile
fades]

ABRAHAM. Do you not know me, Maria? My heart, was
it not | who brought you up ? What has come to thee, my
child? Who was it destroyed thee? Where is that angel S
garb thou didst wear, my daughter ?  Where is thy continence,
thy tears, thy vigils, te/ holy psams, thy bed on the ground ?
How didst thou fall from heaven's helght into this pit, my
daughter ? Why, when thou didst sin, didst thou not tell me ?
Why didst thou not come to me there andthen? | would have
done thy penance for thee gladly, and my dear Ephraem too.
Why didst thou do this? Why didst thou desert me and bring
me into this intolerable sorrow ?  How could | be unkind to
thee? For we are dl sinners, save God himsalf.

[MARIA sitsmotionless like a stone.]

Maria, child, spesk to me.  Wilt thou not speak to me, half
of my heart ? Was it not because of thee, child, that |1 came
here? Upon me thy sin, my daughter. It is | that shall
answer for thee to God on the day of Judgment. It is | that
shall give satisfaction to God for thissin.

MARIA. | cannot look on your face for shame. And how
can | pour out a prayer to God, so foul as | amwith the mud of
this uncleanness ?

ABRAHAM.  Upon me be the guilt, my daughter; a my hand
shal God requitethissin.  Only lisentome . . . and, come,
let us go home. For, look you, there is our dear Ephraem
grieving sore for thee. Don't be afraid. Dont distrust the
mercy of God.  Let our sins be as mountains, His mercy towers
above His every creature. The foolish woman washed the
Lo&%sfeet with her tears and dried them with her hair. What
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care did He take of what shewas or of what shehad done ? Ifa
spark can sat the sea on fire, then can thy sins stain his whiteness,
Theré's nothing new about falling into the mire. The evil
thing istoliethere, fallen. So bravely now return again to your
place.  The Enemy mocked thee falling, but he shall know thee
gtrong in thy rising.

MARIA. 1 cannot. | cannot

ABRAHAM. Remember my old age and have pity on it.
Have pity on the travail of my poor, white, silly head.  Rise up,
| implore thee, and come home.  Fear not.  Morta man isapt
todip5 but if he be swift to fall, he is swift to rise again with the
succour of God, who desireth not the death of a sinner, but
rather that he be healed and live.

MARIA. Ifyou aresurethat | can do penance and that God
will accept my atonement, | shall come as%/ou bid me. And
every step of the way | shall kiss the track of your feet, you that
so grieved for me and took me out of this cesspit. . . . O
what shal | render to Thee for al this, O Lord, my God ?
Cel1-\BRAHAM Rise up, daughter, and let us go home to our

MARIA. | have some money put by here and some clothes.
What do you want me to do with them ?

ABRAHAM. Leave them. Throw back in the face of the
Evil One his wicked wages.

MARIA.  They may try to stop us.

ABRAHAM. They had better not.

MARIA.  What will you do ?

ABRAHAM. | have earned many penances this day, my child
| shall earn another by striking them dead.

[ABRAHAM puts bis cloak around her and takes up the key and
his sword)

MARIA. Withyour sword ?

ABRAHAM.  With my sword.

MARIA. But you have never used a sword.

ABRAHAM. No. Butitiseasy. One sHzes the instrument
by the handle, shut's one's eyes and strikes home.

MARIA. Oh, no, no!  Sword play is very difficult

ABRAHAM.  Nothing is difficult if one has faith.

MARIA. But have you faith in the sword ?

ABRAHAM. | shdl pray for faith.
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MARIA. Inthat dreadful dream from which | am awake, |
have seen the sword used. It is difficult and dangerous.

ABRAHAM.  The Lord will strengthen the arm of his swords-
man as He did to Gideon and to the Mighty Men of Valour.

MARIA. But they were accustomed to the art. Josef is as
swift asapanther. "1 have seen him avoid a blade that flickered
Ilkeclggﬂtpmg and lean forward to the fifth rib with his knife.

[She covers her face with her hands."]

ABRAHAM.  Be of %ood cheer. Thisisno spirit in which to
enter abattle. . . . Beddes we may not meet them.

MARIA.  We shall meet them. They watch us as a cat
watchesamouse.  They will kill you. o

ABRAHAM. Then | shadl die the joyful death of a Christian
martyr.

MARIA. And | shal die the death of a poor, murdered
baggage in a house of ill-fame—with al my black sins thick

upon me. . i
ABRAHAM. They would kill you too ?
MARIA.  VYes

ABRAHAM (after apause). The Lord has given you sorrow,
]putl He has given you wisdom too, my child. | am asorry old
ool.

[He draws himself to his full height, beats with his sword upon
the table, making a tremendous noise, and then throws the
sword into the corner of the room."]

MARIA. Oh, what are you doing ?

AIBRAHAM. Ho! Woman! Landlady! Come here to
me!

MARIA. Wearelos. We are los.

[Enter the LANDLADY with a meat-axe in her hand. She is
followed by the KNAVE, who has drawn his knife and carries a
short lariat with a leaden weight at the end of it.]

LANDLADY. What's the matter ? Is she making trouble ?
I'll tear her to shreds if she is _ .

KNAVE. Hisworshipisdrunk. | told you it was nothing.

ABRAHAM. | have something to say to you. _

LANDLADY. W, | wish you'd say it alittle more quietly.
t's 61| sort of thing that gets us into trouble.
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MARIA (screaming with fear[}. Uncle, the rope, the rope!
Hell throw it round your ankles and then fall on you and stab
youl
[The LANDLADY fiies at MARIA.  ABRAHAM interposes himself and
she stops afoot or twofrom him, cowed by his mild and magnifi-
cent eye"]

LANDLADY. You mishegotten child of an Ifrit and a Harpy!
. .. You must not believe her, Sir. We never harm our
guests. Sheismad. Don't beafraid.

ABRAHAM. | am not afraid.

LANDLADY. What did you wish to say to me, Sir ... ?
Stand back, Josf, it's dl right.

ABRAHAM. | wish to take this woman away with me.

LANDLADY. Why didn't you sy so a first r  I'm delighted
she has found favour in your sight, my Lord, though | shal be
sorry to lose her.  Of course she is a very vauable girl, and |
dont know what we shdl do without her; but no doubt we
can come to some reasonable bargain.

ABRAHAM (throwing down a handful of coins). That is al |
have. You can take that and welcome.

LANDLADY. Yourhonourispleasedtobemerrg.

ABRAHAM. 1 should give you the horse too, but it is not
mine. Now let us pess.

LANDLADY. Let you pass? You know very wel that
won't pay for your supper, let alone anything dse. ~ Oh, no, my

ood Sir. | have lived too long in this bad world to be bilked
y a moth-eaten, louse-bitten old half-pay soldier man in my own
town and in my own house. Pay for your supper and take
yourself out of here.

ABRAHAM. Woman . . .

LANDLADY. Anddon'tcdl meawoman. We havearough
way here with those who don't pay their shot—soldier or no
soldier.

[JOSEF advances to just behind her, grinning warily and almost
dancing on his toes."}

ABRAHAM.  You would show your teeth at me ?

f _MARIA (whispering).  Spesk her fair, Uncle.  Oh, spesk her
ar.

ABRAHAM. Hush, child . . . Would you show your teeth
a me?
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LANDLADY. Show my teeth ? Aye, and bite.

ABRAHAM. Did the lions bite the Prophet Danie in their
den? Did the fire bite Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego in
the fiery furnace? Poor foolish woman, you cannot lift your
feeble hands againgt the might of the Lord of Hods.

LANDLADY. The man Is mad.

KNAVE. | sad he was a Praying Jack.

LANDLADY. Dead man, you are very bold. We are about
to take your life, dead man.

ABRAHAM.  Mv life ?  You cannot take my life!  You can
break the muddy clam that keeps it from the shining, eternal sea.
It isfor you that my soul is troubled.

LANDLADY. Indeed now, that is very kind of you; but we
are vexed to have put your honour to any sort of trouble.

ABRAHAM (beginniniquietly, but with mounting menace).  Itis
well that you should know, poor little ugly woman, what will
happen to you ifyou strikeat me.  And, although the brute has
long since swamped the man in him, my words may even reach
the remnant of human wits left to your pitiful dave. Ifyou do
this thing, the hands that struck, the feet that brought you to do
evil, will be smitten with the pasy, and wither and rot.  If the
Lord leaves you the means to drag your stricken bodies to the
seps of the church for a day's begging, it will only be for the
reason that His mercy isinfinite.

KNAVE. Take care, Ma. Hesaholy man. Hell put a
curse on us.

ABRAHAM. You are the children of curses.  Why should
you be afraid of them ?

LANDLADY (violently). Josef! Kill the old dog. He will
have us both mad like himself.  Cut his throat, do you hear ?

[KNAVE standsfast. He is terrified."]

ABRAHAM (mildly). It seems, midress, that you will have to
do your own work.

LANDLADY (collapsing to a moaning heap at hisfeet). | can't.
| can't. What's the matter with me? | can't.

ABRAHAM (with an air of philosophical detachment). It has
adways been a matter of astonishment to me that the Devil
choosss his ministers so idly.  With an amogt limitless field of
choice, he yet yidlds hisinsignia to creatures so obvioudly inferior
as these unfortunate blowflies.
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LANDLADY. Go. Go away from here. Take the dut
with you. | cannot bear this talk.

KNAVE. Don't curse us, master.

ABRAHAM. A moment ago there came into my mouth the
word " unfortunate "; and it is indeed true that the Devil finds
weaklings in the haplessness of their misfortunes and weaves
them into the pattern of his evil desgns

LANDLADY. Stop talking. Go from here. O Nile, wash
away this mountain of words!

ABRAHAM. If that be so, it is my duty to try to rescue these
children of misfortune.

MARIA. Come now. Another time. We must go at
once.

ABRAHAM.  Ah, you are there, my child ? | had almost for-
gotten the matter in hand. We shall go now. But | shdl
speak to Ephraem and he will send missioners to these poor
people, that they may not perish in their misery.

LANDLADY. Take your money and go.

ABRAHAM. Money ? Ah, yes Ephraem will no doubt
find abetter use for it than you can.  (Hegathers up the money).
Agclj now, God bless you and shine on your darkness. Fare-
well.

CURTAIN DRAWS AS ABRAHAM AND MARIA GO.

ABBOT. So he st her upon his horse and led it, going before,
withjoy in his heart, like a shepherd who has found hislost sheep.
And when he had come home, he sat her in the inner cdl which
had been his own, and himself dwelt in the outer. Maria
remained there in humility of soul, disciplining herself with
vigils and stern travails of astinence, in quiet and modesty
bewailing her sin, but with sure hope of pardon. And God the
compassionate, who will have no man perish but that al should
cometorepentence,so accepted her atonement that after threefull
years He restored health to many at her prayer. For crowds
flocked to her,and she would pray to God for their healing,and it
was granted her.  The blessed Abraham saw her penitence, and
gave glory to God.

[The Curtain opens, disclosing ABRAHAM and MARIA kneeling, in the
cells opposite to those which they occupied at the beginning of the
play.]

MARIA. Be mindful of us, Lover of men, and lead us out of
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the prison-house of our sns.  Remember us who are without
defence and save us, Sinners.

ABRAHAM.  And may Thy grace, that was in this world our
aid, gather us under itswings in that great and terrible day.

BOTH. For with Theeis magnificence, adoration and honour.
Amen.

[The ABBOT and DEACONESS have stood up at the opening of the
Curtain.]

END OF THE PLAY.
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