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To
BENJAMIN BRITTEN

The drums tap out sensational bulletins;
Frantic the efforts of the violins

To drown the song behind the guarded hill:
The dancers do not listen; but they will.
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The Leader:
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A Chorusof Eight:

lecturer at a Westland univer-
sty

his wife
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NOTES ON THE CHARACTERS

(All the Chorus must be able to sing)

DR THORVALD: Middle-aged, pedantic, would have
been alibera under a democratic regime.

HILDA THORVALD: Good-natured, abit datternly. Has
been the butterfly type. Hates rows. Wears dress-
ing-jackets, kimonos, arty clothes.

ERICTHORV AL D: Untidy, angular. About twenty.

MARTHA THORVALD: Violently repressed, fanatical.
Wears glasses. Not to be played too broadly: re-
member that, beneath her fanaticism, she is an
educated, intelligent woman. She is conscious of
having a better brain than her sister-in-law.

COL. HUSSEK: An old lobster.

MRSVRODNY : Embittered by poverty and household
responsibilities; but with considerable reserves of
power. The Vrodny-Hussek family has aristocratic
traditions.

ANNA VRODNY: Must not be played as a mouse. She
has character, but has hardly realised it.

OSWALD VRODNY: A cheerful neer-do-well. Might
even speak with an Irish accent.
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VALERIAN: Tall, suave, courteous, sardonic. Speaks
precisely, with a dight foreign accent. About forty-
five.

LESSEP: About twenty-seven. Intriguing. Can be
spiteful. In dress and manner slightly pansy.

MANNERS: A stagebutler.

STAHL: Though, with Valerian, he plays second fiddle,
he is aman of considerable presence and power. He
is not quite as tall as Vaerian, but broader. About
fifty-five.

THE LEADER: Try to avoid resemblances to living per-
sonages. The Leader wears a beard. He is about
forty-five, anxious and ill. In the first act, he plays
very stiffly, like aiiewsred photograph of himself.
His platform voice is like a trance-voice, loud and
unnatural. He wears uniform throughout.

GRIMM: About twenty-five. Pale and tense. Wears
uniform throughout.



TIME: THE PRESENT

ACT ONE: EARLY SUMMER

Prologue: At the gates of the VValerian Works
Scene One: Valerian's Study

Interlude: A prison in Westland

Scene Two:  The Ostnia-Westland Room

ACT TWO: A WEEK LATER
Scene One: The Osthia-Westland Room
Interlude: A dance-hall in Westland
Scene Two: Valerian's Study

ACT THREE: NINE MONTHS LATER

SceneOne:  The Ostnia-Westland Room
Interlude: In the Westland Front Line
SceneTwo: Valerian's Study (afortnight later)
Interlude: The English Newspapers

Scene Three: The Ostnia-Westland Room






ACT |






(BEFORE THE CURTAIN)

[Sow music. Eight workers—three women and Jive men
—are grouped as if waiting for the gates of a factory to
open. They sing in turn thefollowing couplets:]

The clock on the wall gives an electric tick,

Fm feeling sick, brother; I'm feeling sick.

The sirens blow at eight; the sirens blow at noon;

Goodbye, sister, goodbye; we shall die soon.

Mr Vaerian has amansion on the hill;
It's along way to the grave, brother; along way till.

The assembly-belt islike an army on the move;

It's stronger than hate, brother; it's stronger than
love.

The major came down with apipein hisface;

Work faster, sister, faster, or you'll lose your place.

The major wears pointed shoes, and calls himself a

gent;
I'm behind with the rent, brother; I'm behind with

therent.
The missus came in with her hair down, a-crying:
'Stay at home, George, stay at home, for baby's dy-
ing!



There's grit in my lungs, there's sweat on my brow;

You were pretty once, Lisa, but oh, just look at you
now!

Y ou looked so handsome in your overalls of blue;

It was summer, Johnny, and | never knew.

My mother told me, when | was ill alad:
‘Johnny, leave the girls done.’ | wish | had. -

The lathe on number five has got no saf ety-guard.
It's hard to lose your fingers, sister, mighty hard.

Went last night to the pictures; the girl was amost
bare,
The boy spent amillion dollars on that love-affair.

[ The factory siren sounds. The workers begin to move
across the stage and exit L. The last verses are punctuated
by the sound ofclocking-in.]

When the hammer falls, the sparksfly up like stars;

If I wererich, brother, I'd have ten motor-cars.

Pass the word, sister, passit along the line:
There's a meeting tonight at number forty-nine.

Qil that bearing, watch that dynamo;
When it's time to strike, brother, I'll let you know.

Stoke up thefiresin furnace number three;
The day is coming, brother, when we shall al be free!



ACT |
SCENE |

[VALERIAN'S study. VALERIAN'S house is supposed
to stand on high ground, overlooking the capital city of
Westland. At the back of the stage there is a deep bay-
window. The furniture is chiefly modern, but there are a
number of statuettes and valuable etchings. A desk with
telephones. Aradiogram. DoorsL andR.]

[Whenthecurtainrises, MANNERSisarranging
the chair-cushions, while LESSEP puts papers
in order on the desk. It is a fine morning in early
summer.]

LESSEP: Oh, by theway, Manners. . . your Master will
belunching ontheterrace, thismorning.

MANNERS.Indeed, Sir?ArethoseMrValerian'sorders,
Sir?

LESSEP [sharply]. Of course they're Mr Valerian's
orders. What did you suppose?

MANNERS. | beg your pardon, Sir. | mention it only
because Mr Valerian has been accustomed to leave
the management of this household entirely in my
hands. Thisisthefirst time, in twelve years, that he
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has thought it necessary to say where he wished to

lunch.

LESSEP. Wdl, it won't be the last time, | can assure
you!

MANNERS. No, Sir?

LESSEP. No!
' [Enter VALERIAN, L]
VALERIAN. Good morning, L essep.

LESSEP. Good morning, Mr Valerian.

VALERIAN. Are those ready for me to sign? [Sees
MANNERS iswaiting.] Yes, what isit?

MANNERS. Excuse me, Sir. Am | to take it that you
ordered lunch to be served on the terrace?

VALERIAN. Since when, Manners, have | given you
orders about my meals? | am the master of this
house, not the mistress.

MANNERS. Exactly, Sir. Today | had thought of serv-
ing lunch in the Winter Garden. The terrace, in my
humble opinion, would be too hot in this weather.
The Leader, | am given to understand, didikes the
heat. But Mr Lessep said—

VALERIAN. Mr Lessep was mistaken. We bow to your
judgment, Manners. The Winter Garden.

MANNERS. Thank you, Sr.

[Bows and exit R]

LESSEP. Mr Vadlerian ... | hopeyoull forgive me....

VALERIAN. | can forgive anything, Lessep—except
incompetence. Just now you behaved officiously,
and tactlessly. Never mind. | am quite fairly satis-
fied with you, at present. As long as you continue
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to be competent, | shal not have to bother the
Ostnians for another secretary....

LESSEP [staggered]. | ... | don't think | quite under-
stand. . . .

VALERIAN.. No? Then | will speak more plainly. Y ou
are in the employ of the Ostnian Steel Combine. .. .
Oh, pray don't suppose that you are the first! De-
spite the genera identity of our interests, it is a
regrettable fact that the Ostnian industrialists do
not trust us—and that we, | am sorry to say, do not
entirely trust the Ostnians. So we both prefer to
rely oninsideinformation. ... It is an arrangement
which suits me very well. All | ask is that the em-
ployees the Ostnians send us (always by the most
devious routes) shall be efficient. We also have sent
them some admirable secretaries. . . . Now, do we
understand each other?

LESSEP. MrVaerian, on my word of honour—

VALERIAN [signing papers]. Very well. | have no time
for arguments. | am not asking for aconfession. .. .
Oh, one more little point: yesterday, you took from
my safe the plans of the new Vaerian tank and
photographed them. Clumsily. You are not ac-
customed to this kind of work, | think? It requires

practice.
LESSEP. I'mready to swear that | never touched—
VALERIAN [still writing]. Yes, yes. Of course. . . . But

in order that you shall not commit a gaffe which

might serioudy prejudice your prospects with your

employers, let metell you that we have already sold
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thistank to the Ostnian War Office. . . . Youdidn't
know? Too stupid, isn't it? Lack of departmental
co-operation, as aways. It will bethe ruin of both
our countries. . . .

LESSEE [collapsing]. 1'd better leave at once....

VALERIAN. Nonsense! You will learn. . . . No tears, |
beg! They bore me indescribably. . . . We have
wasted four minutes on an exceedingly dull subject.
... And now tell me, please: what are my appoint-
ments for today?

LESSEP [pulling himself together with an effort]. Mr
Stahl is coming in to see you at twelve-thirty. He
will remain to meet the Leader, at lunch. This
afternoon you will accompany the Leader on his
inspection of the Works. And you wanted, if pos-
sible, to get away in time for the Poussin auction,
at four forty-five. . . .

VALERIAN. Ah, to be sure—the Poussinsl The one
bright moment of a dreary day! | mustn't miss
them on any account. And the Leader will speak
for an hour, at least. . . . Please arrange an inter-
ruption. At the first opportunity, our operatives
are to burst spontaneously into the National
Hymn. Spontaneously, mind you. . . . It'sthe only
known method of cutting short the Leader's flow
ofimperatives.

LESSEP. I'll seetoit, Mr Vderian.

VALERIAN. You'd better go down there now, and talk
to some of our foremen. They're accustomed to
organize thesethings.
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LESSEP. Isthereany thing else?

VALERIAN. Nothing, thank you.

L ESSEP [preparestogo, hesitates]. Mr Va erian—I just
want to say: | shall never forget your generosity....

VALERIAN. My dear boy, | am never generous—as you
will very soon discover, to your cost. Please do not
flatter yourself that your conscience and its
scr'uples interest me in the very dightest degree. In
this establishment, there is no joy over the sinner
that repents... . Very well. You may go.

[Exit LESSEP, JR. VALERIAN goes thoughtfully
upstage to the window, and stands looking out
over the city.]

VALERIAN. The Vaerian Works. . . . How beautiful
they look from here! Much nicer than the cathedral
next door. ... A few people still go there to pray, |
suppose—peasants who have only been in the city
a generation, middle-class women who can't get
husbands. . . . Curiousto think that it was once the
centre of popular life. If | had been born in the
thirteenth century, | suppose | should have wanted
to be abishop. [ Factory sirens, off, sound the lunch-
hour.] Now my sirens have supplanted his bells.
But the crowd down there haven't changed much.
The Dole is as terrifying as Hell-Fire—probably
worse.... Run aong, little man. Lunchisready for
youintheValerian Cafeteria. Why so anxious?You
shall have every care. You may spoon in the Valer-
ian Park, and buy the ring next day at the Valerian
Store. Then you shall settle down in a cosy Valerian
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villa, which, | assure you, has been highly praised
by architectural experts. The Vaerian Schoadl,
equipped with the very latest apparatus, will edu-
cate your dear little kiddies in Patriotism and Per-
sonal Hygiene. A smart Valerian Family Runabout
will take you on Sundays to picnic by the waterfall,
along with several hundred others of your kind.
The Vaerian Bank will look after your savings, if
any; our doctors will see to your health, and our
funeral parlours will bury you. . . . And then you
talk about Socialism! Oh yes, | am well aware that
university professors, who ought to know better,
have assured you that you are the heir to al the
ages. Nature's last and most daring experiment.
Believe them, by al means, if it helps you to forget
the whip. Indulge in all the longings that aspirin
and sweet tea and stump oratory can arouse.
Dream of your never-never land, where the parks
are covered with naked cow-like women, quitefree;
where the rich are cooked over a slow fire, and
pigeons coo from the cupolas. Let the band in my
park convince you that Life is serioudy interested
in marital fidelity and the right use of leisure, in the
reign of happiness and peace. Go on, go on. Think
what you like, vote for whom you like. What dif-
ference does it make? Make your little protest. Get
a new master if you can. You will soon be made to
realize that he is as exacting as the old, and prob-
ably less intelligent. . . . The truth is, Nature is not
interested in underlings—in the lazy, the ineffi-
24



cient, the self-indulgent, the People. Nor, for that
matter, in the Aristocracy, which is now only an-
other name for the Idle Rich. The idle are never
powerful. With their gigolos and quack doctors,
they are as unhappy as the working classes who
can afford neither, and a great deal more bored.
The world has never been governed by the People
or by the"merely Rich, and it never will be. It is
governed by men like myself—though, in practice,
we are usualy rich and often come from the
People.
[He moves awayfrom the window to the desk and
picks up a signed photograph ofthe Leader.]
No, not by you, dear Leader. You're one of the
People, really, which is why they love you, you
poor muddle-headed bundle of nerves, so over-
worked and so hypnotized by the sound of your
own voice that you will never know what's happen-
ing nor who pulls the strings. Do you think, my
modern Caesar, that the Roman emperors were
important? They weren't. It was the Greek freed-
men, who kept the accounts, who mattered. The
cardinals mattered in the Middle Ages, not those
dreary feudal barons.
[ Hepicksup astatuette.]
No, perhaps that's wrong, too. Real political power
is only made possible by €lectricity, double entry
and high explosives. Perhaps, after dl, the hermits
and the artists were wiser. Nothing is worth while
except complete mastery, and, in those days, that
25



could only be achieved over the Sdf. | wonder what
it felt like to be St. Francis Stylites or Poussin.
Weéll, times have changed. The arts haven't been
important since the eighteenth century. Today, a
creative man becomes an engineer or a scientis,
not an artist. He leaves that career to neurotics and
humbugs who cant succeed at anything ese
[Back at the windoiv.] This is probably the last
period of human history. The political regimes of
the future may have many fancy names, but never
again will the common man be allowed to rule his
own life or judge for himself. To be an artist or a
saint has ceased to be modern. . . . Yes, for the man
of power, there can now be but one aim—absol ute
control of mankind.

[Enter MANNERS, JR]

MANNERS. Mr Stahl, Sir.

[Enter STAHL, R]

VALERIAN. Ah, my dear Stahl, welcome home! (Exit

MANNERS, JR]

STAHL. How are you, Vaerian? You're looking well.

[Looks round the room.] It seems strange to be in
thisroom again. . . . You've bought a new etching,
| see?

VALERIAN. Oh, | have a great deal to show you. But

that can wait. You had a pleasant journey, | hope?

STAHL. Thanks, yes. Excellent.
VALERIAN.Youonlygotbackyesterday morning?
STAHL. Andl'vebeenrun off my feet ever sincel
VALERIAN. Yourwifeiswdl, I trust?
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STAHL. Notaswedl asl shouldlike. She'sbeen suffering
a lot with her migraine, lately. Extraordinary
thing, migraine. Nobody really understands it. She
stayed on in Paris to see that new Swedish man;
he's discovered a specia injection. | hope it'll do
her some good.

VALERIAN. | amtruly sorry to hear this.. .. And your
boy? | hope his studies are progressing favourably?

STAHL. Wdl . .. yés and no. Igor works hard enough,
but he's so undecided. He wants to give up engin-
eering and read Icelandic. ... | suppose it's just a
phase. . ..

VALERIAN. My dear Stahl, you are indeed the model
family man! Y our worries never cease!

STAHL. Upon my word, Valerian, | sometimes envy
you. When one sees you in this charming house,
surrounded by your treasures, with no wife to run
up milliner's bills The world looks black enough,
these days, Heaven knows—but at least a bachelor
has only himsdlf to think of....

VALERIAN. Alwaysthe pessimist! Which reminds me
that | haven't yet thanked you for al those admir-
ably lucid and exceedingly depressing letters....

STAHL. Wdl, I'm glad, at any rate, that you found
them lucid!

VALERIAN. So much so that, as soon as | heard you
were returning, | arranged for the Leader to come
and hear the worst from Cassandras own lips.
There is nothing he so much enjoys as bad news—
about foreign countries. England doomed, Ger-
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many bankrupt, the United States heading for her
last and greatest slump. . . . Mind you lay it on
thick! And with particular emphasis on the con-
trast between decadent, anarchical Ostnia and our
own dear Westland—that paradise of solvency and
order.

STAHL. 1 only hope the food won't choke me as | say it!

VALERIAN. My dear friend, you can havE confidencein
my chef: Ananias himself could lunch herewith per-
fect impunity. . . . Though really it's a wonder |
wasn't suffocated myself, the other evening: | had
to spend an hour praising the works of the new
National Academy of Art—Putensen, de Kloot,
and those exquisite little landscapes (or should |
say 'cowscapes?) of Ketchling. ...

STAHL. Ketchling? But surely he's the man who does
the hair-tonic advertisements?

VALERIAN. What a memory you have! A rather dan-
gerous memory, if | may say so, for thesetimes. . . .
Yes, it al happened about three months ago. You
were in Brazil, | believe? Poor Milnik was so un-
fortunate as to offend the Minister of Propaganda.
Next morning, he was discovered to possess an
Ostnian great-grandmother, and, within a week,
Ketchling had stepped into his shoes. . . . Ketch-
ling's wife, | may add, had been having an affair
with our respected Postmaster-General. ...

STAHL. The Postmaster? But surely Madame Kor-
teniz .. .?

VALERIAN. Thereign of Madame K orteniz hasended,
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quite suddenly, under rather amusing circum-
stances. . . . But that's a long story, which will
keep. Here | am, gossiping away like an old con-
cierge, and you have told me nothing about your
journey! First of al, how does Westland appear to
a returned traveller—sadly provincia, | fear?
There have been changes since you left, and none
of them for the better. Since the Leader's newest
statue was un\}eiled, it has become necessary to
walk down Victory Avenue with one's eyes tightly
closed. | aways tell my chauffeur to make a de-
tour. . ..

STAHL. Yes, I've seen that monstrosity aready. . . .
But I'm sorry to say that, since my return, I've
received even worse shocks—

VALERIAN. Ah, you mean the neo-Egyptian portico of
the new Culture House? Well, it's a nice point. The
Leader, you'll admit, is the uglier of the two; but
the Culture Houseis so much larger....

STAHL. There's more wrong with this country than its
architecture, Valerian. You know that better than
I do. Coming back like this, after sx months, one's
appalled, ssimply appalled by the way things are
going. Of course, | haven't had time to make de-
tailed enquiries, yet; but | talked to the works
managers early this morning, and yesterday | was
at the Stock Exchange and around the clubs.
People are afraid to say much, naturally; but |
drew my own conclusions.

V ALERIAN. Whichwere, nodoubt, asgloomy asusual ?
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| shal listen to them with the greatest interest.
But not, my dear Stahl, not before lunch! Y ou will
ruin both our appetites. “

STAHL. | know that it amuses you to be flippant. But
these are facts. You can't pass them by, like the
Leader's statue, with your eyes shut.... Something
must be done, and done quickly. We'rein for really
big trouble. Conditions at the labour camps are
getting worse dl the time. The men are complain-
ing quite openly: sx months ago, they wouldn't
have dared. The food isn't fit for an Africanvillage.
The buildings leak—what can you expect from that
Army contract stuff? T.B. is definitely on the in-
crease. As for the Shock Troops—if even fifty per
cent, of what | hear is true—the whole organiza-
tion's rotten from top to bottom; and the com-
mandants are responsible only to the Leader—
which means to nobody at dl. If you want to see
them on business, you must search the night-clubs
and the brothels; they never go near their offices.
At the barracks, you'll hear the same story: the
Leader has broken every promise he ever made.
The same thing down at the Works. Agitators have
been getting at the men, secret unions are being
formed. | even heard rumours of a stay-in strike....

VALERIAN. My dear friend, your sojourn in the demo-
cratic countries seems to have confused your ideas,
a littlel Surely you are aware that here, in our
happy Westland, the Leader has declared all
strikes illegal?
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STAHL. Anillegd strikeis ssmply aninsurrection.

VALERIAN. Which can be dealt with as such.

STAHL. Which cannot be dealt with! Y ou know aswell
as | do that the troops would refuse to fire. Why,
the General Staff wouldn't even dare to give the
order!

VALERIAN. Aren't we becoming rather melodramatic?
Do you, serioudy, in your heart of hearts, believe
that things could ever come to shooti ng? In Russia,
yes. In Spain, yes. Never in Westland. You know
our countrymen; a nation of grumblers—and
grumblers are never dangerous. The situation is
bad, of course—disgraceful, appalling, but hardly
serious. When you have been at home a week or
two, you will recapture that peculiar Westland
sense of proportion—as lop-sided as Putensen's
nudes—and you will agreewith me.

STAHL. Perhaps | shdll. Yes. . . . that'sjust what I'm
afraid of. ... But now, before | begin to squint like
the rest of you, let me tell you that, in my con-
sidered opinion, this country is on the verge of a
revolution!

VALERIAN. Revolution! Revolution! Eternally that
bogey word! When the old Emperor abdicated,
everybody predicted a revolution, and what did we
get ? A cabinet of shop-keepersin ill-fitting top hats,
who misquoted Marx and scrambled to cultivate
the society of effete aristocrats, whose titles they
themsalves had just abolished by decree. The
workers were impressed by their socidist speeches,
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and tried to act upon them—so the shopkeeper-
marxists called them bolsheviks and traitors, dis-
solved parliament, suppressed the unions and esta-
blished a dictatorship which lacked nothing but a
dictator. Then came the Leader, in his fancy-dress
uniform, and these same shopkeepers rejoiced, be-
cause the National Revolution was to make an end
of the Vaerian Works and al the big business con-
cerns and open the garden of paradise to the small
trader. And what did the Leader do? Crying: 'Re-
volution!" he obligingly ruined a number of our
lesser competitors and business rivals. He did not
dare to touch the Valerian Trust. He did not want
to touch it. Without us, he could not exigt for a
fortnight. ... Asfor the workers, who you so much
dread—they play at secret meetings, of which | am
informed, and at printing illegal pamphlets, which
litter my desk at this moment. The workers are all
patient sheep, or silly crowing cockerels, or cow-

ardly rabbits. . . .
[Enter MANNERS, R]

MANNERS. | beg your pardon, Sir. The Leader's Body-
guard has arrived. They wish to make the—ah,
usual inspection.

STAHL. Good Heavens! Whatever for?

VALERIAN. Oh, you will soon get used to these little
formalities. A month ago, there was another at-
tempt on the Leader's life. Hushed up, naturally.
But | thought the foreign press would have got
hold of it? Since then, precautions have been
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doubled. The Leader never vidts a strange house
without assuring himself that there are no assassins
hiding on the premises. . . . Very well. Let one of
them comein.
[MANNERS exits for a moment and re-enters
with Sorm-Trooper, GRIMM.]
GRIMM [giving Westland Salute]. For Westland. ... |
have ordersto searchthis floor.
VALERIAN. By all means. Please make yoursdlf quite

at home.

GRIMM [indicating door, L.]. Where does that door
lead t0?

VALERIAN. To my bedroom, my bathroom, and the
back staircase. . . . But, surely, you've been here
before?

GRIMM. | only joined the Bodyguard last week.

VALERIAN. | see . . . Strange. | seem to remember
your face.

GRIMM [quickly]. That's impossible. | come from the

eastern province.
VALERIAN. Well, weall make mistakes.. . . Pray don't
let me detain you from your duties. And don't for-

get to look under the bed.
[GRIMM salutes and exit, L.]

VALERIAN [to MANNERS], You'd better go with him,
| think. He might take a fancy to my slver hair-

brushes.
[MANNERSbowsandexit, L.]

VALERIAN. Theregoesone of therulers of our country!

STAHL. Common gangsters!
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VALERIAN. After dl, thereis a good deal to be said for
gangsters. One's dedlings with them are so charm-
ingly smple. They understand two things: money
and the whip. They know where their bread and
butter comes from. The Leader is much safer with
these boys than with a pack of crooked politicians.

STAHL. By the way, how is the Leader, nowadays? In
Paris, there was a lot of talk about his—health.

VALERIAN. With good reason, I'm afraid. You know,
three weeks ago, he had a very serious breakdown.
I'm told Pegoud was sent for. . . .

STAHL. Whew! So he'sreally mad, at |ast!

VALERIAN. My dear friend, the Leader has aways
been mad. The redly alarming symptom is that
he's beginning to recover. The crises are becoming
isolated, less predictable, much more violent. Heis
no longer the roaring waterfall, whose power could
be utilized and whose noise was harmless. Heisthe
volcano which may suddenly destroy cities and
men. ... | ought to warn you: if any little disturb-
ance occurs during lunch, please appear to take no
notice. And, when it is over, behave as if nothing

had happened. . . .
STAHL. A nice party you've let me in for, | must say!
I'm beginning to feel quite scared. . . . I've only

spoken to the Leader twice in my life. I'd no idea
you knew him so intimately.

VALERIAN. I've been seeing a good deal of him, lately.
He interests me. | have been studying, as the
Americans say, the secret of his success.
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STAHL. Andwhatisthissecret?

VALERIAN. The Leader, you see, is our national mar-
tyr. We Westlanders are a stolid, insensitive race:
we need someone to do our suffering for us. The
L eader bears upon his shoulders all the wrongs, all
the griefs that Westland ever suffered—and many
more besides. When the fat placid housewives at-
tend his mesti ngs, and see him rave and wring his
hands, and tremble and weep, they shake their
heads in their motherly way, and murmur: 'Poor
Leader—he is going through all this for us!' Then
they return to their tea, with whipped cream and
apple cakes, purged and ennobled, by proxy.

STAHL. But what beats me is how one can have any
kind of persona relationship with him. Why, he
isnt a man at al! He's a gramophone!

VALERIAN. No doubt. But even a gramophone can be
made to play better and more harmonious records.
... As a matter of fact, your mentioning gramo-
phones was unintentionally apt. The Leader often
dropsinto listen to mine.

STAHL. You mean to say that you actualy play to
him!

VALERIAN. Ohyes, indeed. Like Orpheus. Whenever
he seems tired and dispirited, or the conversation
flags. ... | flatter mysdf that | am educating him,
dowly but surely. . . . We started with Narcissus
and the Melody in F. After a fortnight, he was get-
ting tired of them, so | prescribed The War March
of the Priests—all too successfully. | think even
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Mendelssohn himself would have wished he had
never written it. ... At length, we passed on to the
Pathetic Symphony, and, | am happy to say, out-
grew it at the end of a weary month. At present,
Rameau's Tambourin is the favourite. It seems
likely to last through the summer. . . .
STAHL. Redly, Vaerian, youVemissedyour vocation!
Y ou should have been alion-tamer!
[Enter  MANNERS, R]
MANNERS. The Leader has arrived, Sr.
STAHL. Good Gracious! He nearly caught us talking
high treason!
[ Noisesoff. Someoneshouts:. ‘Guard! Attention!’
The Leader's voice is heard, saying: 'For West"
landT Enter THE LEADER, R. MANNERS
exits, R., behind him.]
LEADER [salutes]. For Westland! [shakes hands] How
areyou, Vaerian?
VALERIAN. Dedlighted to see you, Sr. ... | believeyou
know Mr Stahl, one of our directors?
STAHL. Youwill hardly remember me, my Leader. We
met last at the Industrial Banquet.
LEADER. | never forget aface. [ Salutes.] For Westland!
VALERIAN. | hopewe seeyouin good health?
[Enter MANNERS, with cocktails, R]
LEADER. My health is at the service of my country.
Thereforeit isgood.
[MANNERS hands round cocktails, and exit, R
VALERIAN. May it long continue so! Mr Stahl, as| told
you in my letter, hasjust returned from a business
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tour of Europe and America. | wanted you to hear
his impressions.

STAHL. There are certain points which might possibly
interest you, my Leader.

LEADER. Everything interests me. When | study any
subject, | acquaint mysalf with its smalest details.

[Raising his glass] Westland!

Varwunranl Lo

Vaerianl| bothdrinking] .Westland!

b ————

LEADER [to STAHL]. Tdl me, isit truethat, in London,
negroes are even permitted to play in the dance
orchestras?

STAHL. Well—yes, certainly.

LEADER. | wasright! Only a dying race could show
such tolerance. England is becoming a foreign col-
ony. Very soon, they'll be having Ostnians in to
drivethe trams! Ha, ha, hal

[VALERIAN and STAHL laugh dutifully.]
[Enter MANNERS, R]

MANNERS. Lunchisserved, Sir.

[Exit, R]

LEADER. | am in good spirits, today! What beautiful
weather! We shall have a real Westland summer!
Vaerian, | have a surprise for you. After inspect-
ing your Works, | shall take you for adrivein the
park.

VALERIAN [suppressing agroan]. That will be delight-
ful! Shall we go downstairs?

LEADER [ignoring him]. | want to have young faces
around me—youth, health, springtime. The per-
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fume of the flowers. The smell of the trees. The
lithe active bodies of our splendid Westland chil-
dren. ... Ah, it does one good!

VALERIAN. | can imagine no more charming way of

spending the afternoon. . . . Perhaps youd like to
have lunch? Then we can start earlier on our pro-
gramme. ...

LEADER [as before]. | was thinking, too, that we might
visit your model cottages. | am never so happy as
when | can spare a few moments from my work to
spend among the common people. How delighted
and surprised they will be to have their Leader
among them! | love to watch their contented smiles
as they bend over their humble tasks, working
proudly, for Westland, each in his own sphere.
How well | understand them! How well | know
their wants! | know what they are thinking even
before they know it themselves. It is my mission to
restore to every Westlander the dignity of labour,
to put good honest tools into his hands, to guard
him from crafty, underhand foreign competition.
Westland must awake! Westland must throw off
her fetters! Westland must raise the heavy load of
poverty from the shoulders of the groaning poor.
[ Hepicksup apaper-weight fromthedesk.] Westland
must—

VALERIAN [tactfully taking the paper-weight from the
Leaders hand]. Bravo, Sir! Bravo! | hope youll
say that to our operatives, this afternoon. It will
inspirethem.... Lunch isready. Shall we go down?

338



LEADER [suddenly cut short in the middle of his enthusi-
asm, stares stupidly, for a moment, at his empty
hand. Then, as if coming to earth, he says quietly].
Ah, yes—lunch. . ..

CURTAIN
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(BEFORE THE CURTAIN)

[A ray of light, barred with shédow, as if through a
prisonwindow, illuminatesfour prisoners, twowomen and
two men. They are sguatting on the ground, handcuffed.
Theirfaces are ghastly.]

[Air: 'Sweet Betsyfrom Pike’ ]
FIRST PRISONER [singg].
Industrialists, bankers, in comfortable chairs
Are saying: 'We ill have control of affairs.
The Leader will have al our enemies shot.'
ALL. Theywouldliketo forget us, but, 0, they cannot!
SECOND PRISONER.
Theidle, therich, and the shabby genteel
And the clever who think that the world isn't
real
Say: 'The forces of order have triumphed!
Were safel’
ALL. But the world has its own views on how to be-
havel
THIRD PRISONER.
Thejudge sitson high in avery finewig,
He talks about Law and he talks very big,
And chaplains in church say: 'Obedienceis best.'
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ALL. Weve heard that before and we're not much
impressed!
FOURTH PRISONER.
The Leader stands up on his platform and shouts:
'Follow me and you never need have any doubts!
Put on my uniform, wave my great flag!’
ALL. But when the wind blows he shall burst like a
bag!
FIRST PRISONER.
'If you're foolish enough'’, they declare, 'to resist,
You shal feel the full weight of fieldboot and
fist.'
They beat us with truncheons, they cast us in
jail,
ALL. Butadltheir formsof persuasion shal fail!
SECOND PRISONER.
They boast: 'We shall last for a thousand long
years,'
But History, it happens, has other ideas.
‘We shall live on for ever!' they cry, but instead
ALL. They shall die soon defending the cause of the
dead!
THIRD PRISONER.
They talk of the mystical value of Blood,
Of War asaholy and purifying flood,
Of bullets and bombs as the true works of art.
ALL. They'll change their opinion when shot through
the heart!
FOURTH PRISONER.
Perhapswe shall die by a firing-squad,
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Perhaps they will kill us, that wouldn't be odd,
But when weliedown with the earth on our face

ALL. Therell be ten more much better to fight in our

ALL.

place!

The night may seem lonely, the night may seem
long,

But Time is patient and that's where they're
wrong! ‘

For Truth shall flowerand Error explode

And the people be free then to choose their own
road!

BLACK OUT
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ACT |
.SCENE I

[The Ostnia-Westland Room. It is not to be supposed
that the Frontier between the two countries does actually
pass through this room: the scene is only intended to convey
the idea of the Frontier—the L. half of the stage being in
Westland: the R. half being in Ostnia. The furnishing of
the two halves should suggest differences in national char-
acterigtics, and also in the nature ofthe two families which
inhabit them: the Thorvalds' (Westland) home is academic;
the Vrodny-Hussek (Ostnian) home is comfortable, reac-
tionary, bourgeois. Each home has a door and window,
L. and R respectively. On the back wall of each hangs a
big portrait, with a wireless-set standing beneath it. The
Thorvalds have a portrait ofthe Westland ‘'Leader’, who is
bearded and ferocious-looking: the Vrodny-Hussek family
have a portrait of the King of Ostnia, very suave and gra-
cious, with orders and much gold braid. The chairs are ar-
ranged in two semicircles, and the concentration oflighting
should heighten the impression of an invisible barrier be-
tween the two halves of the stage. The two groups of char-
acters (with the exceptions to be noted later) seem absolutely
unaware ofeach other's existence.]
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[It is evening. When the curtain rises, DR
OLIVER THORVALD, the University professor,
iswritingathisdesk MRSTHORVALD islaying
cards at a table, and ERIC their son, who is a
student, sitswriting in an armchair with a book"
rest]

[On the other side of the stage, MRS VRODNY is
darning socks, seated on the sofa. Her father,
COLONEL HUSSEK, sits reading the newspaper
inaninvalidwheel-chair.]

DR THORVALD [pausing to read aloud what he has writ-
ten]. 'Professor Jongden appears to have modelled
his style upon the more sensational articles in the
popular press of his country. For his scholarship,
however, we can discover no precedent. His emen-
dations would not convince a commercial traveller.
The authorities he quotes, and as frequently mis-
guotes, are most of them out of date. Beyer's great
work on the lonian Laws he does not so much as
mention; no doubt he is unwilling to acknowledge
that any contribution to culture could be made by
a nation which he has always been taught to regard
as barbarian.'

COL. HUSSEK [reading from newspaper]. 'The Minister

for Propaganda has banned the sale in Ostnia of the

Westland Sunday Sun for one month—as the result

of the insulting caricatures of His Mg esty, published

in last Sunday's issue. . .." | can't think what

the country's coming to! Thirty years ago, they

wouldn't have dared! The old King must turn in
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his grave. He would never have allowed our honour
tobe—

MRS VRODNY [hitterly]. Nobody cares about honour,
these days! All they think of now is Self!

COL.HUSSEK. You'reright, Louisal Our young people
have no sense of Ostnian loyalty.

MRS VRODNY. You've no idea, Father, how rude the
shopgirls are, nowadays! | could smack their faces
sometimes; they‘re so insolent. And the prices!
Mother would have had a fit! [Holds up a sock with
an enormous hole in it.] Just look at that! How
Oswald manages to wear his socks into such holes
| can't imagine!

DR THORVALD [reading aloud]. ®We strongly advise the
Professor to leave the classics alone and to betake
himsdlf to a sphere to which his talents are less un-
fitted. We suggest that the scandals of the Ostnian
Court would be a suitable choice.’

ERIC. Who areyou attacking thistime, Father?

DR THORVALD. Jongden has just brought out a book
on lonia—a typical Ostnian piece of work. All
superficial brilliance and fluff, with nothing behind
it. No Ostnian ever made a scholar. They think it
vulgar to take trouble.

ERIC. But isn't he the man who's been offered a chair
a yae?

DR THORVALD. Just because he can make amusing
little speeches after dinner, they prefer him to a
real scholar, like Beyer! It's preposterous! He can't
hold acandleto him!
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MRS THORVALD. You know, dear, it's only because
Beyer is aWestlander. And they believe dl the lies
their newspapers spread about us. | can't under-
stand why they're allowed to print such stuff. The
Leader ought to put a stop to it.

COL. HUSSEK. Tcha Another lightning strike at the
Docks! If they'd only shoot a few of them, it'd put
astop to al this nonsense! '

MRSV RODNY . I'msureit'sonly dueto Westland agi-
tators, Father. The Ostnian working-man would
never behave like that of his own accord. He's got
too much common-sense. He knowsit only puts up
the cost of living.

MRS THORVALD. The Ace of Diamonds. ... Do you
think that means I've won a prize in the Sunday
Sun Doublets, or only that Marthas ordered
enough vegetablesto go round? She so seldom does.
... Eric dear,l do wish you wouldn't work so hard!
I'm sureit can't be good for you. Why don't you go
out and dofield-exercises, like the other students?

DR THORVALD. Leavetheboy aone, Hilda. You can't
become a scholar without keeping your nose to the
grindstone, eh Eric? [Risesfrom desk and comes over
to ERIC'S chair, lighting his pipe.] What are you
writing on, this time? [Looks over ERIC'S shoulder.]
"The chances of European peace'! What a ridicu-
lous subject! Surely Professor Bluteisen never set
youthat?

ERIC. No. I'mdoingit for afew of my friends. Some of
us are trying to think these things out.
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DR THORVALD. You're wasting your time, my boy.
What chances are there of peace—with the Ost-
nians arming to the teeth? | tell you, Europe's a
powder-magazine. It only needs a spark.

MRS THORVALD. Martha says the war's coming this
year. It's dl in Revelations, she says. She tried to
explain it to me, but she's so difficult to under-
stand: her falseteeth fit so badly.

ERIC. Don't talk like that, Mother! Of course there'll
be awar if we dl go on saying and thinking there
will be, and doing nothing to stop it. Why are we
al sofrightened? None of uswant war.

MRS THORVALD. We don't, but what about the Ost-
nians?

COL. HUSSEK. Notes. Negotiations. . . . We're too
polite to them; that's our trouble!

MRSV RODNy.TheWestlander'sabully. Alwayshasbeen.

DRTHORVALD. After thelast war, whenwe were weak,
they bullied us. Andit's only now, whentheL eader's
shownthemthatWestland won't stand any nonsense,
that they've learnt to mind their ps and gs a bit.

COL. HUSSEK. The only thing the Westlander under-
stands is the stick. We ought to have finished the
job properly, last time.

ERIC. How doyou know the Ostnianswant war?

MRS THORVALD, Haven't they aways hated us?
Haven't they always been jeal ous of us? Especially
since our national revolution.

DR THORVALD. They're jealous of our liberty and
power of creative progress.
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MRS VRODNY. The trouble is, they've no traditions.
That's why they'rejealous of us. They always have
been. They're spailt children, redly.

DRTHORVALD. A decadent raceisalwaysjealousof a
progressive one.

MRSVRODNY . You may say what you like; tradition
and breeding count.

MRS THORVALD. You may say what you like, Eric.
You can't wipe out the History of a thousand
years.

COL.HUSSEK. Damned bolsheviks!

ERIC. Wéll, | think that if people—the ordinary decent
people in both countries—would only get together,
we could ...

[Enter ANNA VRODNY, R with a shopping
basket. The effect of her presence upon ERIC is
instantly noticeable. He breaks off in the middle
of his sentence, as though he hadforgotten what it
was he had meant to say. Throughout the rest of
the scene hefollows ANNA'S movements eagerly
with his eyes. ANNA, a/so, is watching ERIC,
but more timidly and covertly. Nobody else on
the stage appears to notice this,]

MRS VRODNY. Oh, thereyou are at last, Annal What-
ever have you been doing al thistime?

DRTHORVALD. Couldwhat, Eric?

ANNA. I'm sorry, Mother. There was such a queue at
Benets.

[Begins to take parcels out of basket and lay
themon thetable)]
48



DRTHORVALD.Wsdl,goon! What couldyoudo?

MRS THORVALD. Oh, don't argue so, Oliver! It makes
my head ache!

DR THORVALD. Sorry, my dear. | wasonly trying to
make him see how woolly-minded heis. And West-
land has no use for woolliness, these days. I've got
to go now to a meeting of the tutorial board, to
consider the case of those so-called pacifist demon-
strators yesterday. And | don't mind telling you,
Eric, that | shall vote for their expulsion from the
University. Let that be awarning to you, my boy!

[Exit DR THORVALD, L.]

MRS VRODNY [rising from the sofa to inspect ANNA'S
purchases]. You cal that a chicken? Why didn't
yougoto Litvaks?

ANNA. But,Mother,yousaid Litvakswas so expensive!

MRSVRODNY. Oh, it'shopeless! | can't trust any of you
to do the smplest things! | work my fingersto the
bonefor you al, and nobody helps mein the least!

MRSTHORVALD. TheQueen of Hearts! Well | never!
At my age! It must be for you, Eric! How exciting!

MRS VRODNY. Don't stand there dawdling, Annal
We've got to get supper ready. It'll belateasitis.

[MRS VRODNY and ANNA collect the parcels
and exeunt, R. During the scene which follows,
COL. HUSSEK fallsgradually asleep.]

MRS THORVALD. The cards never lie! Eric, | don't be-
lieve you're listening!

ERIC. Sorry, Mother, | wasjust thinking about some-
thing.
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[Enter L. MARTHA THORVALD, Dr Thorvald's
sister, with aprayer-book and a bunch offlowers.
She pauses solemnly, before speaking, to salute
the Leader'sportrait.]

MARTHA. Cards again? Really, Hilda, I'm surprised at
you, indulging in that sinful nonsense!

MRS THORVALD. Oh, Martha! Itisn't nonsensel

MARTHA [arranging flowers in a vase before the
LEADER'S portrait]. It's wicked superstition. . . .
Therel Don't these look beautiful, under the
Leader's picture? They're just the colour of his
eyes! Pastor Brock preached a wonderful sermon
about himtoday. . . .

MRS THORVALD. The Pastor's such afine man, but |
do wish he wouldn't shout so. He makes my head
ache.

MARTHA. Westland needs more like him! Hetook as his
text: I come not to bring peace, but a sword!"

ERIC. Pastor Brock isn't a Christian at dl. He wantsto
rewrite the Bible.

MARTHA. Eric! How dare you!

ERIC. 'They that live by the sword shall perish by the
sword.' How does he explain that?

MARTHA. | suppose you think you're clever: sitting
there and sneering, while every decent young
Westlander is out learning to defend his country?
If | were your M other—

MRS THORVALD. Oh, my poor head! If you two are
going to quarrel, I'm off to bed.

[Exit MRS THORVALD, L]
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ERIC. I'm sorry, Aunt Martha. | didn't mean to hurt
your feelings.
MARTHA. Don't apologize to me. Apologize to the
Leader. It's him you hurt when you talk like that.
He cares so much for al of us. . . . Goodnight, my
Leader! God keep you!
[ She salutesthepicture and exit, L.]
ERIC [ri'sesfrom his chair', goes up to the picture and re-
gards it]. Tel me, what is it you really want? Why
do you make that fierce face? You're not fierce,
realy. You have eyes like my father's. Are you
lonely, are you unhappy, behind that alarming
beard? Yes, | see you are. Perhaps you only want
love—likeme....
[ Hecontinuesto examinethepicture.]
COL. HUSSEK [waking up with a violent start]. Extend
ontheright! Rapidfire! Charge! [ Rubbinghiseyes.]
Louisal [Enter MRS VRODNY, R.] Where's my
supper?
MRSV RODNY .WerewaitingforOswald.
COL. HUSSEK. Boozingagain, | suppose!
MRS VRODNY. It's dways the same thing, when he
gets his pension-money.
[OSWALD'S voice is heard singing, outside.]
Hereheis, at last!
[Enter OSWALD VRODNY, drunk, R]
OSWALD [singing]. Then up spoke Captain O'Hara:
'It's a hundred and one in the shade;
If you give me your Irish whisky
Y ou can keep your Irish maid!'
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Well, Louisa, and how are the busy little fingers,
this evening? Good evening, General Fieldboots!
Stll fightingto the last man?

COL.HUSSEK. You'redrunk, Sir!

OSWALD [producing a bottle]. I've brought you some
powerful reinforcements! Guesswhat thisis!

MRS VRODNY [trying to snatch bottle]. Give me that at
oncel '

OSWALD. Naughty! Mustn't snatch! Allow meto in-
troduce you to an old friend you haven't seen for a
very long time—the finest Westland whisky!

COL. HUSSEK. How dare you bring their filthy stuflF
into this house!

MRS VRODNY. It'sso unpatriotic!

OSWALD. Patriotism be damned! | can't touch that foul
Ostnian cognac; sooner drink cold teal What goodis
it going to do Ostniaif | ruin my liver? Answer me
that! You and your patriotism! Those chaps over
there know how to make whisky, and I'm grateful
to them! Any man who makes good whisky is my
friendforlifel [Drinks.] Here'sto Westland!

COL. HUSSEK. Another word, sr, and I'll cdl the
police and have you arrested, this minute!

MRS VRODNY. Father and | have been very patient
with you. But there's alimit to everything. You've
never done a hand's turn in your life! You'rejust a
drunken sponger!

[Enter ANNA, JR. ERIC immediately turnsfrom
thepicture, and begins to watch her, as before, but
with increasing agitation.]
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ANNA. Mother! Mother! Do be quiet, please. All the
neighbours will hear you! Come on, Uncle Oswald.
Supper's ready in the kitchen.

OSWALD [taking ANNA'S arm]. That's my own little
girl!

ANNA. Youtwo go on. I'll look after him.

[Exeunt MRS VRODNY, wheeling COL. Hus-
SEK, R. ANNA follows, half-supporting OS-
WALD, who is humming the Wedding March
fromLohengrin.]

ERIC [taking a pace forward, exclaims involuntarily,
despairingly]. Annal

[But ANNA does not seem to hear him. Exeunt
ANNA and OSWALD, R. ERIC stands looking
sadly after her.]

CURTAIN
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ACT I
SCENE |

[ The Ostnia-Westland Room. It is evening. As the cur-
tain rises, we see on the L. of the stage, DR THORVALD,
MRS THORVALD, MARTHA and ERIC, drinking a bed-
time cup of tea. ERIC, as usual, is watching ANNA
VRODNY, who sits sewing on the R. of the stage, with
OSWALD and COL. HUSSEK. COL. HUSSEK has the
newspaper. OSWALD is lazily smoking. Both wireless-sets
are switched on, but silent.]

ANNA. Please cometo bed, Grandpa. It's after eleven.
You look tired out.

COL.HUSSEK. Nonsense, my dear! Never felt betterin
my lifel Must wait to hear the news. Westland will
have to admit responsibility. She can't get round
the evidence. | tell you, this means war!

OSWALD. Thank God I'm fat and fifty! No more wars
for us, Colonel! We've done our sharel!

COL. HUSSEK. I never thought I'd hear a nephew of
mine confess to being a coward! It's the greatest
regret of my life that |—

ANNA. Oh, Grandfather, don't excite yourself! You
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know he doesn't mean it. ... Uncle Oswald, you
mustn't be such atease!

OSWALD. Wéll, you don't want Grandpa to be killed,
do you? Or even your lazy old Uncle, | hope?
Throw me the matches, there's a good girl.

[ANNA does 0]

MRS THORVALD. | think | will have a second cup,
Martha, after dl. | shan't degp awink, in any case.
. . . Eric, dear, you haven't touched yours. Don't
you want it?

ERIC. No,thankyou, Mother.

MRS THORVALD. Wdll, it has been a day of excite-
ments! Those poor, poor children! | shal never
dare to go by bus again! | suppose Ostnia will
apologize. . ..

DRTHORVALD. They'll haveto! The evidence of their
quilt is overwhelming.

MARTHA. You can't apologize for murder! They must
be punished!

[Both ivireless-sets give the time signal ]

DRTHORVALD. Ssh! Thenewsiscoming on!

ANNA [calling]. Mother! The news!

WESTLAND RADIO. Maria Kinderheim, the six-year-
old child injured in the bomb outrage at the
Iron Bridge, died in hospital this evening. This
brings the number of the Westland dead up to nine-
teen.

[Enter MRS VRODNY, R]

OSTNIAN RADIO. Peter Vollard, the eighty-year-old
labourer injured in the bomb outrage at the Iron,
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Bridge, died in hospital this evening. This brings
the number of the Ostnian dead up to twenty.

WESTLAND RADIO. The Minister for Propaganda and
the Minister for Air and Marineflew to Castle Tu-
borg this afternoon to discuss with the Leader
what steps should be taken. ... It is rumoured that
the. Ostnian Government is calling up the nineteen-
fourteen and nineteen-fifteen classes.

OSTNIAN RADIO. Anemergency meetingof the Cabinet
was caled this evening to consider what steps
should be taken. . . . There are rumours that West-
land will order general mobilization.

WESTLAND RADIO. Inview of the extreme gravity of
the situation . . .

OSTNIAN RADIO. Inview of the extreme gravity of the
situation . . .

WESTLAND RADIO. ThelLeader. ..

OSTNIAN RADIO. HisMajesty theKing . . .

WESTLAND RADIO. Hasdecided . . .

OSTNIAN RADIO. Hasgraciously consented . . .

WESTLAND RADIO. To addressthenation . . .

OSTNIAN RADIO. Toaddresshispeople. . .

WESTLAND RADIO. The address will be broadcast
from al stations at midnight.

OSTNIAN RADIO. The address will be broadcast from
al stations at midnight.

[Throughout the scene which follows, the two
wireless-sets provide a background of faint, dis-
turbing ominous music.]

MRSVRODNY. When | think of that poor old man who
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never did anybody any harm, it makes my blood
boil!
[MARTHA starts collecting the tea things)

MRS THORVALD. The poor mite! She was only atiny
tot! .

ANNA. It'shorrible! How can anyone have been such a
brute! .

MRSV RODNY .AllWestlandersarebrutes, dear.

ANNA. Some of them were killed, too; weren't they,
Mother?

MRS VRODNY. How do you know? The papers don't
say 0. TheWestlanders are such liars, anyhow!
MRS THORVALD. The demonstration in the market
square was enormous. | could hardly push my way

through!

DR THORVALD. I've never seen the students so moved.
We had to suspend all lecturesfor the day.

MRS VRODNY. Therewas a crowd outside Benets' this
afternoon. They were smashingthewindows.

COL. HUSSEK. Servethem right! We don't want any
dirty Westlanders here, cheating us out of our
money! Most of them are spies! It's high time we
cleared out the lot!

OSWALD. Wdl, | never did care for Westland much.
Thewomen have thick ankles. All the same, | hope
they don't sack Freddy from the Long Bar. He
mixes the best cocktailsin Ostnia.

[Exit MARTHA, L,, with tray.]

MRS THORVALD. | met Bob Veigd in the street, to-
day. Such a nice boy! And quite high up in his
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shock-troop already. He was so upset. | could
hardly get a word out of him except: *We must
avenge the Iron Bridge!'

COL.HUSSEK. Wemust haveaction! Y oucan't bandy
words with murderers! We must avenge the Iron

Bridgé!
ANNA. 1 think I'll be going to bed, Mother. I've got
rather a headache.

[Re-enter MARTHA, L]

MRS VRODNY. But aren't you going to stay and hear
the King?

ANNA. | don't think I will, Mother, if you don't mind.
Goodnight. Goodnight, Uncle. Goodnight, Grand-
pa

[She hurries out, J?, as if anxious to escape
fromthemall.]

MRS VRODNY . She's been so quiet al day. I'm afraid
she's not well.

MRS THORVALD. FEric, dear, you're very slent, this
evening. Aren'tyoufeelingwell?

ERIC-[abruptly]. I've got a headache. I'm going to bed.

MARTHA. But Eric, the Leader!

MRS THORVALD. Oh, Marthal Don't worry him to-
night! You can tell him al about it in the morning.
[To ERIC.] Youll find some aspirin in the top
drawer of my dressing-table.

ERIC. Thanks, Mother. Goodnight.

[Exit, L.]

MRS THORVALD. It must have been a very tiring day
for him, with all these demonstrations.
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DR THORVALD. | wonder. . . . I'm not very happy
about him, Hilda. I'm afraid he's making some un-
healthy friendships. They play at being radicas,
pacifists, goodness knows what. Eric's such a
child. He doesn't realize what this business means.
This crime strikes at the whole basis of European
civilization.

MRS VRODNY. Did you read Father Ambrose's article
on the consequences of heresy ? We must defend the
Church. The Churchisin danger!

OSWALD. | was taken to a service in Westland, once.
God, | was bored! All those extempore prayers!
MARTHA. The Ostnians aren't civilized! They're sav-

ages! They burn incense and worship idols!
[ Noise and singing and the tramp of mar chingfeet
L. and R off. All the characters move excitedly
towards their respective windows, COL. HUSSEK
propelling himselfin hisinvalid chair. Fromthis
moment the acting works up to a note of hysteria.]

MRS VRODNY [at window, R]. Look, Father! The Air
Force cadets!

MRS THORVALD [at window, L.]. It's the students!
Hundreds of them!

OSWALD. They'retight!

MARTHA. Thehourisathand!

COL.HUSSEK. Stoutfellows!

MRS THORVALD. How happy they look in their uni-
forms! | wish Eric was among them!

[The two songs which follow should be sung
simultaneously.]
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WESTLAND STUDENTS [off, L.
Brightly the sun on our weaponsis gleaming,
Braveisthe heart and stout isthe arm,
Goneis the night of talking and dreaming,
Up and defend your country from harm!

The mountain has strength, the river has beauty,
Westland Science, Religion and Art

Insb[re us with valour and Westland Duty
Echoesin every Westland heart!

Foremost of al the Leader is ridi ng,
Loveinhisbosom and truth on hisbrow,

Against thewholeworldin the Leader confiding,
Forward to victory follow him now!

OSTNIAN AIR CADETS [off, R].

Wheel the plane out from its shed,

Though it prove my funeral bed!

I'm so young. No matter, |

Will save my country erel die!

Hark, | hear the engines roar!
Kissme, we shall meet no more.

I must fly to north and south.

Kiss me, sweetheart, on the mouth!

Far from Mother, far from crowds,
I must fight among the clouds
Where the searchlights mow the sky,
I must fight and | must die!
DR THORVALD. It's the spirit of Pericles! The poets
have not sungin vain!
MRS VRODNY . | wish | wereaman!
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MARTHA. Out of the pit! Out of the mire and clay!

OSWALD. Perhaps| ought to do something!

MRS THORVALD. Thecardsdid not lie!

COL. HUSSEK. Thismakesmefeel aboy again!

DR THORVALD. Some people have asked the meaning
of history. They have their answer!

MRSVRODNY. Theylookedlike princes!

MARTHA. Therighteousshall inherittheearth!

OSWALD. I shall drinklessandless!

MRSTHORVALD. Myheadache'squitegone!

MRSV RODNY . Weshall bevery famousindeed!

MRSTHORVALD. Weshal neverdie!

COL. HUSSEK. | have never lost a battle!

DR THORVALD. Everything's perfectly clear, now!

OSWALD. Afterthis, we shall all be much richer!

COL. HUSSEK. Wearedoing splendidly!

MARTHA. Godisvery glad!

OSTNIAN RADIO. ThisisOstniacallingtheworld!

WESTLAND RADIO. This is Westland cdling the
world!

OSTNIAN RADIO. HisMajesty the King!

WESTLAND RADIO. The Leader!

KING'S VOICE [through radio, R]. It is hard to find
words to express ...

LEADER'S VOICE [through radio, L.]. The unceasing
struggle of my life hasbeenrewarded . . .

KING. How deeply touchedwehavebeen . . .

LEADER. Westlandisrestoredto her greatness. . .

KING. By dl the offers of service and sacrifice . . .

L EADER. Oneheart, onevoice, onenation. . .

64



KING. Which have poured in from every corner of Our
country.».

LEADER. It is a lie to say that Westland has ever
stooped to baseness . . .

KING. And from every class of people, even the
poorest. ..

LEADER. It is a lie to say that Westland could ever
stoop to baseness . . .

KING. These last few days of terrible anxiety have
brought us al very closetogether . . .

LEADER. It is a lie to say that Westland wants

war-...

KING. We dl, | know, pray from the bottom of our
hearts. . »

LEADER. Westland stands in Europe as a great bas-
tion . ..

KING. That thiscrissmay passaway . . .

LEADER. Againstthetideof anarchy . . .

KING. Our Ministers are doing everything in their
power . . .

LEADER. Westland lives and Westland soil are
sacred . . .

KING. Toavoidanyirreparablestep . . .

LEADER. Should any human power dare to touch
either . . .

KING. But shouldtheworst happen . . .

LEADER. Itwill haveto facethe holy anger of anation
inarms. . e

KING. We shdl face it in a spirit worthy of the
great traditions of our fathers ...
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LEADER. That will not sheathe the sword ...
KING. To whom honour was more precious than
lifeitself. . .
LEADER. Till ithaspaidforitsfolly withitsblood . ..
KING. Westand beforethebar of history . . .
LEADER. For, were Westland to suffer one unrequited
wrong. . .
KING. Confidentthat right musttriumph. . .
LEADER. | should have nowishtolive!
KING. Andweshall enduretotheend!
[The wireless-sets play their respective national
anthems.]
COL. HUSSEK [standing up in his chair, in great excite-
ment]. God savethe King! God savethe King!
[He collapses|
MRS VRODNY. Father! [She runs to him.] Quick, Os-
wald, the brandy!
MRSTHORVALD.Dearme,|feel quiteexhausted!
OSWALD [looking in cupboard]. There's no brandy left.
Hell have to have my whisky.
MRS VRODNY. Hurry!
[OSWALD gives her the bottle and a glass]
Here, Father! [Gives HUSSEK asip.] Takethis.
DR THORVALD. Time we all went to bed. There won't
be any more newstonight. Comeaong, Hilda.
COL. HUSSEK [faintly, opening his eyes]. Thank you,
my dear ... Sorry ... My heart, again . . . Better
now ... It'sbeen agreat day . . .
MRS VRODNY [to OSWALD], Help me to get him to
bed.
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MRS THORVALD. You're not staying up, are you,
Martha dear?
MARTHA. Tl follow you in a minute.
OSWALD [pushing the COLONEL'S chair]. Up we go!
[Exeunt DR and MRS THORVALD, L.
Fedling better now ? That whisky'swonderful stuff!
) [Exeunt OSWALD and COLONEL, R., followed
byMRS VRODNY who turns out the light, so that
the R. ofthe stage is darkened.]
MARTHA [kneeling before the LEADER'S portrait]. My
hero! My Leader! You will fight them, won't you?
Say you will! Say you will! [Kneelsfor a moment,
then rises, salutes and exit L., turning out light.]
[The whole stage is now in complete darknessfor
some moments. Distant, dreamy music, off. Then
a spotlight illuminates a small area in the middle
of the stage. The various chairs and tables should
have been pushed back, so that they are visible
only as indistinct shapes in the surrounding
darkness. Enter ERIC and ANNA, L. and R.
respectively. They advance dlowly, like sleep-
walkers, until they stand just outside the circle
of light, facing each other.]
ERIC. Isthatyou, Anna?
ANNA. Yes, Eric.
[They both take a step forward into the light-
circle]
ERIC. | knew | could make this happen!
ANNA. Where are we?
ERIC. Intheplacethat | have found for us,
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The place that | have hoped for since | was born,
Born, aswe dl are, into aworld full of fear,
Wherethe faces are not the faces of the happy,
Where the disappointed hate the young
And the disinherited weep in vain.
Not that any arewanting thisworld, any;
The truckdriver, the executive setting his watch,
Theclerk entraining for the office, us, _.
All of uswishing alwaysit weredifferent.
All of uswanting to be kind and honest,
Good neighbours and good parents and good chil-
dren,
To be beautiful and likeable and happy.
Ever since | was born | have been looking,
Looking for aplace where| could really be myself,
For apersonwhowould seemeas| really am.
And | have found them both, found them now,
found them here.

Thisisthe good place.

ANNA. | am afraid. The darknessis so near.

ERIC. Thisisthegood place
Where the air is not filled with screams of hatred
Nor words of great and good men twisted
To flatter conceit and justify murder.
Here are no family quarrels or public meetings,
No disease or old age. No death.
Herewe can beredly alone,
Alonewith our love, our faith, our knowledge,
I've struggled for this ever since | saw you.
A longtime, Anna. Did you know that?
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ANNA. A longtime, Eric, yes, I'vefelt you near me.
Y ou took my armin crowded shops,
Helping me choose.
Behind my chair as | sat sewing, you stood
And guve me patience. Often you sat
Beside mein the park and told me stories
Of couples in the panting unfair city
Who loved each other al their lives.
O when | went to dances, dl my partners
Were you, were you.
ERIC. Ever since | remember Fve caught glimpses of
you,
Atfirst, far off, anature onthe crag,
Far off down the long poplar avenue, atraveller.
I've seen your facereflected in theriver
As| satfishing; and when | read abook
Y our facewould come between me and the print
Like an ambition, nearer and clearer every day.
Andnow, atlast. ..

ANNA. DoThey see, t00?

ERIC. They do not want to see. Their blindnessis
Their pride, their constitution and their town
Where Love and Truth are movements under-

ground,
Dreading arrest and torture.

ANNA. OEric, I'mso afraid of them!

ERIC. Lockedineach other'sarms, weform atower
They cannot shake or enter. Our love
Isthe far and unsuspected island
Their prestige does not hold.
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ANNA. | wishthat thiscould last for ever.

ERIC. It can, Anna, it can! Nothing matters now
But you and |. Thisisthe everlasting garden’
Where we shall walk together always,

Happy, happy, happy, happy.

ANNA. You do not know their power. They know,

know dl.

They let us meet but only to torment us

When they have proved our guilt. They grin behind
our joy,

Waiting their time. O if we take one step

Towards our love, the grace will vanish,

Our peace smash like avase. O we shall see

The threatening faces sudden at the window, hear

Thefurious knocking on the door,

The cry of anger from the high-backed chair.

ERIC. It can't betruel It shan't betrue!
Our love s stronger than their hatel
Kissme.

ANNA. Don't, don't! You'll makethem angry!
We shall be punished!

ERIC. | don't care! | defy them!

[He steps forward to embrace her. The stage is
immediately plunged in darkness. Their voices
now begin to growfainter.]

VOICES [These should be taken by the actors playing DR
THORVALD and MRS VRODNY, and should have the
resonant disembodied quality ofan echo]. NO!

ERIC'SVOICE. Anna,Anna. Whereareyou?

ANNA'S VOICE. Whereareyou, Eric?
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ERIC. Comeback.

ANNA. | can't. They're too strong. Help me, Eric.
They're taking me away.

VOICE 1. Takeher away.

ERIC. They'reholding meback.

VOICE 2. Hold himback.

ANNA. .l shal never seeyouagain.

) (him) .

BOTH VOICES. Never see%g[m again.

ERIC. Anna. Can you hear me? | swear I'll come back
to you. I'll beat them somehow. Only wait for me,
Anna. Promise you'll wait.

ANNA. | promise, Eric.

VOICE 2 [whispering]. Tradition and breeding count.

V OICE 1 [whispering]. You can't wipe out the history
of athousand years.

CURTAIN

71



(BEFORE THE CURTAIN)

[Five men, three women. Three couples are waltz-
ing. The two remaining men, who are supposed
to be left-wing political workers, are watching, in
the background.}
FIRST MALE DANCER.
The papers say therell be war before long;
Sometimes they're right, and sometimes they're
wrong.
SECOND MALE DANCER.
There's alot of talk in awireless-set
And alot more promised than you'll ever get.
FIRST LEFTIST.
Don't believe them,
Only fools let words deceive them.
Resist the snare, the scare
Of something that'snot really there.
These voices commit treason
Against dl truth and reason,
Using an unreal aggression
To blind you to your real oppression;
Truth is elsewhere.
Understand the motive, penetrate the lie
Or you will die.
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THIRD MALE DANCER.
TheWinter comes, the Summer goes,
Ifthere'sawar, we shall fight, | suppose.
FIRST MALE DANCER.
The larder is cold, the kitchen is hot;
Ifwe go well bekilled, if we don't we'll be shot.
SECOND LEFTIST.
What they can do depends on you,
Youaremany, they arefew,
Afraidfortheir trade, afraid
Of the overworked and the underpaid.
Do not go; they know
That though they seem so strong
Their power lasts solong
Asyou areundecided and divided;
Understand the wrong;
Understand the fact;
Unite and act.
SECOND MALE DANCER.
Therere hillsin the north and seain the south;
It's wiser not to open your mouth.
THIRD MALE DANCER.
Soldiers have guns and are used in attack;
More of them go than ever come back.
FIRST FEMALE DANCER.
What shal | say to the child at my knee
When you fall in the mountains or sink in the sea?
SECOND FEMALE DANCER.
What shall we doif you lose aleg?
Singfor our supper, or steal or beg?
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FIRST LEFTIST,

It's weak to submit,

Then cry when you are hit.

Itsmadto die

For what you know to be alie.

Andwhomyoukill

Depends upon your will.

Their blood is upon your head.

Choosetolive.

The dead cannot forgive

Nor will time pardon the dead.
THIRD FEMALE DANCER.

What isaparlour, what isabed

But aplace to weep in when you are dead?
FIRST MALE DANCER.

It's goodbye to the bench and goodbye to the

wife

And goodbyefor good to somebody'slife.
SECOND MALE DANCER.

Our country'sin danger, and our causeisjust;

If no one's mistaken, it's conquer or bust,
SECOND LEFTIST.

The country isin danger

But not from any stranger.

Y our enemies are here

Whom you should fight, not fear,

For till they cease

The earth will know no peace.

Learn to know

Y our friend from your foe.
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THIRD MALE DANCER.
But if some one's mistaken or lying or mad,
Orifwe're defeated, it will bejust too bad.

BLACK OUT
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ACT 11
SCENE I

[VALERIAN'S study. Just after midnight.]
[VALERIAN and STAHL', with brandy glasses
before them, are listening to the LEADER'S
speech on the radiogram,]

LEADER'S VOICE. .. .it will have to face the holy
angefr of a nation in arms, that will not sheathe the
sword till it has paid for its folly with its blood.
For, were Westland to suffer one unrequited
wrong, | should have no wish to live!

VALERIAN. Admirable sentiments! A little more
brandy, my dear Stahl?

STAHL. Thanks. ... | need it. . . .[Pours and drinks.]
The man's got avoice like a corncrake!

VALERIAN. Oh, | can't agree with you there! His de-
livery is redly excellent. He has mastered all the
tricks. I'm told that he once took lessons from
Sacha Guitry.

STAHL. | didn't like the tone of that speech at dl. . . .
You know he saw the General Staff again, this
evening? Y ou mark my words, thisisto prepare the
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country for mobilization. The decree's probably
signed already.

V ALERIAN. Hammel wouldnever agreetoit.

STAHL. Then hell override Hammel. Were dealing
with amadman. Y ou said so, yourself.

VALERIAN. Very wdl. Let us suppose that mobiliza-
tion is ordered. What does that mean, nowadays?
Nothing! Welivein an age of bluff. The boys shout
until they are hoarse, and the politicians hunt for a
formula under the conference-table. A lot of noise
to cover up an enormous cold funk.

STAHL. Cold funk is an exceedingly dangerous state of
mind. A coward often hitsfirst.

VALERIAN. But, | ask you, who wants war? Certainly
not the industrialists. the arms race is good for an-
other five years at least. Certainly not the politi-
cians. they're far too jealous of the military and
afraid of losing their jobs. Even the General Staffs
don't want it: they're both perfectly happy playing
at mechanization. ... Do you seriousy imagine
that wars nowadays are caused by some escaped
lunatic putting a bomb under a bridge and blowing
up an omnibus? There have been worse provoca-
tions in the past, and there will be worse in the
future. The national honour will swallow them all
quite conveniently. It has a very strong digestion.

[Enter LESSEP, R., with papers.]

LESSEP. Herearethelatest pressbulletins, Mr Valerian.

VALERIAN. Thank you.

[Reads. Exit LESSEP, R]
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STAHL. Anything fresh?

VALERIAN. Nothing. Students demonstrations. Patri-
otic speeches. All the customary nonsense. . . . Our
operatives gathered outside the Villa Kismet during
the lunch hour and cheered the Leader till it was
timeto go back to work. Then two of the organizers
of the illegal trades union were recognized in the
crowd, and so roughly handled that the Police had
to take them into preventive custody. . . . The Iron
Bridge incident has certainly solved some of our
|abour problems—for the moment.

STAHL. Yes—for the moment. . . . But, even supposing
that there's no war, how will al this end?

VALERIAN. It will end itself. In ten days there will be
a new distraction—an international football match
or agirl found murdered in her bath. . . . [Reads|]
This is rather amusing. An Ostnian journalist has
written an article proving conclusively that the
Iron Bridge bomb wasfired by order of myself!

STAHL. Haha! Thank goodness for somethingto laugh
a., anyway!

VALERIAN. The snister Westland industrialists, real-
izing that they have brought their country to the
verge of ruin, attempt a desperate gambler's
throw'. . . You know, Stahl, a crime of this sort—
s0 pointless, so entirely without motive—is bound
to have a curious psychological effect upon every-
body. Don't you sometimes wake up in the night,
and wonder: Who did it? Like the reader of a detec-
tive story? And, of course, the most apparently
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innocent are the most suspect. Perhaps it was the
Ostnian archbishop. Perhaps it was the wife of our
municipal librarian. Perhaps it was my .butler,
Manners. And then, inevitably, one begins to won-
der: was it | myself, in a moment of insanity,
followed by amnesia? Have | an alibi? Ought |
to go to the Police and confess? Madnessis so in-
fectious. '
STAHL. Inyour list of suspects,’ youVe forgotten the
chief madman. Why shouldn't it have been the
Leader, himself?
VALERIAN. Ah, no, my friend. The Leader is the only
man in al Westland who is quite above suspicion.
If he had done it, he would never have been able to
resist telling us so! [Listening.] | wonder who that
is on the stairs? Surely it can't be a visitpr, at this
hour of the night?
[Enter MANNERS, R]
MANNERS. It's the Leader, Sr.
STAHL. Gracious! I'dbetter clear out.
VALERIAN. No. Please stay. Thiswill beinteresting.
[Enter the LEADER and Sorm-Trooper GRIMM,
R. The LEADER'S whole manner has changed.
He is obviously exhausted. He speaks gently, al-
most timidly. Storm-Trooper GRIMM takes up
his position at the back of the stage. Throughout
the scene which follows, he neither moves nor
speaks]
LEADER. May | comein?
V ALERIAN.Thisisanunexpectedhonour.
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LEADER. | saw your light in the window, on my way

back from the Broadcasting Station.

V ALERIAN.Wehavebeenlisteningtoyour speech.

LEADER [sinking into a chair]. How quiet it is, in here!

All day long | have been surrounded by shouting,
noise, crowds. | thought: for afew moments | shall
be ableto be quiet. . .,

STAHL. Perhaps, my Leader, you'd prefer to be left

alone? '

LEADER. No, no. | hate to be aone. Don't leave me,

anyofyou. . ..

VALERIAN.Youmustbeverytired?

LEADER. Moretiredthan| haveever been,inmywhole

life.

VALERIAN. You'll take some wine? Something to eat?
[The LEADER does not reply. VALERIAN makes
asgntoMANNERS, whogoesout, R

LEADER [begins to speak quietly, then with rising hys-

teria]. Forfivenights| havelain awake, wondering:
What shall | do?What shall | do? And no one can
decidefor me. No one! | alone must make the final
choice. Peace or war? It is a terrible burden to put
upon the shoulders of oneman. . . . Youthink | am
strong? No, | am weak, weak. ... | never wished to
be the Leader. It was forced upon me. Forced upon
me, | tell you, by the men who said they were my
friends, and who thought only of their own ambi-
tion. They made use of me. They made use of my
love for my dear country. They never loved West-
land as | did. ... | stood on a platform in a village
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hall or atablein a little restaurant—when | began
to speak, people listened. More and more people. It
was like adream. | was proud of my power. They
flattered me. . . . And | was so ssimple; only a poor
out-of-work bank-clerk. | believed them. . . . My
parents were country people. They gave their last
savings to have me educated. 'Y ou mustn't grow
up to be a peasant,’ they told me. And | obeyed
them. | worked hard. | would have been contented
with so little. | was afraid of the world, of the rich
people in their fine houses. | feared them and |
hated them. . . . And then | found that | could
speak. It was easy. So easy. | had money, friends.
They told me: "You will be a great man.' | learnt
their ways. Step by step. Climbing higher and
higher. | had to be cunning. | had to do horrible
things. | had to intrigue and murder. Nobody
knowsthat | did it al for Westland. Only for West-
land. . . . Don't you believe me?

VALERIAN [soothingly]. Certainly we believe you.

LEADER. In the nights, when my people are dl asleep,
| lie and tremble. Y ou would never understand.. ..
It's like some terrible nightmare. |—I aone, am
responsible. And at the great receptions, when |
stand there in my uniform, with al the foreign
diplomats and the beautiful well-born women
around me (the women | used to dream of when |
was a poor boy in an office), | want to scream in dl
their faces: 'Leave me alonel Leave me aone! Let
me go back to my parents cottage! Let me be
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humble and free!' Some of these women know what
| amfeding. | seeit in their eyes. How they despise
me! [Screaming.] Don't you see how you are dl
torturing me? | can't bear it! 1 must bear it! | can't
bear it! [Covers his face with his hands and sobs.]
No! No! No! No!

.[VALERIAN goes quietly over to the radiogram,
find starts the record of Rameau's Tambourin.
Then he and STAHL remain motionless, watch-
ing the LEADER. During the music, MANNERS
comes in, R, silently places a tray of cold supper
near theLEADER'Schair,andexit, JR.]
[As the music proceeds, the LEADER'S sobbing
quietens and stops. For some time he remains
motionless, hisfacein hishands. Then, slowly, he
raises his head. His expression is now calm and
radiant. Wlienthemusic stops, heissmiling.]

LEADER. Ah...that music! How clearly | seethe way
now! [Rising to hisfeet.] Listen, dl of you. | have
made a great decison! Tomorrow morning, the
whole world will hear that | have withdrawn the
Westland troops, unconditionally, ten miles from
the frontier. It will hear that | have proposed to
Ostnia a pact of non-aggression, guaranteeing the
sanctity of the frontier for a thousand years!

STAHL. My Leader, may | congratulate you? This is
the finest thing you have ever done!

LEADER. They will not sneer at me any more, will they,
in England and France and America? They will not
be able to say | wanted war. My decison will be

83



famous. It will be praised in the history books. |
will make my country the greatest of dl gifts—the
gift of peacel C

STAHL. Thisismagnificent!

LEADER. Tomorrow night, you will hear my greatest
speech. My Peace Speech. | shal stand before my
shock troopers and | shall tell them: War is glori-
ous, but Peace is more glorious ill! And | shall
convince them! | know it! I am strong, now! They
may not understand at first, but they will obey,
because it is my will. The will of their Leader. The
immutable, unconquerable will of the Westland
nation. ... | must speak to General Staff Head-
quarters, at oncel

STAHL [aside]. Valerian, you have saved us dl!

VALERIAN [aside]. | receive your thanks on behalf of
poor Rameau. If only he were alivel How very sur-
prised he would be!

[Enter LESSEP, 1?2, with envelope]

LESSEP. My Leader, an urgent despatch from General
Staff Headquarters.

LEADER [reads, crumplespaper. Furiously], They have
dared! Y ou will bear witness, dl of you, that West-
land had no hand in this! You will record my de-
cision for thejudgment of posterity!

STAHL. But—my L eader, what hashappened?

LEADER. An hour ago, the Ostnian troops crossed our
frontier! Kapra has been bombed by Ostnian
planes. Women and children foully, heartlessly
murdered!
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STAHL. Oh, my God!

VALERIAN. Theidiots!

LEADER. Thedieiscast! The name of Ostnia shall be
blotted from the map of Europe for ever!

STAHL. Thisistheend of everything!

LEADER [in his platform manner]. Confident in the jus-
tice' of our cause, and determined to defend our
sacred Westland homesteads to the last, we swear—

[Heis till shouting as the CURTAIN fallg]
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ACT Il
SCENE |

[ The Ostnia- Westland Room. Itisearly evening. Onthe

L. of stage, MARTHA sits rolling bandages. MRS THOR-

VALD is knitting a muffler. DR THORVALD is reading the

casualty-lists in the newspaper.]

[On the R. ofthe stage sits MRS VRODNY, all in

black, alone. Sheis staring infront ofher, with a

fixed expression. She looks much older.]

[It is noticeable that both homes seem shabbier

and poorer than in the earlier scenes. Several

pieces of furniture are missing. Indeed, the
* VRODNY -HUSSEK homeisalmostbare.]

MRS THORVALD* Mrs Veigal says it was perfectly
wonderful. She could hear Bob's voice just as if he
were in the room. He told her not to worry. Those
who have passed over are al very happy. He said
the Other Side was difficult to describe, but it was
like listening to glorious music!

MARTHA. It's wicked, Hilda; and dangerous as well!
How does she know she wasn't talking to an evil
spirit?
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MRS THORVALD. | don't see that it can do any harm.
And it's such a comfort to her! Poor woman, she
idolized Bob!

DRTHORVALD. Wdl, at least she can be proud of him!
Listen to this. 'Robert Veiga. Killed in action.
December the tenth. The Blue Order. For con-
spicuous gallantry in the face of the enemy/* The
casualty-lists this evening are terrible! That offen-
sve on the Slype Canal was a shambles. If they
don't make some big changes on the General Staff
soon, ther€ll be trouble! Hammel ought to have
been retired years ago.

MARTHA . Thereretoo many heal thy young men slacking
in cushy staff jobs! Asfor those cowardly pacifists,
I can't think why they're allowed to have a soft time
in prison! They ought to be sent to the firing-line!

MRS THORVALD. Oh, Martha, you're cruel! After all,
Eric's your nephew!

DR THORVALD. Hilda, I've told you before never to
mention his hame in this house again! The shame
of it has almost killed me!

MRS THORVALD. | suppose you wish he'd been blown
to pieces by a shell, like Bob Veiga! Wdl, perhaps
he is dead! They wouldn't tell me anything!

DR THORVALD. Youdidn't go to the prison?

MRS THORVALD. Yes| did! So there! He's my son and
| want to see him! | don't care about anything, any
more. . . . Eric, my darling boy, what have they
doneto you?

[She bursts into tears.]



DR THORVALD. She's overwrought. She doesn't know
what she's saying. . . . Martha, could you make
some coffee? It would do her good.

MARTHA. We haven't any coffee. And we've used up
our week's ration of sugar, already. There isn't any
morefirewood, either.

DR THORVALD. | suppose we shall have to burn an-
other of the spare-room chairs. [With an attempt to
smilel] Soonweshall besittingonthefloor!

MARTHA. Il seewhat | can find.

[Exit, L.]

DR THORVALD ([rising and going over to his wife]. I'm
sorry, dear!

MRS THORVALD [sobhing]. You're not! You don't love
Eric! You never did!

DR THO*RVALD. Perhaps | have been rather harsh. |
haven't tried to understand what made him act as
he did. You see, | was brought up to think that
a man's greatest privilege was to fight for his
country; and it's hard to change one's ideas. Per-
haps we were dl wrong. War seems so beastly
when it actually happens! Perhaps ‘country' and
'frontier' are old-fashioned words that don't mean
anything now. What are we redlly fighting for? |
feel so muddied! It's not so easy to rearrange one's
beliefs, at our age. For we're both getting on, aren't
we, dear? You must help me. We've got no one to
turn to now, but each other. We must try to think
of al the happy times we've had together. . . . You
remember them too, don't you, Hilda? We must
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make a new start. ... | tel you what I'll do—to-
morrow I'll go down to the prison myself! Perhaps
| shall be able to get something out of them!
MRS THORVALD [looks up and smiles]. Thank you, dear!
DR THORVALD. That's better! Give me a kiss! [They
embrace and remain seated together, holding hands]
Thisis quite like old times, isn't it?
[Enter ANNA, also in black, R]
MRS VRODNY [without turning her head, in a harsh,
croaking voice] . How much did he giveyou?
ANNA. Eighthundredandfifty.
MRSVRODNY. That'sridiculous! It cost twelve hundred!
ANNA. Oh, Mother, | know! | argued and argued with
him! But it was no use. He just laughed. | was so
afraid he might refuse to take it at dl. Then he
tried to kiss me.... It was beastly! -
MRS VRODNY. Your father gave me that brooch on
our engagement-day.
ANNA. Why did you do it, Mother? Wasn't there any-
thing else?
MRS VRODNY. It wasthelast | had. But what does it
matter?
ANNA. You're worn out. Why don't you take a day in
bed? I'll look after everything.
MRS VRODNY . Nonsense! You've got your hospital-
work to do. Aren't you on night-duty this week?
Y ou ought to be getting your things on, now.
ANNA .Verywell,Mother.
[Exit, R]
[Enter MARTHA, withtray, L.]
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MARTHA. . I'vemadeyousomeherbal tea. It'sdl thereis.

MRS THORVALD. How sweet of you, Martha! [To DR
THORVALD.] | haven't had time to look at the
paper yet. Is there any real news? They never tell
us anything!

DR THORVALD. Nothing much. All the fronts were
quiet, this morning. The usual rumours of desertion
ana_ mutinies in the Ostnian regiments. Probably
nonsense. But there seems no doubt that they're
having a very bad time with the Plague. They're
dying by thousands, apparently!

MARTHA. It showsthere's somejusticein the world!

MRS THORVALD [notices that there are only two cups on
the tray]. Won't you have a cup as well, Martha?
You're not looking too grand, you know. Are you
al right?

MARTHA. I've got abad headache, that's dl. | think per-
haps a cup would do me good. Finfeeling so thirsty!

[Exit, L.]

DRTHORVALD. Of course, thepapershavecensoredit,
but | hear that there've been one or two cases here,
among the prisoners of war.

MRS THORVALD. Oliver! How dreadful! Supposing it
spreads!

DR THORVALD. Oh, we're safe enough!

MRS THORVALD. But just supposeit does! What are
the symptoms?

DR THORVALD. I don't know exactly. A sweling
under the arm, | bdieve. . . . But you mustn't
worry your head about that!
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[Enter ANNA, R., in nurse's uniform.}

ANNA. I'm off now, Mother.

MRS VRODNY. Keep clear of the office when you go
downstairs. They took away the caretaker, this
morning.

ANNA [hysterically]. Can't they do anything to stop it,
before it kills everybody in the whole world? It's
taken Grandfather. It's taken Uncle Oswald. It'll
take us, too, soon! What have we dl done that we
should be destroyed like this? Nobody's alive any
more! | look at the faces in the streets, and they're
not the faces of living people! We're al dead!

MRS VRODNY. Anna! Control yourself!

[L. and JR., as in Act I, Scene I, the sound of

marching feet is heard. But this time there is no
music, only the tap ofa drum.}

[ANNA goes to window, R]

[Enter MARTHA, L., with her cup.]

MRS THORVALD. Those horrible drums! Oh, shut the
window! | can't bear the sound any more!

DR THORVALD [going to window, L.]. They're mere
boys! How many of them will be dive in a week's
time? They used to sing once. . . . Oh, God, why
can't it stop!

[Bangs down window.]

MRS VRODNY. Listen to them marching! Think what
those men are going to face. Grandfather was a
soldier, and his father before him. We're the only
ones left now. Perhaps we shan't be here much
longer. But remember that, whatever happens to
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you, you come of a family of soldiersl Never forget
that!
. [ The marching dies away.]

DR THORVALD. | must be off to the University.
We're working out a new scheme of courses for the
blind. Can | get anythingfor youintown?

MARTHA. Couldyouget mesomelinament?

MRSTHORVALD. Linament?What for, Martha?Have
you turt yourself?

MARTHA. | don't know. I've got such afunny swelling.

- DR THORVALD [exchanging a quick glance with his
wife]. A swelling?

MRSTHORVALD. Howlonghaveyouhadit?

MARTHA. Only since this morning. It came up quite
suddenly.

DR THORVALD. Could you have bruised yourself,
somehow?

MARTHA . Ohno, I'mquitesurel haven't.... Butithurts!

DR THORVALD [trying to speak calmly]. Where, exactly,
isthis swelling, Martha?

MARTHA. Here. Under my arm. . . . Why, what's the
matter?

MRS THORVALD [jumping upwithascream]. She'sgot
it! She's got the Plague! Don't let her touch me!
Keep her away! We shdl catch it! We shall dl die!

DR THORVALD. Quiet, Hildal | don't expect it's any-
thing serious, but you'd better go to your room,
Martha.... I'll phone for the doctor at once!

[He and his wife instinctively back away from
MARTHA into a corner ofthe stage.]
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MARTHA [hysterical]. No! No! It can't be! | won't! I've
been good! You can't let me die! I've never had a
chance! You don't know how I've suffered! You
don't know what it's like to be ugly, to see every-
one else getting married, to spend your life looking
after other people's children! I've sacrificed every-
thing! | had brains! | might have had a brilliant
career, but | gave it al up for you! I've been more
loyal than any of them! If you let me die, there's no
point in being good, any more! It doesn't matter!
It's dl alie! I've never been happy! I've been be-

trayed!
ANNA [as if listening to sounds in the very far distance].
Mother . . . can't you hear them, over there?

They're crying, they're suffering—just like us!

MRS VRODNY [speaking with a kind ofterrible obstinacy,
whichbeliesher words] . I hear nothing!

MARTHA [runs to the LEADER'S portrait]. Oh, my
Leader! Say you don't mean it! Say I'm going to
livel Speak to mel

[ Shefalls on her knees before the picture, and, in
doing so, switches on the wireless.]

WESTLAND RADIO [tonelesdly, like a time-signal]. Kill,
Kill, Kill, Kill, Kill! [ Continuesto the end ofscene.]

ANNA [with an involuntary despairing cry]. Eric, where
are you?

CURTAIN
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(BEFORE THE CURTAIN)

[Three Westland soldiers are grouped, L., behind some
kind ofsimplified construction to represent a parapet. They
stare across the stage into the darkness, R, where the
Ostniantrenchesaresupposedtolie. TheOstniansremain
invisible, throughout, but their voices are represented by
the two remai ning male member s of the chor us, off. One of
the Westland soldiers has an accordion, to which he sings:]
FIRST SOLDIER.

Ben was afour foot seven Wop,

He worked al night in a bucket-shop
On cocoa, and sandwiches,

And bathed on Sunday evenings.

In winter when the woods were bare
Hewalked to work in his underwear
With his hat in his hand,

But his watch was broken.

He met his Chiefin the Underground,
He bit him hard till he turned round
In the neck, and the ear,

And the left-hand bottom corner.

Heloved hiswifethough shewas crudl,
He gave her an imitation jewel
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In abox, ablack eye,
And avery small packet of Woodbines.

OSTNIAN [off. The only brand!

SECOND SOLDIER. Ssh! Didyou hear that?

FIRST SOLDIER. The bleeders! Il show %em. [Picks up
rifle] .
THIRD SOLDIER. St down, yer fool. Youll start
something. [Shouts across stage.] Hullo! ‘

OSTNIAN [of]. Hullo!

THIRD SOLDIER. Wot'sitlike,yourside?

OSTNIAN [off]. Wet.

THIRD SOLDIER. Samehere.

OSTNIAN [off. Got any cigarettes?

SECOND SOLDIER. Yes. But no ruddy matches.

OSTNIAN [off]. We've got matches. Swop?

SECOND SOLDIER. Right. Coming over. [Throws
matches.]

OSTNIAN [off]. Thanks. Coming over. [The packet of
cigarettes flies out of the darkness butfalls short, out-
sidetheparapet.] Sorry!

FIRST SOLDIER. Christ, you Ostnians throw like a
pack of school-girls! [To the others.] Wait a mo.
Gimrneatorch.

SECOND SOLDIER. Takecare!

FIRST SOLDIER. Oh, they're all right! [Climbs over
parapet and looksfor cigarettes.]

OSTNIAN [off. More to the left. Further. There, man!
Right under your nose!

FIRST SOLDIER. Got 'em. Thanks, boys. [Picks up
packet and climbs back.]
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OSTNIAN [singing, off].

What are wefightingfor?
What are wefighting for ?

THIRD SOLDIER [joining in]. Only the sergeant knows.
[To FIRST SOLDIER.] Come on, Angel. Get yer
sgueeze-box.

[FIRST SOLDIER begins to play the accordion.
Air: ®Mademoisellefrom Annentiers\ The three
Westland soldierssing thefirst six versesin turn,
alljoininginthechorus.]

The biscuits are hard and the beef is high,

The weather is wet and the drinks are dry,

We st in the mud and wonder why.

With faces washed until they shine
The G.H.Q. sit down to dine
A hundred miles behind theline.

The Colonel said he was having a doze;
| looked through the window; arambler rose
Climbed up his kneein her underclothes.

The chaplain paid us avisit one day,
A shell cameto call from over the way,
Y ou should have heard the bastard pray!

The subaltern'sheart was full of fire,
Now he hangs on the old barbed wire
All blown up like a motor-tyre.

The sergeant-major gave us hell.

A bullet struck him and he fell.

Where did it comefrom?Who can tell ?
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[The OSTNIANS now join in. OSTNIANS and
WESTLANDERS sing the following six verses
alternately, joining in the last.]

Kurt went sick with apain in his head,

Malingering, the Doctor said.

Gave him apill. Next day he was dead.

Fritz was careless, I'm afraid.
Helost his heart to a parlour-maid.
Now he'slost his head to a hand-grenade.

Karl married a girl with big blue eyes.
He went back on leave; to his surprise
The hat in the hall was not his size.

Oh, NoMan'sLandis apleasant place,
Y ou canliethere aslong asyou lie on your face
Till your uniform is an utter disgrace.

I'd rather eat turkey than humble pie,
I'd rather see mother than lose an eye,
I'd rather kiss a girl than die.

We're sick of therain and the lice and the smell,
We're sick of the noise of shot and shdll,
And thewhole bloody war can go to hell!
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ACT Il

SCENE I

[VALERIAN'S 'study. VALERIAN is nervoudly pacing
the room. LESSEP is seated by the desk, at the telephone.
[tisnight.]

VALERIAN. Cdl the hospital again. There must be
somenews by now!

LESSEP [dials and speaks into phone]. Hullo. ... Is that
the Central Hospital? Mr Valerian wishes to en-
quirefor hisbutler, Mr Manners. . . . Thankyou....

VALERIAN. | told him not to go into the city; and he
disobeyed me—for thefirsttime! Herisked hislife,
L'essep: and do you know why?To try and find me
apot of caviare! Ridiculous, isn't it? [Going to win-
dow.] Tel me, is the Plague really so bad, down
there?

LESSEP. It's much worse than they admit. The news-
papers are ill ordered to minimize it; and they're
burying dl the dead by night.

VALERIAN. Extraordinary. . . . Up here, we inhabit
another world!

LESSEP. But, Mr Vaerian, there's aways the danger
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of infection. Even for us! Forgive my speaking of it
again, but don't you think it would be wiser to
move? Y ou could goto your villaat Konia. . . .

VALERIAN. If you are frightened you have my per-
missionto gothere—alone.

LESSEP. Of course, I'm only thinking of your safety.
... [Intotelephone.] Yes?Yes...Oh... | amvery
sorry. . .. Thankyou. . ..

VALERIAN. Well, what do they say?

LESSEP. Manners ... I'm afraid he's dead——Half-an-
hour ago. Thefever didn't break.

VALERIAN. Dead. ... So.... I'm sorry.... Wdl,
there'snothing | cando about it now. [ To LESSEP.]
Have any morereportscomein?

LESSEP. Only atelegram from the Tamberg Colliery.
The eight o'clock shift refused to go down, and are
threatening to destroy the plant. The manager
doesn't think the police are reliable.

VALERIAN. Nothing from Headquarters?

LESSEP. There's been no news of any kind from the
front al day. The storm must have broken down
the wires. [Buzzer on desk sounds.]

VALERIAN. Seewhothatis.

LESSEP [into the house telephone]. Hullo. Speaking. Yes,
MrValerianishere.

VALERIAN. Who is it?

LESSEP. It'sMr Stahl. HE's coming upstairs now.

[Enter STAHL, R. He is haggard and exhausted.
His clothes and raincoat are splashed with mud.]
STAHL. Vaerian! Thank Godyou'resafe!
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VALERIAN. My dear Stahl, thisis a pleasant surprise.
I thought you were visiting our gallant boys in the
strenches. Oh dear, where did you get that cap? It
makes you look like a racing tout. And you're wet
through. What have you been doing? How did you
get here?

STAHL. | managed to find the airfield. Thank God,
most of the pilots are still loyal. We landed in
the meadows, a couple of miles from the house.
In the pitch darkness. . . . We were lucky not to*
crash. -

VALERIAN. What astateyou'rein! Lessep, the brandy.

STAHL. Thanks. ... [Drinks] I'm quite exhausted.
Ran most of theway through woods, over ploughed
fields .. . didn't dare show myself ontheroad. . . .

VALERIAN. | say, Stahl, are you tight? What is the
matter?

STAHL. You mean, you don't know?

VALERIAN. There's been no news all day. The tele-
graph wires are down.

STAHL. Cut, you mean. . . . When we were only a few
miles from the front the car was stopped by a
couple of private soldiers, we were told to get out,
and taken along to a sort of barn. They wouldn't
answer any questions, but there were a lot of offi-
cers in the barn, prisoners like myself, and | soon
learnt what was happening. The whole Northern
sector has mutinied and are fraternizing with the
enemy. All officers who tried to stop them were
shot out of hand. Jansen was bayoneted in his own
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headquarters. . . . And that's not dl. There was a
revolution in the Ostnian capital this morning. The
King's hiding somewhere in the mountains; to-
morrow he will have abdicated, if he's alive. The
Ostnians have got loud-speakers in the front line,
caling on their soldiers to make an armistice and
revolt against their own government! '

VALERIAN. Excellent! Nothing could be better. The
new Ostnian government is certain to be incom-
petent and full of intrigue. It will be our big chance
to finish things off. But I'm interrupting you. How
did you get away?

STAHL. | managed to bribe one of the guards with a
cigarette case.

VALERIAN. Not the one your wife gave you for a silver
wedding present? My word, you'll catchit!

STAHL. Vaerian, this isn't funny. This humour of
yours is becoming a pose. We've got to get out of
here. There's nothing either of us can do.

VALERIAN. And where do you propose that we should
go?

STAHL. You know | had a cable the other day from
Quintain Rio, asking me to help him build up the
South American Trusts? I'm going to accept his
offer, and | want you to come too. We need you,
Valerian.

VALERIAN. My dear friend, | am too old for carpet-
bagging. Quinta would impose his own conditions.
He'd use us like office boys.

STAHL. Thisisno time for false pride. Do you redlize,
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man, that if you stay here you'll see your life-work
ruined beforeyour eyes?

VALERI-AN. Steady, steady. Don't get hysterical.
Listen, what you tell me doesn't surprise me in the
least. |1 only wonder it hasn't happened before.
What can you expect? The war should have been
over in three weeks if our friend Hammel had the
brains of a fifth-rate actor. It's gone on for nine
months. The plague was bad luck certainly, but if
our public health authorities had ever learnt to co-
operate with each other, it could have been kept
within bounds. Of course, therere mutinies and
strikes; there'll be more before we're done. There
were plenty in the Great War. ... A lot of people
will have to be arrested, and a few of them shot.
The Leader will visit the trenches again in person.
Therell be an advance of a hundred yards some-
where, the papers will predict an immediate vic-
tory, and the workers and the soldiers will go back
totheirjobs. Asfor Ostnia. . . .

STAHL: You don't understand. You don't want to.
You're crazy with conceit! It wasn't just a little
local trouble | saw. The officers told me that only
Frommer's 18th route army is ill completely
loyal. | tell you, it means civil war!

VALERIAN. Very well. Supposeit does. Do you seri-
oudly think that arabble of half-baked townees and
farm labourers without any officers can stand up
against Frommer, who is certainly the best general
weve got? I'm afraid they'll be sorry they were
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ever born. Frommer's not a kind old gentleman,
and has rather old-fashioned ideas about the sanc-
‘tity of private property.

STAHL. It's no use arguing. | know what | saw. They
tore the tabs off a colonel and shot him in the stom-
ach before my eyes. It was horrible. Thisisthe end.

VALERIAN. If you think so, then it's no good my talk-
ing, is it? I'm sorry that our long partnership
should come to such a sudden conclusion.

STAHL. But what are you goingto do ?

VALERIAN. What should | do? Stay here, of course.

LESSEP. Mr Valerian—What's the use? | beg you to go.

VALERIAN.MydearL essep,donotalarmyourself.l shall
not ask you to stay here with me. Indeed, | order you
to accompany Mr Stahl. Y ou would not be the least
use to mejust now—merely a hindrance. Take him,
Stahl, with my warmest recommendation.

STAHL. Vaderian, this is suicide. Within twenty-four
hours there'll be street fighting here. Y ou know as
well as | who they will try to murder first.

VALERIAN. We shal see. Ifit getstoo uncomfortable |
vsuppose | shall have to join Frommer for a while,
though | shall didike that intensely. The man's a
bloodthirsty old bore.

LESSEP [beginning to cry]. | can't leave you here, Mr
Valerian.

VALERIAN. Oh yes, you can. Quite easily. . .. Please
spare methese heroics, they do not become you.
STAHL [looking at his watch]. Heavens, it's late. We
must go at once. If we can't crossthe frontier before
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dawn, we may be fired at. Vaerian, for the last
time; will you come?

VALERIAN. No.

STAHL. Verywell,then. ... Good-bye.

VALERIAN. Good-bye, my dear Stahl. | shall look for-
ward to your letters about the evils of South
America. Pleaseremember meto your wife.

L ESSEP [sobbing]. Good-bye, Mr Valerian.

VALERIAN. Before we part, Lessep, Fve one more job
for you. Buy Mr Stahl anew hat. '

STAHL [ivith a burst of nervous impatience, to LESSEP].
For God's sake, man, come—if you're coming!
Don't waste your pity on him. He's mad!

[Exit STAHL and LESSEP, R|]

VALERIAN. There goes marriage! Poor Stahl! Always

. th'e subordinate, staggering tinder the luggage of a
socia-climbing wife and a playboy son. . . . Hell
didike South America even morethan | should. . . .
I wonder if he secretly hopes to be taken back, if
things go right, here? If he does, he's mistaken. The
family is a charming institution, but one has to pay
forit. | don't like deserters.

[Takes up house-telephone.]
Hullo Hullo
[Goes to door, L., opens it and calls.]

Schwarz!
[No answer. Crosses to door, JR., opens it and calls]
Schwarz! Frederick! Louis! Kurt!
[No answer. Comes back to centre of stage.]
Bolted. . . . Wdll, | can't blamethem. . . . Goneto a
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demonstration, | suppose, toshout stickjaw slogans
with therest, and listen to their gibbering prophets
whopromisethemillenniuminaweek.

[ Goes to window.]
Y ou poor fish, so cock-a-whoop in your little hour
of comradeship and hope! 1I'm really sorry for you.
You don't know what you're letting yourselves in
for, trying to beat us on our own ground! Y ou will
take to machine-guns without having enough. Y ou
will imagine that, in a Peoples Army, it is against
your principles to obey orders—and then wonder
why it is that, in spite of your superior numbers,
you are always beaten. You will count on foreign
support and be disappointed, because the inter-
national working-class does not read your mosquito
journals. It prefers our larger and livelier organs of
enlightenment, which can afford snappier sports
news, smarter features, and bigger photographs of
bathing lovelies. We shall expose your lies and exag-
gerate your atrocities, and you will be unable to
expose or exaggerate ours. The churches will be
against you. The world of money and political in-
fluence will say of us: 'After dl, they are the decent
people, our sort. The others are arabble." A few of
the better educated may go so far as to exclam:
" A plague on both your houses!' Your only open
supporters abroad will be a handful of intellectudls,
who, for the last twenty years, have signed letters
of protest against everything from bi-metallism in
Ecuador to the treatment of yaksin Thibet. . . .
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[As he speaks these last lines, he returns to the
desk and helps himself to a sandwich from a

" plate which is lying there. Enter Storm- Trooper
GRIMM, very quietly, L. VALERIAN turns and
starts dlightly, on seeing him.]

VALERIAN. Towhat do | owethisunexpected pleasure?

GRIMM. | startied you, didn't I ?

VALERIAN. Yes, for amoment, | confess you did.

GRIMM. That'swhat | wanted.

VALERIAN. You came up the back staircase? How did
you getin?

GRIMM. The doors are standing open.

VALERIAN. Myservantshaveall runaway, it seems.

GRIMM. | knew that. | met one of them in the city.

VALERIAN. Soyou cameto keep mecompany ?Most con-
siderate. ... YouVe brought a message, | suppose?

GRIMM. Yes. I've brought a message.

VALERIAN. Excellent. Does the Leader want me to
join him?

GRIMM. My message isn't from the Leader. But you
may join him. Sooner than you think.

VALERIAN. Thisall sounds very mysterious.... Where
is he now? Still in the capital? Or has he gone to
Frommer? [GRIMM does not answer.] Come, come!
We haven't the whole night to wastel!

GRIMM. What | haveto say to you won't take long.
VALERIAN. So much the better. . . . Butfirstlet me
offer you one of these excdllent sandwiches. . . .
[Moves his hand towards the plate. GRIMM

whips out apistol and covers him.]
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GRIMM. Keep away from that telephone!

VALERIAN [after recovering from the shock]. My dear
child, you mustn't wave that thing about! It might
go off.

GRIMM. Get back over there. Against thewalL

VALERIAN [obeying]. You little fool! It was the Leader
who told youto do this, | suppose?

GRIMM. The Leader will never tell me to do anything,
again. If you want him, go and look in his study.
You'll find him with his face on the table, and
twenty bullets in his back, and the blood al over
that fine Turkey rugyou gavehim. . . ,

VALERIAN. So?My dear boy, do stop trembling and
slobbering at the mouth in that disgusting manner!
To tell you the truth, your news doesn't surprise
me quite as much as you'd suppose. | aways
suspected that you and your gang of hooligans
would rat, when you thought the time had come.
Only, the time hasn't come, you see. That's
where you show a deplorablelack of political fore-
sght——

GRIMM. | didn't come hereto talk about the Leader.

VALERIAN.Icanverywellimaginewhyyoucamehere,
my murderous little gunman. Having lost one
master, you're in search of another. . . . Wdll, as it
happens, | can useyou quite conveniently. . ..You
have a car with you, | suppose?

GRIMM. Whatifl have?

VALERIAN. And plenty of petrol? Petrol, in these days,
is worth rubies. My chauffeur seems to have dis-

110



appeared. | want you to drive me to Genera
Frommer's headquarters, at once.

GRIMM. Andifl refuse?

VALERIAN. Oh,I hardly expectyoutorefuse.... After
your little shooting-party, I've no doubt that you
and your colleagues stuffed your pockets with all
the tank-notes in the Leader's safe? Y ou're feeling
quite rich? Well, let me tell you that, across the
frontier, where you will be obliged to travel, very
fast and soon, those notes are practically worth-
less. . . . Now | am prepared to give you ten thou-
sand goldfrancs. . . .

GRIMM. | don't want your money!

VALERIAN. Fifteen thousand! [GRIMM is silent]
Twenty thousand! [&RIMM is silent.] Oh, you
needn't* be suspicious! They're really here, in this
room, in a safe behind the panelling. . . . I'm ready
to trust you, you see. Aren't you being rather uii-
wise to refuse? Think of the alternative. If From-
mer's men catch you—as, without my protection,
they probably will—you will be hanged, or possibly
burnt dive.

GRIMM. Vaderian, the first time we met you thought
you recoghized me.

VALERIAN. Andyou assured methat it wasimpossible.

GRIMM. | waslying.

VALERIAN. S0?Y ourcandour doesyoucredit.

GRIMM. Don't youwant to know my name.

VALERIAN. Yes. I thinkyoureally doowemeanintro-
duction.
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GRIMM. It's Grimm.

VALERIAN. Grimm? Grimm? There are so many
Grimms in this country. ... | seem to remember
something. . . .

GRIMM. Five years ago, a boy got ajob in your office.
A week later, some stamps disappeared. He was the
latest employee, so they dismissed him, on suspicion.
He appealed to you. You said that you could not
reverse your head clerk's decision, and that, in any
case, guilty or not, an example must be made. . . .

VALERIAN. Ah, | remember now! An unfortunate case.
. . . Wdl, it may please you to know that the head
clerk himself was dismissed afew weeks afterwards.
He had been cheating us for years.

GRIMM. Yes, | knew that, too.

VALERIAN. | am delighted to be in a position to make
you some tardy amends. . . . Shall we say twenty-
fivethousand?

GRIMM. You sad: * An example must be made.’

VALERIAN. Yes. And | should say the same today.

GRIMM. You haven't changed, Vaerian. I'm glad of
that. | wasafraid. . . .

VALERIAN. Fascinating as these reminiscences are,
don't you think we had better be starting? We can
continue this discusson much more conveniently
in your car.

GRIMM. 1 took alot of trouble to get that post in your
office. | had to have it. | had to see what you were
like—the man who sent my parents to their graves.

VALERIAN. My dear boy, this is sheer persecution
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manial You should see a doctor. | assure you that
| never set eyes on either of your parentsin my lifel

GRIMM. No, you never set eyes on them. Probably you
never set eyes on any of the pebple who kept those
little shops along Grand Avenue. But your big
store undersold them, and ruined them dl. My
father went bankrupt. He shot himself. My mother
died soon after.

VALERIAN. | amtruly sorry to hear it.

GRIMM. When | was sacked from your office, without
references, | Wouldn't get ajob. One day, | was sit-
ting in the park, your park; | hadn't eaten any-
thing for twenty-four hours. There was a meeting
going on; a speaker from the Leader's Party. | list-
ened. A night or two later, | heard the Leader
himself. He told us how he would smash the big
businesses, the chain-stores, the Vaerian Trust. He
told us how he would help the small men, people
like my father. | believed him. | joined the Party.
. .. And then came the National Revolution. We
were in power. And it was al lies. The Leader be-
trayed us. When | realized that, | knew what | had
to do. Never mind. That score was settled, at |last—
tonight. . . .

VALERIAN. Most interesting. . . . And now, may | ask,
why do you come here to tell me al this?

GRIMM. | have cometo give you amessage. A message
from my father and mother, and al those others. . .

VALERIAN. Andthemessageis—?

GRIMM. Youmust die.

H 113 O.F.



VALERIAN. Imustdie.... Mowcurious....

GRIMM. Say your prayers, Valerian. If you know any.

VALERIAN. How very curious this isl It's quite true.
You are actually able to kill me! And you will! Oh,
| don't doubt you're in earnest. | know that pale,
hatchet-faced look of yours. . . . When | said that |
recognized you, | meant, perhaps, that | recog-
nized that look, | recognized Death. We &l know
him by sight.
GRIMM. Kneel down, damn you! Pray! Pray for for-
giveness! Squeal for your lifel Kneel, you swine!
VALERIAN. No, nay little man. There you are asking
too much. I'm afraid | can't give you the pleasure
of humiliating me. It smply isn't in you. Be con-*
tent with what you have. You can kill the great
Vaerian. What a treat! Don't tremble so, or you'l
miss me altogether and hit that statuette, which
would be areal disaster. Come on. Don't be afraid.
| am waiting. Shoot.

GRIMM [panting, near to collapse]. |—I can't!

VALERIAN. Youcan't? Ah, now, I'm afraid, you're be-
ginning to bore me. | over-estimated you, you see.
I have no interest in weaklings.

GRIMM. Get out of my sight, do you hear? Get out!

VALERIAN. Not sofast. You and | have till agood deal
to talk about.... Put that pistol away and get your-
sf adrink. You look asif you were going to faint.

GRIMM. Get out, | tell you!

VALERIAN. You think, perhaps, that you might screw
up the courage to shoot me in the back? | shall
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give you no such opportunity. | am quite well
aware of the power of the human eye. . . . Now, do
pull yourself together. Put it away and let us talk.
[GRIMM doesnot move)]
VALERIAN. Verywedl. Haveit your ownway. | canbe
as patient as you. Probably more so. | think you'll
soon get tired of this nonsense. [A pause] Let us
pass the time agreeably. Shall | tell you about my
crimes? The number of widows | have starved to
death? The babies | have trampled under foot? Do
| appear to you as a monster with horns? | suppose
| do. How strange. . . . Here we are, united, for the
moment, by a relationship more intimate than the
most passionate embrace, and we see each other as
mere caricatures. . . . Are you a human being, too,
under your dangerous little reptile skin? No doubt.
Have you a sweetheart? | don't think so. In any
case, you would soon lose her. Your dreary death-
cult is hardly likely to amuse ayoung lady.. . . Tdl
me about your mother, though. That's aways in-
teresting. | expect you were an only child. Her pet.
Born rather late in the marriage. The son who was
to achieve wonders. What did she teach you, at
nights, beside the cot? What did she whisper?
GRIMM [screams and shoots]. Leave my mother alone,
you bastard!
[He fires three more shots into VALERIAN'S
prostrate body, kicks it savagely, looks wildly
roundtheroom, andrushesout, R.]
CURTAIN
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(BEFORE THE CURTAIN)

[The Jive male members of the chorus represent the typi-
cal readers of five English newspapers. They should be
dressed according to their shades ofpolitical opinion. Thus,
the FIRST READER has a conservative, highly respectable
government paper, the SECOND a violently reactionary,
more popular paper, with pictures, the THIRD a liberal
paper, the FOURTH a communist paper. The FIFTH
READER, who is trembling all over, is studying one of
those sensational and alarming news-letters which give the
'low-down* on the international situation. Each reader is
seated. A spotlight rests on each in turn, as he reads his
passage aloud.]

FOURTH READER. Workersrising everywhere. Fascist
Collapse.

SECOND READER. Genera Frommer confident of vic-
tory over Reds.

FIRST READER. Tarnberg believed captured by insur-
gents. Government forcesretireon Konia.

SECOND READER. Red Terrorin Tarnberg.

THIRD READER. Peoples Army successful. White
troops in retreat.

FOURTH READER. Workers dea smashing blow to
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international Fascism. Tarnberg cheers march of
heroes.

FIFTH READER. From a source usudly reliable, we
hear that Markov, the Ostnian General, has
secretly left Paristo join Westland's General From-
mer as military adviser. Subscribers will recall that
Markov haslong been avalued friend of Frommer's
beautiful blonde wife. Astold in number 256 of our
bulletin, their friendship had a romantic beginning
during the Salzburg festival, two years-ago, when
the galant Ostnian rescued Her Ladyship's poodle,
Jimmy, from a baroque fountain.

THIRD READER. It isimportant for usto reaizethat the
People's Army is supported not only by the extreme
Left, but by al the Liberal and progressive elements
in Westland. If they win, Westland will once more
take her place among the Democratic countries.

SECOND READER. Inhuman cruelties by Reds. Bishop
boiled aive. British governess’ terrible experience.

FOURTH READER. Mass executions in Kresthaufen.
Fascist thugs machine-gun women and children.

FIFTH READER. Aninteresting sidelight on relations
between Frommer and the City is thrown from
Mayfair. Lady Corker, well-known local right-wing
socidlite, gave an afresco supper-party on Thurs-
day last, at which the Westland Ambassador was
guest of honour. In the charades which followed,
His Excellency and the Chairman of the Anglo-
Saurian Qil Co. made a sensation as Darnley and
the Queen of Scots.
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SECOND READER. Church denounces Communism.
World-wide day of prayer ordered for better in-
dustrial relations.

THIRD READER. Christianity and Socialism should be
allies, says East-End Vicar.

FIRST READER. Tension in Europe increases. Prime
Minister to announce British plan for mediation.
SECOND READER. No Bolshevism in Europe, say
Anti-Comintern Powers. War material pouringinto

Reds from Russia.

FOURTH READER. International Fascism aarmed.
Foreign tanks to crush Westland workers.

THIRD READER. Intervention threatened by totali-
tarian states. League summoned.

FIRST READER. There is an increasing danger of
Europe splitting into two irreconcilable camps. To
this, the Englishman, with his love of liberty and
his distrust of cast-iron ideologies, is tempted to re-
tort, in the words of our national poet: °A plague on
both your houses!'

FIFTH READER. From War Offices sources, comes the
news that the outbreak of world war cannot pos-
sibly be delayed beyond the middle of March. . . .
[ Covers hisface with his hands.] Oh dear! Oh dear!
Oh dear!

BLACK OUT
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ACT Il
SCENE I

[ The stage quite bare, with the light-circle, as in the
dream-scene in Act I, Scene |. But with this difference: in
the extreme corners of the stage, L. and R., are two dimly
illuminated beds, containing motionless, unrecognizable
figures, over which, in each corner, a doctor and a nurse
arebeadi ng. Thesepartsaredoubled by the actorsplaying
DR THORVALD and HILDA THORVALD, L., and COL-
ONEL HUSSEK and MRS VRODNY, jR. Thereis a screen
at the head of each bed.]

LEFT DOCTOR. Yes, Sister?What isit?

LEFT NURSE. Thischest-wound case, Doctor. He'shad
another haemorrhage.

LEFT DOCTOR. Let me see.... Hm——There'snothing |
can do, I'm afraid. He's sinking. What's his name?

LEFT NURSE. EricThorvald, Doctor.

LEFT DOCTOR. Poor fellow. Knew his father slightly.
Clever man. Bit conceited.

RIGHT DOCTOR. What's her name?

RIGHT NURSE. AnnaVrodny. One of our best nurses.
Do you think shell pull through, Doctor?
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RIGHT DOCTOR. Not a chance. She won't last the
night. Move her out as soon as it's over, Sigter.
We're terribly short of beds.

[ERic and ANNA, dressed and made up exactly
as in Act Il, Scene I, emerge from behind the
screens at the heads of their respective beds, and
advance into the light-circle. The bedsfade into
darkness.]

ERIC. Anna, isthatyou?

ANNA. Yes, FEric.

ERIC. Comecloser. | can't seeyou clearly.

ANNA. Whereareyou?Y our voicesoundssofaint.

ERIC. Standing at the barricade

The swift impartial bullet
Selected and struck.
Thisis our last meeting.
ANNA. Workingin the hospital
Death shuffled round the beds
And brushed mewith his deeve.
| shall not see you again.
\A distant noise of shots and shouting.]
ANNA. Will people never stop killing each other?
Thereisno placeintheworld
For those who love.
ERIC. Bedlievingitwaswrongtokill,
I went to prison, seeing myself
As the sane and innocent student
Aloof among practical and violent madmen,
But | was wrong. We cannot choose our world,
Our time, our class. None are innocent, none.
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ANNA.

ERIC.

Causes of violencelie so deepin al our lives
It touches every act.

‘Certainitisfor dl wedo

We shall pay dearly. Blood
Will mine for vengeance in our children's happi-
ness,

rDistort our truth like an arthritis.

Y et we must kill and suffer and know why.

All errorsarenot equal. Thehatred of our enemies

Is the destructive sdlf-love of the dying,

Our hatred isthe price of the world's freedom.

This much I'learned in prison. This struggle

Was my struggle. Evenif | would

| could not stand apart. And after

Sighting my riflefor the necessary wrong,

Afraid of death, | saw youiri theworld,

Theworld of faults and suffering and death,

The world where love has its existence in our
time,

Its struggle with the world, love's source and
object.

| saw it too.

Workingin thewards

Among the material needs of the dying

| found your love

And did not need to call you.

We could not meet.

ANNA. Theyweretoostrong.
" Wefound our peace

Only in dreams.
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ERIC. Asirresponsibleand generalized phantoms
In uslovetook another course

~ Than the persondl life.

ANNA. In sorrow and death
We tasted love.

ERIC. Butinthelucky guardedfuture
Otherslike us shall meet, the frontier gone,
Andfindthereal world happy.

ANNA. The place of love, the good place.
O hold mein your arms.
Thedarkness closesin.

[The lightsfade slowly. Background of music.]

ERIC. Now aswe cometo our end,
Asthetiny separate lives
Fall, fall to their graves,

We begin to understand.

ANNA. A moment, and timewill forget
Our failure and our name
But not the common thought
That linked usin a dream.

ERIC. Opentheclosing eyes,

Summon the failing breath,
With our last look we bless
The turning maternal earth.

ANNA. Europeliesinthe dark
City andflood and tree;
Thousands haveworked and work
To master necessity.

ERIC. Tobuildthecity where
Thewill of loveis done

122



And brought to its full flower
The dignity of man.
ANNA. ' Pardon them their mistakes,
Theimpatient and wavering will.
They suffer for our sakes,
. Honour, honour them all.
BOTH. Drytheirimperfect dust,
The wind blows it back and forth.
They dieto make man just
And worthy of the earth.

CURTAIN
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