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PUBLISHERS' NOTE

T his is the original version as written by Ernest Hemingway
of the play, ‘The Fifth Column,” which, as adapted by Ben-
jamin Glaser, was produced in the winter of 1940 with great
success by the Theatre Guild of New York. The play was first
published in 1938 in a volume entitled The Fifth Colttmn and
the First Forty-nine Stories™ and in the preface Ernest Hem-
ingway said :

“The play was written in the fall and early winter of 1937
while we were expecting an offensive. There were three major
offensive projects for the Army of the Center that year. One
of them was Brimcie. It had been fought, had started bril-
liantly and ended in a very bloody and undecisive battle:, and
we were waiting for the first of the other two. They never
came; but while we waited | wrote the play.

“Each day we were shelled by the guns beyond Leganés and
behind the folds of Garabitas hill, and while | was writing the
play the Hotel Florida, where we lived and worked, was struck
by more than thirty high explosive shells. So if it is not a good
play perhaps that is what Is the matter with it. if it is a
good play, perhaps those thirty some shells helped write it.

“When you went to the front, at ks closest it was fifteen hun-
dred yards from the hotel, the play was always slipped inside
the inner fold of a rolled up mattress. When you came back and
found the room and the play intact you were always pleased.
It was finished and copied and sent out of the country just
before the taking of Teruel.

“It was written to be produced, but one producer died after
he had signed the contract to put it on and had gone on to
California to cast it. Another producer signed another contract
and had trouble raising money. Reading it over | thought it
read well, no matter how it might play, and so decided to put
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Vi PUBLISHERS NOTE

it in with this book of stories. It makes one story more and
brings them a little closer to the present. Later some one may
want to produce it.

“The title refers to the Spanish rebel statement in the fall of
1936 that they bad four columns advancing on Madrid and a
Fifth Column of sympathizers inside the city to attack the
defenders of the city from the rear. If many of the Fifth
Column are now dcadj it must be realized that they were killed
in a warfare where they were as dangerous and as determined
as any of those who died in the other four columns.

"The four columns advancing on Madrid shot their prison-
ers. When members of the Fifth Column were captured inside
the city in the early days of the war they were also shot.

“Later they were to be tried and given prison or labor camp
sentences or sentenced to execution depending upon the crimes
they had committed against the Republic. But in the early days
they were shot They deserved to be, under the rules of war>
and they expected to be.

"Some fanaucal defenders of the Spanish Republic, and
fanatics do not make good friends for a cause, will criticize the
play because it admits that Fifth Column members were shot.
They will also say, and have said, that it does not present the
nobility and dignity of the cause of the Spanish people. It does
not attempt to. It will take many plays and novels to do that,
and the best ones will be written after the war is over.

“This is only a play about counter espionage in Madrid, It
has the defects of having been written In war time, and if it
has a moral it is that people who work for ccmui organiza-
tions have very little time for home life. There is a girl in it
named Dorothy but her name might also have been Nostalgia.
Perhaps it would be best now for you to read it and for me
to stop talking about it. But if being written under fire makes
for defects, it may also give a certain vitality. You who read
it will have a better perspective on this than | have."
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THE FIFTH COLUMN

ACT ONE 1 SCENE ONE

It is jeven-thirty in the evening. A corridor on the first floor
of the Hotel Florida in Madrid. There is a large white
paper hand-printed sign on the door of Room /og which
reads, “Wording, Do Hot Disturb* two gdils with two
DLDERs in Internationd Brigade uniform pass along the
corridor. One of the dm i stops and toohs at the sign.

First Soldier. Come on. Wc haven't got alt night.
Girl. What docs it say?

[The OTHER COUPLE Itave gone on down the corridor\

Soldier. What does it matter what it says?

Gnu.. No, read it to me. Ee nice to me. Read to me in
English.

Soldier. So that’s what I'd draw, A literary one. The hdl
with. it. I won't read it to you.

Gnu.. You're not nice,

S<MER. I'm not supposed to be nice.

[Hi stands off and toaj(s at her unsteadily}

Do | look nice? Do you know where I've just come from?
Girl, | don't care where you come from. You all come

from some place dreadful and you all go back there. All I

asked you was to read me the sign. Come on then, if you won't.
Soldier. I'll read it to you. “Working. Do Not Disturb.”

[TAr GIRL laughs, a very high, hard laugh}

Gnu., m get me a sign like that too.

CURTAIN
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ACT ONE 1 SCENE TWO

Curtin rises of once on Scene 11. Interior of Room log. Titere
is abed with a night table by U, two cretonne”oveted chairs,
a tall srtnoire with mirror, and a typewriter on another
table. Beside the typewriter is a portable oktrola. There is
an electric heater which is glowing brightly, and a tail
handsome blonde gntL is sitting in one of the chairs reading
with her bac\ to the lamp which is on the table beside the
phonograph. Behind her are two Ilwge windows with their
curtains drawn. There is a map of Madrid on the wall, and
a MAN about thirty-five, wearing a leather jacket, corduroy
trousers, and very muddy boots, is standing loading at it.
Without lool(ing up from her book” the girl, whose nhame
is DOKOTHV BEtcES, soys In a very cultivated voice:

Dorothy, Darling, there’'s one thing you really couid do,
and that’s clean your boots before you come in here.

[The man, whose name is ROnatT preston, goes on look”™
ing at the map]

And darling, don’t you put your finger on it. It makes smudges.

[PRESTON continues to loo”™ at the map]

Darling, have you seen Philip ?

Preston. Philip who?

D orothy, Our Philip.

Preston. [Still looking at the map] Our Philip was in
Chicotes with that Moor that bit Rodgers, when | came up the
Gran Via.

Dorothy. Was he doing anything awful ?

Preston. [5ft// looJinNing at the map] Not yet.
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THE FIFTH COLUMN 5

Dorothy. He wili though. He's so full of life and good
spirits.
Preston. The spirits are getting awfully bad at Chicotes.

Dorothy. Y ou make such dull jokes, darling. I wish Philip
would come. I'm bored, darling,

iPreetoh. Don’t be a bored Vassar bitch.

Dorothy. Don’t call me names, please. | don't feel up to it
just now. And besides, I'm not typical Vassar. 1 didn’t under-
stand anything they taught me there.

Preston. Do you understand anything that's happening
here.?

Dorothy. No, darling. 1 understand a little bit about Uni-
versity City, but not too much. The Casa del Campo is a com-
plete puzzle to me. And Uscra—and Carabanchet. TfaeyVe
dreadful.

Preston. God, | wonder sometimes why | love you.

Dorothy. wonder why | love you, too, darling. | don't
think it's very sensible, really. It's just sort of a bad habit I've
~tten into. And Philip’s so much more amusing, and so much
livelier.

Preston. He’s much livelier, all right. You know what he
was doing last night before they shut Chicotes? He had a cuspi-
dor, and he was going around blessing people out of it. You

know, sprinkling it on them. It was better than ten to one he'd
get shot.

Dorothy. But he never docs. | wish he’d come.
Preston. He wUI. He'll be here as soon as Chicotes shuts.

[Thereisa at the Joar]
Dorothy. It's Philip. Darling, it's Philip.

[The daor opens to admit the manager of the hotel. He
ts a darfiy plump little man, who collects stamps, and
speaks extraordinary En”ish]

Oh, it's the Manager.
Manager. How’re you, very well, Mr. Preston? How’'re

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



6 THE FIFTH COLUMN

you, all rigilt, Miss? | just come by sec you have any little
thing of any kind of sort you don't want to eat. Everything
all right, everybody absolutely comfortable?

Doeothv. Everything’s marvelous, now the heater’s fixed.

Manager. With a beater always is continually trouble.
Electricity is a science not yet dominated by the workers. Also,
the elcctriciaii drinks himself into a stupidity,

Preston. He didn't seem awfully bright, the electrician.

Manager. s bright. But the drink. Always the drink- Then
rapidly the failing to concentrate on electricity.

Preston. Then why do you keep him on?

Manager. Is the electrician of the committee. Frankly re-
sembles a catastrophe. Is now in 113 drinking with Mr. Philip.

Dorothy. [Happily] Then Philip’s home.

Manager. Is more than home.

Preston. What do you mean?

Manager. Difficult to say before lady.

Dorothy. Ring him up, darling.

Preston. | will not,

Dorothy. Tlicn | wiU.

[.SAe ttnhooi(s the telephone from the wall and jayj];

Ciento trecc— Hello. Philip? No. Come and see m. Please.
Yes. All right.

fSAc Aool(s up the phone agoin]

He’s coming.

Manager. Highly preferable he does not come.

INNESTON. Is it that bad?

Manager, Is™orsc. IS an unbelievable.

Dorothy. Philip's marvelous. He docs go about with
dreadful people though. Why does he, 1wonder?

Manager. | come another time. Maybe perhaps if you re-
ceive too much of anything you unable to cat always very wel-
come in the house where family constantly hungry unable
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understand lack of food. Thank you to another time. Good-
bye,
[He goes out just before the arrival of mr. philif nearly
bumping into him in the hdiway. Outside the door
he is heard to say]:

Good afternoon, Mr, Philip.
[/i deep voice says very jovially™:

Philip. Salud, Comrade Stamp Collector. Picked up any
valuable new issues lately?

\In a quiet voice]:

Manager. No, Mr. Philip. Is have people from very dull
countries lately. Is a plague of five cent U. S. and three francs
fifty French. Is needed comrades from New Zealand written
to by air-mail.

Philip. Oh, they’ll come. We're just ia a dull epoch now.
The shellings upset the tourist season. Be plenty of delegations
when it slacks of? again.

\In a low non~johing voice]:

What's on your mind?
Makagek. Always a little something.
Phelip. Don’t worry. That's all set.
Manages. Am worry a little just the same.
Phiup. Take it easy.
Manager. You be careful, Mr. Philip.

[In to the door comes mr. philip, Very large, "very hearty,
and wearing rubber boots]

Salud, Comrade Bastard Preston. Salud Comrade Boredom
Bridges. How are you comrades doing? Let me present an

electrical comrade. Come tn, Comrade'Marconi. Don’t stand
out there.

[A eery small and quite drunken electrician, wearing
soiled blste overalls, espadrilles, and a blue beret,
comes in the door]
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8 THE FIFTH COLUMN

EtECTKictAN. Salud» Camaradas.

Dorothy. Well. Yes. Saiud.

Phitip. And here’s a Moorish comrade. You could say the
Moorish comrade. Almost unique a Moorish comrade. She's
awfully shy. Come in, Anita.

{Enter a moorish tart jrom Ctieta. She is very dsr\i
but tvcll built, kisihy"hidred and tough looking, and
not at all sky\

Moorish Tart. [Defensively] Saiud, Camaradas.

Philip, This is the comrade that bit Vcnion Rodgers that
time. Laid him up for three weeks. Hell of a bite.

D orothy. Philip, darling, you couldn’t just muzalc the
comrade while she’s here, could you?

Moorish Tart. Am insult.

Philip. The Moorish comrade learned English in Gibral-
tar. Lovely place, Gibraltar. 1 had a most unusual experience
there once.

Preston. Let's not hear about it.

Philip. You are gloomy, Preston. You haven't got the
party line right on that. All that long-faced stuff is out, you
know. We're practically in a period of jubilation now.

Preston, | wouldn’t talk about things you know nothing
about

Philip, Well, I sec nothing to be gloomy about. What
about offering these comrades some sort of refreshment ?

Moorish Tart. [To dqgrothy] Y ou got nice place.

Dorothy. So good of you to like it.

Moorist Tart. How you keep from be evacuate?

Dorothy. Oh, I just stay on.

Moorish Tart. How you eat?

Dorothy. Not always too weU, but we bring in tinned
things from Paris in the Embassy pouch.

Moorish Tart. Y ou what. Embassy pouch?

Dorothy. Tinned things, you know. Civet de Uevre. Foie
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THE FITTH COLUMN g

grizi. Wc had some really delicious Poulet de Bressi. From
Bureau'’s,

Moorism Tart. You make fun me?

Dorothy. Oh, no. Of course not. | mean wc cat those
things.

Moorish T abt. | cat water soup.

{She stares at iwrothy helligerenily]

What's a matter? You no like way | look? You think you bet-
ter than me?

Dorothy, Of course not. I'm probably much worse. Pres-
ton will tell you I'm infinitely worse. But we don’t liave to
be comparative, do wc? | mean in war time and -ail that, and
you know all working for the same cause.

Moorish Tart. | scratch you eyes out if you think that.

Dorothy. {Appealingly, but very languid”™ Philip, please
talk to your friends and make them happy.

Philip. Anita, listen to me.

Moorish Tart. O.K.

Philip, Anita. Dorothy here is a lovely woman— 2

Moorish Tart, No lovely woman thi<d business.

Electriclan. {Standing up\ Camoradas me wvoy,

Dorothy. What does he say?

Preston, He says he’s going.

Philip. Don’t believe him. He always says that.

[To ELECMUCIAN]

Comrade, you must stay.
CiLECTRiaAS—Camaradas entoncet me quedan.
Dorothy. WhatP
Preston. He says he’ll stay.

Philip. That’s more like it, old man. You wouldn’t rush
off and leave us, would you, Marconi? No. An electrical com-
rade can be depended on to the last.

Preston. | thought it was a cobbler that stuck to the last.
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Dokothy. Darling, if you make jokes like that MI leave
you. | promise you.

Moo&ish Tart. Listen. All time talk. No time anything
else. What we do here?

[To PHIUP]

You with me? Yes or no?

Philif. You put things so flatly, Anita.

Moorish Tart. Want a answer.

Philip. Well then, Anita, it must be in the nc”tive,

Moorish Tart. What you mean? Take picture?

Preston. You see connection? Camera, take picture, nega*
tive? Charming, isn't it? She’s so primitive,

Moorish Tart. What you mean‘take picture? You think
me spy ?

Phitlip. No, Anita. PlcaK be reasonable. | just meant |
wasn’'t with you any more. Not just now. L mean it's more or
less oif just for now.

Moorish Tart, No? Y ou no with me?

Phitip. No, my pretty one.

Moorish Tart. Y ou with her?

[Nodding tow/ard Dorothy]

Philip. Possibly not.
Dorothy. It ufould need a certain amount of discussion.
Moorish Tart. 0O.K. | scratch her eyes out.

[She moves toward dorqgthy]

Elkctbician. Camaradas, tengo que trohajar.
Dorothy, What docs he say?
Preston. He says he must go to work.

Philip. Oh, don’t pay any attention to him. He gets these
extraordinary ideas. It's an idée fixe he has.

Electeician. Camaradas, soy anaifahctico.
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PsEftTOii. He says he can™t read or write,

Pnitip, Oimrade, 1meatij I mean, but really, you know,
if wc hadn’t all gone to school we'd be In the same fix. Don’t
give it a thought, old man,

Moorish Tart. [To Dorothy] O.K. | suppose, yes, all
right. Downa hatch. Chcrio, Chin chin. Yes, O.K. Only one
thing.

Dorothy. But what, Anita.

Moorish Tart. Y ou gotta take sign down-

Dorothy. What sign?

Moorish Tart. Sign outside door. All the time working,
isn't

Dorothy, And Tve had a sign like that on my room door
ever since college and it's never meant a thing.

MToorish Tart. You take down?

P‘\hilip. Of course she'll take it down- Won't you, Dorothy?

Dorothy. Certainly, I'll take it down.

Preston. Y ou never do work anyway.

Dorothy, No, darling. But | always mean to. And | am
going to finish that Cosmopolitan article just as soon as 1l un-
derstand things the least bit better.

[There is a crash outside the ufindou/ in the street, fol-
lotved by an incoming whistling rush, and another
crash. You hear pieces of hrici™ and steel falling, and
the tingle of falling glass\

Philip. They're shelling again,
[He says it very quietly and soberly]
Preston. The bastards.
[He says it very bitterly and rather nervously]

Philip. You'd best open your windows, Bridges, my girl.

There aren't any more panes now and w'inter's coming, you
know.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



12 THE FIFTH COLUMN
Moorish T abt. Y ou take the sign down?

[dorotht; go« to the dooT and removet the sigftj Zon-
ing out the thum&tacl(s with a nail file. She hands it
to anita]

Dorothy. You keep it. Here arc the thumbtacks too.

[DOROTHY goes to the electric light and staitches it oy.
Then opens both the wiTtdows. There is a sound Uhp
a giant banjo iurang and an incoming rush like an
elevated train or a subivay train coming touford you.
Then a third great crash, this time foUotaed by a
shauler of glass\

Moorish Tart. You good comrade.
Dorothy. No. I'm not, but 1 would like to be.
Moorish Tart. You O.K. with me.

\They are standing side by side in the light that comes
in from the open door into the corridor]

Philip. Having them open saved them from the concus-
sion that time. You can hear the shells leave the battery. Lis-
ten for the next one.

Preston. | hate tliesc damned night shellings.

Dorothy. How long did the last one go on?

Philip. Just over an hour.

Moorish Tart. Dorothy, you think wc better go In cave?

[There is another banjo iwang~a moment of quiet and
then a great incoming rush, this time much closer,
and at the crashing burst, the room fills with smoke
and brick dust]

Preston. The hell with it. I'm going down below.

Philip. This room has an excellent angle, really. I mean
it, 1 could show you from the street.

Dorothy. | think I'll just stay here. It doesn't make any
difference where you wait for it.
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Electrician. Camaradas, no hay tuzl

[He says this in a load and almost prophetic polce, sud-
denly standing up and opening his arms unde]

Philip. He says there isn't any tight. You know the old boy
is getting to be rather terrific. Like an eicctrical Greek chéma.
Or a Greek eicctrical choryg.

Preston. Pm going to get out of here.

Dorothy, Then, darling, will you take Anita and the elec-
trician with you?

Preston. Come on,

[T /tey go as the next shell comes. The next shell is really
something]

Dorothy, [As they stand listening to the clattering of the
hric/ and glass after the hurst] Pliilip, is the angle really safe?

Philip. It's as good here as anywhere. Really. Safe's not
guite the word”™ bur safety’s hardly a thing people go in for any
more.

Dorothy. | fed safe with you.

Philip. Try to check that. That's a terrible phase,

Dorothy. But | can’t help it.

Philip. Try very hard. That's a good. girl.

[He goes to the phonograph and puts on the Chopirtj
Mazurhfl in C Minor, opus jj, No. 4. They are listen-
ing to the music in the light from the glow of the
electric heater]

Philip. It's very thin and very old fashioned, but it's very
beautiful.

[Then comes the heatry banjo whang of the guns firing
from Garabitos kill. It whishes in mth a roar and
bursts in the street outside the window, making a
bright pash through the window]

D orothy. Oh darling, darling, darling.
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14 THE FIFTH COLUMN

Phcup. [™Holding hfr\ Couldn™t you use some other term ?
I've heard you call so mary people that.

[Yott hear the clanging of an ambttlance. Then in the
quiet the phonograph goes on playing the Mazurl™a
as the--——--—- ]

CimTAIN COMES DOWN

Ayuntamiento de Madrid
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ACT ONE 1 SCENE THREE

Rooms log and no in iht Hotel FloHda. The a/indoa/s wee
open and sunlight is pouring in. There is an open door be-
tween them and over this door has been tad™ed, to the
frameworh, of the dooft a large war poster so that when
the door opens the open doorway is blocked by this poster.
Still the door can open. It is open now, and the poster is
like a large paper screen between the two rooms. There is
a space perhaps tieo feet high between the bottom of the
poster and the floor. In the bed in log Dorothy bridges is
asleep. In the bed in iio philip rawungs is sitting up
looking out of the window. Through the window comes the
sound of a man crying the daily papers. "El Soil Liber-
tad} EI A.B.C. de Hoy}" There is a sound of a motor horn
passing and then the distant cltUier of machine-gun fire.
PHILIP reaches for the telephone.

Philip, Send up the morning papers, please. Yes. All of
them.

[He looks around the room and then out of the window.
He looks at the war poster which shows transparent

across the doorway in the bright morning sunlight.
No.

[DAflinef his kead\
Don't like it. Too early in the morning.
{There is a kpock at the door"]
Adelante.

[There is another kttock]
IS
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THE FIFTH COLUMN

Come in. Come in!

[The door opens. It is the managek holding the papers
in his hands']

Manager. Good morning, Mr. Philip. Thank you very
much. Good ¢orning to you all right. Terrible things last
night, eh?

Philo-, Terrible things every night. Frightful.

[He grins]

Let’s sec the papers.

Manager. They teU me the bad news from the Asturias.
Is almost finish there.

PHtLip. [Looking at the papers] Not in here though.

Manager. No, but | know yoa know.

Philip. Quite. | say, when did | get this room?

Manager. You don’t remember, Mr. Philip? You don't re-
member last night ?

Philip. No. Can’t say | do. Mention something and sec if
I recall it.

Manager. [In redly horrified tones]. You don’t remember,
really?

pHiLtp, \Cheeriiy] Not a thing. Little bombardment early
in the evening. Chicotes. Yes. Brought Anita around for a lit-
tle spot of good clean fun. No difficulty with her, | hope?

i“"NACts, [Shaking his head] No. No. Not with Anita. Mr.
PhUip, you don’t remember about Mr. Preston?

Philip. No. What was the gloomy beggar up to? Not sui-
cide, | hope.

Manager, You unremember throw him out in street?
Philip. From here?

[He looks from the bed out tourard the window]

Any sign of him below ?

Manager. No, from entry when you coming in from Min-
isterio very late last night after go for communique.
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THE FIPTH COLUMN

PmLip. Hurt tim?

Mamac£& Sdtchcs. Some sdtcbes.

Philip, Why didn't yon stop it? Wiiy do you permit that
sort of thing in a decent hotel?

Manager. Then you take his room.

[Sadly UTid reprovingly]

Mr. Philip. Mr. Philip.

Phitip. [Very cheerily, hat slightly baffled] It's a lovely day
though, isn't it?

Manager. Oh yes, is a superbly day. A day for picnics in
the country.

Philip, And what did Preston do? He’s very well set up,
you know. And so gloomy. Must have put up quite a struggle.

Manager. He in other room now.

Philip. Where?

Manager. One thirteen. Your old room.

Philip. And I'm here?

Manager. Yes, Mr. Philip.

Phitlip, And what'’s that borrbilc thing?

[Looking at the transparent poster between the doors]

Manager. Is a patriotic poster very beautiful. Has a fine
sentiment, only see backwards from here.

Philip. And what’s it cover? Where’s that lead to?

Manager. To lady’s room, Mr. Philip. Now you have a
suite of rooms just like newly married happy couple | come
sec everything all right you need anything at all anyway ring
and ask for me. Congratulations, Mr. Philip. More than con*
gratulations absolutely.

Philip. Does the door bolt on this side?

M anager, Absolutely, Mr. Philip.

Philip. Then bolt ir and get out and have them bring me
some coffee.

Manager. Yes, sir, Mr. Philip. Don’t be cross on beautiful
day like this.

[Then hurriedly]
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Please, Mr, Philip, also remember food situation Madrid; if
by any chance too much food any kind including anything
any little can any sort always at home demanding lack every
sort. In a family now is seven peoples including, Mr. Philip
you would not believe what | permit myself the luxury of, a
mother-in-law. Everything she eats. Everything agrees with Aer,
Also one son seventeen formerly a champion of natation. What
you call it the breast stroke. Built like this------

S”stwes to show an enormous chest and irrmr]

Is cat? Mr. Philip you cannot believe, is a champion also of
the eating. You should sec. That is only two of the seven.

PHitiP, ril see what | can get. Have to get it from my
room. If any calls come have them ring me here.

Manager. Thank you, Mr, Philip. You have a heart big as
the street, Is outside to see you two comrades.

Phitip. Tell them to come in.

[All this titne dorothv bridges, in the other room, is
sleeping soundly. She did not awaken during the first
of the conversation between pitilip jini® the manager,
hut only stirred a little in the bed. 1”ow that the door
if closed and bolted nothing can be heard between the
two rooms”

[Enter two oeémradfs in |£. uniform]

First Comrade. All right. He got away.
Philip. What do you mean he got away?
First Comrade, He’s gone, that's all.
Phitip. [Very quic/y] How?

First Comrade. Y ou tell me how.

Philip, Let's not have any of that.

[Turning to the second comrade, in a very dry voice]

What about it?
Second Comrade, He's gone.
Phitip, And where were you?
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Second CouitADE. Between the delator and the stairs.

Phujp. [To ftrst comrade] And you?

First Comrade. Outside the door all night.

Phitip. And what time did you leave those posts?

First Comrade. Not at all.

Pm LIP, Better think Jt over. You know what you're risk-
ing, don’'t you?

First Comrade. | am very sorry, but he’s gone and that’s
all there is to it.

Philip. Oh no, it's not, my boy.

\He taimes down the telephone and calls a number\

Novente siete zero zero zero. Yes, Antonio? Please, Yes. He’s
not there yet? No. Send over to pick up two men please in
room one thirteen at the Hotel Florida. Yes. Please. Yes.

[He hangs up the telephone]

FffisT Comrade. And all we ever did------

Phiup. Take your time. You’'re going to need a very good
story indeed.

First Comrade, There isn’'t any story except what I told you,

Philip. Take your lime. Don’t be rushed. Just sit down
and think it over. Remember you had him here in this hotel.
Where he couldn’t get past you.

[He reads in the papers. The two comrades stand there

glumly]
[Without looking at them]

Sit down. Make yourselves comfd?!:able.
Second Comrade. Comrade, we---—-
Philip. [Without loo”*ng at him] Don’t use that word,

[The TWO comrades /oo™ at each other]

FRffT Comrade. Comrade----—---
Phitip, [Discarding a paper and lairing up another] 1 told
you not to use that word. It doesn’t sound good in your mouth.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



\Vs

IV \

the fifth column

Fikst Comrade. Comrade Commissar, wc want to say---—-—-

Philip, Save it.

First Comrade. Comrade Commissar, you must listen to
me.

Phitip. HI listen to you later. Don’t you worry, my lad. 1
listen to you. When you came in here you sounded snotty
enough. *

First Comrade, Comrade Commissar, please listen to me.
I want to tdl you.

Philip, You let a man get away that | wanted. You let a

away that | needed. You let a man get away who is
going to kill

First Comrade. Comrade Conmussar, please-

Phitip. Please, that's a funny word to hear in a soldier’s
mouth.

First Comrade. | am not a soldier by profession.

Philip. When you put the uniform on you're a soldier.

First Comrade. 1 came to fight for an ideal,

Philip. That's awfully pretty. Now let me teh you some-
~ g . You come to fight for an_ideal say, and you get scared
in an attack. You. don’t like the noise or something, and pen*
pic get killed—and you don’t like the look of it—and you get
afraid to die—and you shoot yiMisdf in the hand or foot to
get the hell out of it because you can’t stand it. Well you get
shot for that and your ideal isn't going to save you, brother.

First Comrade, But I fought well, I wasn’t any self-inflkted
wound.

Philip. | never said you were. 1was just trying to explain
something to you. But | don’'t seem to iiiake myself clear. Tin
thinking, you see, what the man is going to do that you let get
away, and how I'm going to get him in a nice fine place like
that again before he kills somebody. You sec | needed him very
much and very much alive. And you let him go.

First Comrade. Comrade Commissar, if you do not believe

Philip. No, | don't believe you and Fm not a Commissar.
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I'm a policeman. | don’t believe anything | hear and very little
of what | see. What do you mean, believe you.? Listen. You're
out of luck. I have to try to find out if you did it on purpose,
I don™t look forward to that.

[Hff pours himself a drin™\

And if you're smart you won't look forward to it either. And
if you didn’t do it on purpose the effect is just the same. There's
only one thing about duty. You have to do it. And there’s only
one thing about orders. THEY ARE TO BE OBEYED. I
could, given enough dme, explain to you that discipline is kind*
ness, but then, | don’t explain things very well.

FniST Comrade. Please, Comrade Commissar---——-

Philip. Use that word once more and you’'ll irritate me.

First Comrade. Comrade Commissar.

Philip. Shut up. | haven't any manners—see ? | have to use
them so much | get tired of them. And they bore me. | have
to talk to you in front of my boss. And tut out the Commissar
part, Tm a cop. What you tcU me now doesn’t mean anything.
You sec it’s my ass too, you know. If you didn’'t do it on pur-
pose | wouldn’t worry too much. | just have to know, you see,
I tell you what. If you didn't do it on purpose I'll split it with
you.

[There is a at the door\
Addante,

[The door opens and shows two assault guards in blue
uniforms, flat caps, with rifles]

First Guard. A sus ordenes mi comandante,
Philip. Take these two men over to Seguridad- I'll be by
later to talk to them.

First Guard. A sus ordenes.

[The SECOND COMRADE starts for the door. The assault

guard rwijr lIds hands up and down his fian”s to see
if heis armed] .
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Philip. They're both armed. Disarm them and take them
along.

{To the TWO ajMRADESs]
Good luck.
{He sayt this jarcastkatly"\

Hope you come out fine.

{The four go out, and you hear them going doasn in
the h<di. In the other room, dorotky briijces stirs in
bed, tvahes. yawns, and stretching, reaches tip for the
~N 11 that hangs by the bed, Voh hear the bell ring.
PHILIP hears it ring too. There is a ~Mtocl™ on his door]

Philip. Adelante.

[// is the MANAGER, very upset]

Manager. Isarrest two Comrades.

Philip. Very bad Comrades. One anyway. Other may be
perfectly all right.

Manager. Mr, Pliiiip is too much happening near you right
now. | tell you as friend. Try and keep a things quieter. Is no
good come with so much happen all the time.

Philip. No. | guess not. And it's a pretty day too, isn't it?
Or isn't &?

Manager. 1 tell you what you should do. You should make
a day like tins excursion and picnic in the country.

[In the next room ixjrothy bridges has put on dressing
gown and slippers. She disappears into the bathroom,
and when she comes out she is brushing her hear. Her
hair is very beautiftd and she sits on the bed, in front
of the electric keener, brushing it. With no ma”e-up
on she very young. She rings the bell again, and
a MAID opens the door. She is a little old woman of
about sixty in a blue blouse and apron]
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Maid, [petra] Si Puede?
Dorothy. Good morning, Petra.
Petra. Buen” dias, Seforita,

[ooiicirHY gets mio bed and petra putt the breakjust
tray doom on the bed\

Dorothy, Petra, aren’t there any eggs?

Petra. N o, Seforita.

Dorothy. Is your mother better, Petra?

Petra, No, Seforita.

D orothy. Have you had any breakfast, Petra?

Petra, N o, Seforita.

Dorothy. Get a cup and have some of this coficc right
away. Hurry.

Petra. Til take some when you're through, Sefiorita. Was
the bombardment very bad here last night?

Dorothy. Oh, it was lovely,

Petra. Sefiorita, you say such dreadful things.

Dorothy. No, but Petra it was lovely.

Petra. In Progresso, in my quarter, there were six killed
in one floor. This morning they were taking them out and all
the glass gone in the street. There won't be any more glass this
winter.

Dorothy. Here there wasn’t any one killed.

Petra. Is the Sefior ready for his breakfast?

DoROTtiT. The Sefior isn't here any more,

Petra. He has gone to the front?

Dorothy. Oh, no. He never goes to the front. He just
writes about it. There’s another Sefor here.

Petra. [Sadly'] Who, Sefiorita ?

D orothy. [Happily] Mr. Philip.

Petra. Oh, Sefiorita. How terrible.

[5Ac goes out crying]

Dorothy, [Calling after her] Petra. Oh, Petral
Petra. [/Scjjgfleii/yl Yes, Sefiorita.
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Dorothy. \Happily\ See if Mr. Philip’s up.
Penhia- Yes, SeSorita,

[PETEtA comes to MR. Philip’s door and i™ocfs\

Philip. Come in.

Petra. The Sefiorita asks me to see if you are up.

Philip. No.

Petra. [Mt the other door\ The Sefior says he’s not up.

Dorothy. Tell him to come and have some breakfast,
Petra, please.

Petra. Y the other doar\ The Sefiorita asks you to come
and have some breakfast, but there is very little as there is.

Philip- Tell the Sefiorita that | never cat breakfast.

Petra- [At the other door] He says he never eats breakfast.
But | know he cats more breakfast than three people.

Dorothy. Petra, he's so difficult. Just ask him not to be
stupid and come in here please.

Petra- [At the other door] She says come.

Philip- What a word. What a word.

[He puts on a dresAng gown <ind slippers]

These arc rather small- Must be Preston’s. Nice robe though-
Might offer to buy it from him,

[He gathers up the papers, opens the door and goes into
the other room, knocking as he pushes the door open]

Dorothy, Come in- Oh, here you are.

Philip. Isn’t this all very rather unconventional ?

D orothy. Philip, you stupid darling. Where have you been?
Phujp. In a very strange room.

Dorothy. How did you get there?

Phitlip. N o idea.

Dorothy. Don’'t you remember anything?

Philip. | recall some muck about chucking some one out.
Dorothy. That was Preston.

Phiuf. Really?
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Dorothy- Yes very really-

PHILO*. Wc must get him back. Shouldn’t be rude that way.

Dorothy. Oh, no. Philip. No. He’s gone for good.

Philip. Awful phrase; for good.

Dorothy. [Determinedly™ For good and all.

Philip, Even worse phrase. Gives me the horrorous.

Dorothy- What are the horrorous, darling.!

PraLip. Sort of super horrors. You know. Now you sec
them. Now you don’t. Watch for them to go around the
corner.

Dorothy. Y ou haven't had them.?

Phitip. Oh, yes. I've liad everythmg. Worst 1remember
was a file of marines. Used to come into the room suddenly.

Dorothy. Philip, sit here.

{pHtuP «/ doums on the bed very gingerly™

Philip, you must promise me something. You won't just go on
drinking and not have any aim in life and not do anything
reaiP You aren’t just going to be a Madrid playboy arc you?

Philip. A Madrid playboy?

Dorothy. Yes. Around Chicotes. And the Miami. And the
Embassies and the Ministerio and Vernon Rodgers’ flat and
that dreadful Anita. Though the Embassies arc really the worst.
Philip, you arer’, are you?

Pmup- What else is there?

Dorothy, There’s everything. You could do something seri-
ous and decent. You could do something brave and calm and
good. You know what wU! happen if you keep on just crawl-
ing around from bar to bar and going with those dreadful peo-
ple? You'll be shot. A man was shot the other night in Chi-
cotes. It was terrible.

Philip. Any one we know ?

Dorothy. No. Just a poor man who was squirting every
one with a flit gun. He didn't mean any harm. And some one
took offense and shot him, | saw it and it was very depressing.
They shot him very suddenly and he lay on his back and his
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face was very gray and he'd been so gay just a little while be-
fore. They kept every one there for two hours, and the police
smelt of everybody’s pistol and they wouldn’t serve any more
drinks. They didn’t cover him up and we had to go and show
our papers to a man at a table Just beside where he was and it
was very depressing, Philip. And he had such dirty hose and
his shoes were completely worn through on the bottoms and
he had m undershirt at a//.

Pmup. Poor chap. You know the stuff they drink is ab-
solutely poison now. Makes people quite mad.

Dorothv. But Philip, you don’t have to be Uke that. And
yoK don’t have to go around and maybe have people shoot at
you. You could do something political or something military
and fine.

Philip. Don’t tempt me. Don’t make me ambitious.

[He pauses™

Don’t open vistas.

Dorothy. That was a dreadful thing you did the other
night with the spittoon. Trying to provoke trouble there in
Chicotes. Simply trying to provoke it, everybody said.

Philip. And who was | provoking?

Dorothy. | don’'t know. What does it matter who? You
shouldn’t be provoking anybody.

Philip. No, | suppose not. It probably comes soon enough
without provoking it.

Dorothy. Don't talk pessimistically, darling, when we’ve
just started our life togctlier.

Phu.ip. Our---—-- ?

Dorothy. Our life together. Philip, don't you want to have
a long, happy, quiet life at some place like Saint Tropes or,
you know, some place like Saint Tropez was and have long
walks, and go swimming and have children and be happy and
everything? | mean really. Don't you want all tliis to end?
I mean you know, war and revolution ?
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Phdjp. And will we have the CoidinenUd. D Midi for
breakfast and brioche and fresh strawberry jam?

D orothy. Darling, we'll have ceuf au fambon and you can
have the Morning Poit if you like. And every one will say
Messicur-Damc,

PwtT.fP. The Morning Post’s just stopped publishing,

Dorothy. Oh, Philip, you're so depressing. I wanted us to
have such a happy life. Don’t you want children? They can
play in the Luxembourg and roll hoops and sail boats.

Phitip. And you can show them on a map, You know; on
a globe even. “Children”; we’U call the boy Derek, worst name
I know. You can say, “Derek. That’s the Wangpoo. Now fol-
low ray finger and I'll show you where Daddy is.” And Derek
wiU say, “Yes, Mummy. Have | ever seen Daddy ?”

Dorothy. Oh, no. It won't be like that. We’ll just live
somewhere where it's lovely and you'll write.

Philip. What?

D orothy, Whatever you like. Novels and articles and a
book on this war perhaps.

Philip. Be a pretty book. Might make it with—with—you
know—illustrarions,

Dorothy. Or you could study and write a book on politics.
Books on politics sell forever, some one told me.

Phitip. \JRingjng the belt] | imagine.

Dorothy. You could study and write a book on dialectics,
There’s always a market for a new book on dialectics,

Philip. Really?

D orothy. But, darling Philip, the first thing is for you to
start here now and do something worth doing and stop this
absolutely utter playboy business.

Phiup. read it in a book, but I never really knew about
it Is it true that the first thing an American woman does is
try to get the man she’s interested in to give up something?
You know, boozing about, or smoking Virginia cigarettes, or
wearing gaiters, or hunting, or something silly ?
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Dorothy. No, Philip. It's that you're a’ venous
Icm for any woman.

Philip. 1 hope so,

Dorothy. And | don’'t want you to give up something. 1
want you to up something.

Phh4p. Good.

[He \isies her]

I will. Now have some breakfast. | have to go back and make
a few phone calls.

DoROTHy. Philip, don’t go.

_ Pnhitip.  Ill be back in just a moment, darling. And I'll be
10 serious.

Dorothy. Y ouknow what you said ?

Philip, Of course.

Dorothy. [Vtry happly\ You said Darling,

Philip. | knew it was infectious but 1never knew it was
contagious. Forgive me, dear.

Dorothy. Dear is a nice word, too.

Philip. Good-bye then—er—sweet.

Dorothy. Sweet, oh you darling.

PHnjp. Good-bye, Comrade.

Dorothy, Comrade. Oh, and you said Darling before.

Philip. Comrade’s quite a word. 1l suppose | oughtn’'t to
chuck it around. | take it back.

pOflOTHY. [Rapturously] Oh, Philip. You're developing po-
litically,

Philip. God—cr, oh you know, whatever it is, save us.
Dorothy. Don’t blaspheme. It's frightfully bad luck.

Phitip, [Hurriedly and rather grimly] Good-bye, darting
dear sweet.

Dorothy. You don't call me comrade,
Phitip. [Going out] No, You see I'm developing polirically,

[He goes into the next room]
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DoROray. [Rings for petra. Speai”s to her. Leaaing back
comfortably in bed agmnst the pillows] Oh, Petra, he’s so
lively and so sort of vital and so gay, Bui he doesn't do any-
thing. He’'s supposed to send dispatches to some stupid Lon-
don paper, but they say at Censura he practically never sends
anything. He’'s so refreshing after Preston always going on
about his wife and children. Let him go bac”™ to his wife and
children now if he’s so excited about them. I'll bet he won't.
Those wife-and-children men at a war. They just use them as
sort of an opening wedge to get into bed with some one and
then immediately afterwards they club you with them. 1 mean
positively club you, | don’'t know why fever put up with Pres-
ton so long. And he’s so gloomy. Expecting the city to fall and
everything and always looking at the map. Always looking at
a map is one of the most irritating habits a man can get into.
Isn’t it, Petra?

Petra. | don’t understand, Seforita.

Dorothy. Oh, Petra, | wonder what he's doing now,

Petra, Nothing good.

Dorothy. Petra, don't talk that way. You're a defeatist.

Petra. No, Sefiorita, | have no politics. 1 only work.

Dorothy. Well, you can go now because L think HI go
back to sleep for just a little while longer. T feel so sleepy and
good this morning.

Petra. 'Hiat you rest well. Sefiorita,

goes out closing the door]
[In the next room philip answers the phone]

Philip, Yes. Right, Send him up,

[There is a h/ioc™ on the door and a comrade in LB.
uniform enters. He salutes smartly. He is a young,
good-looking, dar”™ boy of perhaps twenty-three]

Salud, Comrade, Come m.
Comrade. They sent me here from Brigade. | was to re-
port to you in room one thirteen.
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Philip. The room’s changed. Do you have a copy of the
order?

CoMKADf. It was a verbal order.
[PHILIP taf{cs the phone; ashj for a nataber]

Philip. Ochenta—dos zero uno cinco. Hdlo tiaddock?
N a Haddock. Hake speaking. Yes. Hake. Good. Haddock?

[Hi tfirni to the comrade]

What’s your name. Comrade?

Comrade. Wilkinson.

Phujp. Hello, Haddock. Sent a Comrade Wilkinson over
to the Booth Fishmes? Right. Thanks so much. Salud.

[Hoo”s »p the telephone. He turns to the comrade and
p$Us otti hU hand]

I'm glad to see you, Comrade. Now what was it?
Comrade. |I'm under your orders,
Phitip. Oh.

[He seems very relftciant, about something]

How old are you, Comrade?
Comrade. Twenty.
Philip. Had much fun?
Comrade. |I'm not in this for fun.
Phiup. No. Of course not. Was just a question.

[He pauses. Then goes on abandoning the reluctance;
he speaks in a very mililary u/ay]

Now one thing | have to teli you. In this particular show you
have to be armed to enforce your authority. But you're not to
use your weapon under any circumstances. Under any circum-
stances. Is that quite clear ?

Comrade. Not in self-defense?

Philip. Not under any circumstances.

Comrade. | see. And what are my orders?
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Philip. Go down and take yourself a walk. Then come
back here and take a room and register. When you have the
room Slop by here and let me know what room it is, and
tell you what to do. You’'ll have to spend most of your time in
your room today-

[He paases]

Have a good walk. Might have a glass of beer. There’'s beer
today at the Aguilar placed

CoMJtAJJE Wilkinson. l'don’t drink. Comrade.

Pmup. Quite right. Excellent. We of the older generation
have certain leprous spots of vice which can hardly be eradi-
cated at thisidate. But you are an eitample to us. Get along
now.

Comrade W ilkinson. Yes, Comrade.

[He salutes and goes oat\

Philip. [After he has gone] Awful pity. Yes. An awful
pity.
[The telephone rings]
Yes? Here speaking. Good. No. I'm sorry. Later.
[He hangs up the phone. .. .The phone rings again]

Oh, hello. Yes. Fm awfully sorry. What a shame. | will. Yes.
Latcf-

[He hangs up. The phone rings again]

Oh, hello. Oh, 1am sorry, | really am. What do you say to a
little later? No?*Good man. Come in and we’ll get it over
with.

[There is a at the door]
Come onin.

[Enter preston. He has a bandaged eyebrow and looks
none too welt]
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r am sorry, you know.

Preston. What good does that do? You behaved disgust-
ingly.

pHtup. Right. Now what can | do?

eery flatlyj

1said | was sorry,

Preston. Wocil, you might take off my dressing gown and
slippers.

fhuLip. {Taking ihetn off] Good.

[He hands them oeer]
[Regreifuily]

You wouldn’t sell the robe, would you? It's nice stuff.
Preston. No. And now get out of my room.
pHn-ip. Do we have to do the whole thing over again ?

Preston. If you won't get out I'll ring and have you thrown
out.

Philip. Better ring, then,

[PRESTON rings, PHILIP goes into the bathroom. There
is a sound of water splashing. There is a kpock at the
door and the nunager enters]

Manacer. Nothing is all right?

Preston. 1 want you to call the police and have this man
removed from my room.

Manager. Mr. Preston. 1 have maid pack your things up
right away. You be comfortable in one fourteen. Mr. Preston
you know better than call police into a hotel What's a first
thing police say? Whosa cana milk belong to? Whosa com
beef belong to? Whosa hoards coffee in this hotel? Whatsa
meaning all this sugar in the arraoire? Whosa got three bot-
tles of whiskey? Whatsa matter here? Mr. Preston never calla
police in private matter. Mr. Preston, | appeal to you.

Phitip. {Prom the bathroom] Whosa these three cakesa
soap belong toP
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Manager, You Mr. Preston? In a private matter pub-
lic authority is giva always a wrong interpretation. Is a law
against to have these things. Is a severe law against all forms
of hoarding. Is a police misunderstand.

Phitip. [From the bathroom”™ Whbosa got tliree bottles cau
de cologne in here?

Manager. You see, Mr. Preston ? With all my good volun-
taries T could not introduce police.

Preston- Oh, go to—hell then, both of you. Have the things
moved into one fourteen then. YouVe a rotten cad, Rawlings.
Remember | told you, will you?

Phitip. [From the bathroom] Whosa four tubes Mennen’s
shaving cream belong to?

Manager. Mister Preston. Four tubes. Mister Press-ton,

Preston. All you do is beg for food. Tve given you plenty.
Pack up the things and have them moved.

Manager. Very good, Mister Preston, but only one thing.
When against all my voluntaries initiate slight petition for
food only wishing superating quantities---—-—-

Phitip, [From bathroom, choiring, mtk laughing] What'’s
that?

Manager. Am telling Mr. Preston only petition unneces-
sary amounts and then only on basis of seven in family. Listen,
Mr. Preston, has my mothcr-in-law* that luxury—now in her
head one tooth remaining. You understand. Only one tooth.
With this eats all and enjoys. When this goes must | buy en-
tire apparatus of teeth both higher and lower, and is fit for
eating higher things. Is fit for the Aee/steak, is fit for the chops,
is fit for the what you call it, the salomillo. Every night | tell
you, Mr. Preston, | ask her how is the tooth old woman ? Every
night Lthink if that goes where arc tee? Given entire new up
and down teeth would not be enough horses left in Madrid for
the army. I tell you, Mr. Preston, you never saw such a wonan.
Such a luxury. Mr. Preston, you unable spare one small can
of any sort that superates ?

Preston. Get something from Rawlings. He's your friend.
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Phitip. [Coming out of the bathroom\ With me Comrade
Stamp Collector superates one can of bully beef.

Manager. Oh, Mr. Philip. You have heart bigeer than the
hotel.

Preston. And twice as dirty.

[fie goes 0»/]

Philip. He's very bitter.

Manager. You take away the young lady. Makes him furi-
ous. Fills him with, how you call, jellishness.

Philip. That's it. He’s simply crammed with jellishness.
Tried to knock some of it out of him last night. No good.

Manager. Listen, Mr. Philip. Tdl me one thing. How long
the war going last ?

Philip. A long time, I'm afraid.

Manactr. Mr. Philip, | hate to hear you say so. Is now a
year. Is not funny, you know,

Phitip. Don’t you worry about it. You just last yourself.

Manager, You be careful and last too. Mr. Philip, be more
careful, 1 know. Don’t think I don’t know,

Philip, Don’t know too much. And whatever you know
keep your good old mouth shut, eh? We work all right to-
gether that way.

Manager. But be careful, Mr. Philip.

Phujp. I'm lasting all right. Have a drink?

[Hi pours a Scotch and puts water in it\

Manager. Never | touch the alcohol. But listen, Mr, Philip.
Be more careful. In one o five is very bad. In one o seven is
very bad.

Pmup. Thanks, I know tha”™ Only what | had in one o
seven | lost. They let him get away.

Manager. In one fourteen is only a fool.

Philip, Quite.

Manager. Last night is try get into one thirteen for you,
pretending was mistake. | know.
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Philip. That's why | wasn’t there. | had some one looking
after the fool.

Manager. Mr. Philip, you be very careful. You like | should
put the Yale lock on door? The big lock? Very strongest type.?

Phitip. No. The big lock wouldn’t do any good. You don't
do this business with big locks.

Manager. Y ou want anything specbl, Mr. Philip? Any-
thing can do ?

Phitip. No. Nothing special. Thanks for turning away that
fool journalist from Valencia who wanted a room here. We've
got enough fools here now including you and me.

Manager. But I let him in later if you want. | told him was
no room would let him know. If things quiet can. let him in
later on. Mr. Philip, you take care yourself. Please. You know,

Phitip. Pm lasting well enough. | just get sort of low in
my mind sometime.s.

[During ihU time dorothy bridges has gotten out of
bed, gone into the bathroom, dressed and come bac\
to the room. She sits at the typeumter, then gets up
and puts a record on the gramophone,. It is a Chopin

Ballade In La Bemol Menor Op. 4J. phhip hemrs the
mittsic\

Philip. [To the manager} Excuse me a moment, will you?
You going to move his things? If any one comes in for me
ask them to wdt, wd! you?

Manager. | tell the maid that moves.
[pHtLIP goes to Dhrothy’s doctr and kjsoc\sf

E)orothy. Come in, Philip.
Phitip. Mind if lhave a drink in here for a moment?
Dorothy. N o. Please do.
Phitip. Two things I'd like to ask you to do.
[Tie record has stopped. In the other room you see that
the manager has gone out and that the maid has come

in and is mai(ing a pile of Preston’s things on the
bed]
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Dorothy. What are they, Philip?

Philip. One is move out of thU hotel, and the other is go
back to America.

Dorothy. Why, you impudent, impertinent man. Why
you're worse than Preston.

Philip. | mean them both. This hotel’'s no place for you
now. | mean it.

Dorothy. And | was just beginning to be so happy with
you. Philip, don't be silly. Please, darling, don’t be silly.

the door of the other room you see the young com-
rade WILKINSON in L B. uniform at the open door\

WILLKINSON. \Tqg the MAH)] Comrade Rawlings?
Maid. Come in and sit down. He said to wait.

[wnjtiNSON sits doum in a chcar with his bac\ to the
door. In the other room dorothy has put the record
on the phonograph again. Phitip lifts the needle off,
and the record goes round and round on the turn-
table]

Dorothy. You said you wanted a drink. Here.

Phiup. | don’t want one.

Dorothy. What's the matter, darling?

Philip, You know I'm being serious. You must get out of
here,

Dorothy. I'm not afraid of the shelling. You know that.

Philip. It's not the shelling.

Dorothy. Well then, what is it, darling? Don’t you like
me ? I'd like to make you very happy here,

Philip. What can | do to make you get out?

Dorothy. Nothing, Lwon't go.

Phiup, [I'll have you moved over to the Victoria.

Dorothy, Y ou will not.

Phitip. | wish | could talk to you.

Dorothy. But why can’t you?

Philip. | can’t ever talk to any one.
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Dorothy. But darling, that’s just an inhibition. You could
go to an analyst and have that fixed in no time. It's easy and
it’s very fascinating.

Philip, You're hopeless. But you're very beautiful. I'll just
have you moved out.

\He puts the needle hac\ on the record and winds up
the phonograph]

Philip. I'm sorry if | seem dismai.
Dorotthy. It's probably just your liver, darling.

[/1s the record plays, you see that some one has stopped
outside the door of the room where the maid is worhr
ing and the boy ts sitting. The man is wearing a beret
and a trench com, and he leans against the door jamb
to steady his mm and shoots the boy in the back™ of
his head with a long-barrelled Mauser pistol. The
MAID screams—"Ayee"—then starts to cry into her
apron. Philip, as he hears the shot, pushes dorothy
toward the bed and goes to the door with a pisted in
his right hand. Opening the door he loof{s both ways
from it beeping himself capered, then rounds the cor-
ner and enters the room. As ike maid sees him with
the pistol she screams again]

Phitip. Don’t be siUy,

[He goes oper to the chair where the body is, lifts the
head and lets it drop]

The bastards. The dirty bastards.

[NoROTHY had followed him to the door. He pushes her
out]

Philip. Get out of here.
Dorothy. Philip, what is it?

Philip. Don't look at him. Hiat's a dead man. Somebody
shot him.
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Dorothy, Who shot him?

Philip. Maybe he shot himself. It's none of your business.
Get out of here. Didn’t you ever sec a dead man before ? Aren’t
you a lady war correspondent or something? Get out of here
and go and write an article. This is none of your business,

[T&cn to the maid]
Hurry up and get those cans and bottles out of here.

\He commences to throw things from the armotre
shelves onto the bed\

All the cans of milk. All the Mrn beef. All the sugar. All the
tinned salmon. All the cau dc cologne. All the extra soap. Get
them out. We have to call the police.

CURTAIN
END OF ACT I
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A room in Scguridad Atad™aariers. There is a plain table™ bare
except for a green-shaded lamp. T he mndows are all closed
and shuttered. Behind ike table a short man with a very
thindipped, hasviv™-nosed asceHcdooking face is sitting. He
has very thicks eyebrows. Philip sits on a chsdr beside the
table. The haw\'faced man is holding a pencil. On a ch<ar
in front of the table a man « sitting. He is crying with
very deep shading sobs, antokio {the haw\-nosed man)
is looking at him very interestedly, U ts the first com-
HADE from Scene 5, Act 1. He is bareheadedt hts tunic is
0'Q, and his braces™ which hold up his baggy /. B. trousers,
hang down dong his trousers. As the curtain rises phiup
stands up and looks at the first comrade.

Phitip. \ln a tired voice] Fd like to ask you one more
thing.

First Comrade. Don’t ask me. Please don’t ask me. | don’t
want you to ask me.

Philip. Were yoa asleep?

First Comrade. {Choking] Yes.

Phitip. [In a very tired flat voice] You know the penalty
for that?

First Comrade, Yes,

Phitip. Why didn't you say so at the start and save a lot
of trouble? | wouldn’t have you shot for that. Fin just disap-
pointed in you now. Do you think people shoot people for fun ?

First Comrade, i should have told you. | was frightened.

Philip, Yeah. You should have told me.

First Comrade. Truly, Comrade Comniissar.

Philip. [To antonio, coldly] You think he was asleep?

39
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AjiTONio. How do lkjjow P Do you wanr me to question
him?

Philip. No, Mi Coronel, no. We want information. We
don't want a confession*

[To the FiKST ocomeaoe]

Listen, what did you dream about when you went to sleep?

Fkst Comkade. \Chec\$ himself sobbing, hesitates, then
goes ow] 1 don’t remember.

Philip. Just try to. Take your time. | only want to be sure,
you sec. Don’t try to lie. I'll know if you lie.

First Comrade. | remember now. | was against the wall
and my rifle was between ray legs when | leaned back, and |
remember.

\Hc ckokes\

in the dream I—1I thought it was my girl and she was doing
something—kind of funny—to me, \ don’t know what it was.
It was just in a dream.

[He chokes]

Philip. [To aktonio] You satisfied now?

A ntonio. | do not understand it completely.

Philip. Well, 1 gucss”™ nobody really understands it com-
pletely, but he’s convinced me.

[To the FIRST comrade]

What's your girl’'s name?
FmsT Comrade, Alma.

Phiup. O.K. When you write her tdl her she brought you
a lot of luck.

[To ANTONIo]

As far as I'm concerned you can take him out. He reads the
IFor~cr. He knows”™Joe North. He's got a girl named Alma,
He’s got 3 good record with the Brigade, and he went to sleep
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and let a citizen slip who shot a boy named Wilkinson by mis-
take for me. The thing to do is to give him lots of strong cof-
fee to keep him awake and keep rides out from between his
legs. Listen, Comrade, I'm sorry if | spoke roughly to you in
the performance of my duty.

Antonio. | would like to put a few questions.

Phu-ip. Listen, Mi Coronel. If 1wasn’t good at this you
wouldn’t have let me go on doing it so long. This boy is all
right. You know we are none of us exactly what you would
call all right. But this boy is pretty all right. He just went to
sleep, and I'm not justice, you know. I'm just working for
you, and the cause, and the Republic and one thing and an-
other. And wc used to have a President named Lincoln in
America, you know, who commuted sentences of sentries to
be shot for sleeping, you know. So | think if it's all right with
you we’'ll just sort of commute his sentence. He comes from
the Lincoln Battalion you sec—and it's an awfully good bat-
talion. It's such a good battalion and it's done such things that
it would break your damn heart if I cried to tell you aliout it
And if i was in it I'd feel decent and proud instead of the
way | feel doing what | am. But I'm not, see? I'm a sort of a
second-rate cop pretending to be a third-rate newspaperman—
But listen Comrade Alma------

[Turning to pritoner]

If you ever go to sleep again on duty when you are working
for me I'll shoot you myself, see? You hear me? And write
it to Alma.

A ntonio. [Ringing, Two assault guards come in] Take
him away. You speak very confusedly, Philip. But you have
a certain amount of credit to exhaust.

First Comrade, Thank you, Comrade Commissar.

Philip. Oh, don’t say thank you in a war. This is a war.
You don’t say thank you in it. But you're welcome, see? And
when you write to Alma tell her she brought you a lot of luck.

fpiasT COVRADE goes out with assault cujutos]
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A ntofiio. Yes, ai)d now. This man goc away from room
toy and shot this boy by mistake for you, and who is this
man?

Philip, Oh, 1d0n’t know, Santa Claus, | guess. He’s got
a number. They have A numbered one to ten, and B num-
bered one to ten, and C numbered one to ten, and they shoot
people and they blow up things and they do everything you're
overly familiar with. And they work very hard, and aren’t
really awfully efScient- But they kill a lot of people that
they shouldn’t kill. The trouble is they've worked it out so
well on the lines of the old Cuban A.B.C. that unless you get
somebody outside that they deal with, it doesn't mean any-
thing, It's just like cutting the heads oS boils instead of lis-
tening to a Fleiscbman's Yeast Program. You know, correct
me if | become confusing.

A ntonio. And why do you not take this man with a suf-
ficient force?

Philip. Because | cannot afiord to make much noise and
scare others that we need much more. This one is just a killer.

A ntonio. Yes. There are plenty of fascists left in a town of
a million people, and they work inside. TTiose who have the
courage to. We must have twenty thousand active here.

Philip. More. Double that. Bur when you catch them they
won't talk. Except the politicians.

A ntonio. Politicians. Yes, politicians. 1 have seen a poli-
tician on the floor in that corner of the room unable to stand
up when it was time to go out, | have seen a politician walk
across that floor on his knees and put his arms around my legs
and kiss my feet. | watched him slobber on my boots when
all he had to do was such a simple thing as die, 1 have seen
many die, and | have never seen a politician die well.

Phitip. | don't like to see them die. It's O.K. | guess, if
you like to see it. But | don’t like it. Sometimes | don’'t know
how you stick it. Listen, who dies well?

A ntonio. You know. Don’t be naive.

Philip. Yes. | suppose 1 know.
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A ntonio. 1 could die all right. 1 don't ask any one to do
something that is impossible.

Philip. You're a specialist. Look™ Tonico, Who dies well?
Go ahead, say it. Go ahead. Do you good to talk about your
trade. Talk about it you know. Then next thing you know,
forget it. Simple, eh? Tel) me about in the first days of the
movement.

A ntonio. [Raikfr proudly] You want to hear? You mean
definite people?

Phitip. No. | know a couple of definite people, I mean
sort of by classes.

A ntonio. Fascists, real fascists, the young ones; very well.
Sometimes with very much style. They arc mistaken, but they
have much style. Soldiers, yes, the majority all right. Priests
all my life 1 am against. The church fights us. We fight the
church. I am a Socialist for many years. Wc arc the oldest rev-
olutionary party in Spain, But to die--—--- 1

\He shafcs his hand in the quick, triple flip of the wrist
that h the Spattisk gesture of supreme admiration]

To die? Priests? Terrific, You know; just simple priests. 1
don’t mean Bishops.

Phiup. And Antonio. Sometimes there must have been
mistakes, eh ? When you had to work in a hurry perhaps. Or
you know, just mistakes, wc all make mistakes. 1 just made a
little one yesterday, Tdl me, Antonio, were there ever any
mistakes?

A ntonio. Oh, yes. Certainly. Mistakes. Oh, yes. Mistakes.
Yes. Yes. Very regrettable mistake, A very few.

Philip. And how did the mistakes die?

Antonio. [Proudly] All very well.

PHLLIP. Ah--—--

[/r £ a noise a boxer might mal(e when he is hit with
a hard body punch]

And this trade we're in now. You know, what’s the silly name
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they call it? Counter-espionage. It doesn’t ever get on your
nerves?

Antonio. \Simply\ No.

Philip. With me it's on the nerves now for a long time.

A ntonio. But you've only been doing it for a little while

PHN.iP. Twelve bloody months, my boy”™ in this country.
And before that, Cuba. Ever been in Cuba?

A ntonio, Yes.

Philip, That's where 1 got sucked in on all this,

A ntonio. How were you sucked in?

Philip. Oh, people started trusting me that should have
known better. And lsuppose because they should have known
better 1 started getting, you know, sort of trustworthy. You
know, not elaborately, just son of moderately trustworthy.
And then they trust you a little more and you do it all right.
And then you know, you get to believing in it. Finally | guess
you get to liking it. I have a son of a feeling 1don’t explain
it very well.

A ntonio. You're a good boy. You work well. Everybody
trusts you very much.

Philip, Too bloody much. And Pm tired too, and I'm
worried right now. You know what I'd like? I'd like to never
kill another son-o”-bitch, I don’t care who or for what, as
long as | live. I'd like to never have to lie. I'd like to know
who I'm with when | wake up. I'd like to wake up in the
same place every morning for a week straighu 1'd like to marry
a girl named Bridges that you don’t know. But don't mind ii
| use the name because | like to say it. And I'd like to marry
her because she’s got the longest, smoothest, straightest legs in
the world, and | don’t have to listen to her when she talks if
it doesn’'t make too good sense. But I'd tike to sec what the
kids would look like.

A ntonio, She is the tall blonde with that correspondent?

Phiup. Don’t talk about her like that. She isn't any taU
blonde with some correspondent. That's my girl. And if | talk
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too much or take up your valuable time, why, stop me. You
kuow I'm a very extraordinary fellow, lcan talk either Eng-
lish or American. Was brought up in one, raised in the other.
That's what | make my living at,

A ntonio. ]Soothingly\ lknow. You arc tired, Philip.

Philip. Well, now Tm talking American, Bridges is the
same way. Only Pm not sure she can talk American. You see
she learned her English at college and from the cheap or lit-
tcrary type of Lord, but you know what's funny, you sec. |
just like to hear her talk- | don’'t care what she says. Pm re-
laxed now, you sec. | haven't had anything to drink since
breakfast, and Pm a lot drunker than | am when ldrink, and
that's a bad sign. Is it all right for one of your operatives to
relax. Mi Coroncl ?

A ntonio. Y ou ought to go to bed. You're tired out, Philip,
and you have much work to do.

Philip, That's right. Pm tired out and | have much work
to do. Pm waiting to meet a comrade at Chicotes. Name of
Max. | have, and | do not exaggerate, very much work to do.
Max, whom believe you know and who, to show what a
distinguished man he is, has no hind name, while my back
name is Rawlings exactly the same as when | started. Which
shows you | haven’t gotten very far in this business, What
was | saying?

A ntonio. About Max.

PHnjp. Max. Ihat's it. Max, Well he’'s a day overdue now.
He’s been navigating now for about two weeks, say circu-
lating to avoid confusion, behind the fascist lines. It's his
specialty. And he says, and be doesn’t lie. | lie. But not right
now. Anyway, Pm very tired, see, and I'm also disgusted with
my Job, and Pm nervous as a bastard because I'm worried and
| don’'t worry easy.

Antonio. Go on. Don’t be tcmfsaamcntal.

Philip. He says, that is Max says, and where he is now |
wish to hell | knew, that he has a place located, an observa-
tion post, you know. Watch them fall, and say it's the wrong
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place. One of those. W dlj he says that the German head of the
siege artillery that shells this town comes there and 3 lovely
politician. You know a museum piece. He comes there too.
And Max thinks. And / think he is screwball. But he thinks
better. 1 think faster, but he thinks better. That wc can bag
those citizens. Now listen very carefully. Mi Coronel, and
correct me instantly. / thuik it sounds very romantic. Bur Max
says, and he’s a German and very practical, and he’d just as
soon go behind the fascist lines as you would go to get a
shave, or what shall we say. Well he says it's perfectly prac-
tical, So / thought. And I'm sort of drunk now on drinking
nothing for so long. That we would sort of suspend the other
projects that wc have been working on, temporarily, and try to
get these two people for you. | don't think tlie German is of
much practical use to you, but he has a very high exchange
value indeed, and this project sort of, in a way, appeals to
Max. Lay it to nationalism, | say. But if we get this other citi-
zen you've got something, Mi Coroncl. Because he is very,
eery terrific, 1 mean terrific. He, you sec, is outside the town.
But he knows who is inside the town. And then you just sort
of bring him into good voice and you know who is inside the
town. Because they all communicate with him. | talk too
much, don’'t 1?

Antonio. Philip.

Philip. Yes, Mi Corond.

Antonio. Philip, now go to Chicotes and get drunk like a
good boy and do your work, and come or call when you have
news.

Phitip. And what do | talk, Mi Coroncl, American or
English?

Antonio. What you like. Do not talk silly. But go now,
please, because we are good friends and | like you very much,
but I am very busy. Listen, is it true about the observation
p(Kt?

Philip. Yeah.

A ntonio. What a thing,
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Phitlip. Very iancy, though. Awfully, awfuily fancy, Mi
Coroncl,

ANToNfia Go, please, and start.

Philip. And | talk cither English or American?

A ntonio. What's all that about? Go,

Phitip. Then I'll talk English. Christ, I can lie so much
easier in English, it's pitifuL

Antonio. go.go.go.go.GO.

Philip, Yes, Mi Coronel. Thank you for the instructive
little talk. I'll go to Chicanes now. Salud, Mi Coronel.

[f/tf jdates, loo\s at his watch and goes]

A ntonio, [At the desh) loohs after Aim, Then rings. Two
ASSAULT GUAsns QOTDC in. They salitie] Now just bring me in
that man you took out before, I want to talk to him a little
while alone by myself.

CUItTAIN
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j4 corner table at Chicotct bar. It is the first table on your tight
as you enter the door. The door and the adndotv are sand-
bagged about three quarters of the way up, phujp is seated
itf (he table with anita. A watte» comes over to the table.

Philip.
W aite».
Philip.
WALTE».
Philip.
A nita.
Philip.
A nita.
Philip,
Anita.
horse.
Philip.
Anita.
Philip.
A nita.

Any of the barrel whiskey left?
Nothing now of the real but gin.
Good gin?
The yellow of Booth’s, The best.
With bitters.
You don’t love any more ?
No.
You make big mistake with that big blonde.
What big blonde?
That great big blonde. Tall like a tower. Big like

Blonde like a wheat fidd.

You make a mistake. Big a woman. Big a mistake.
What makes you think she’s so big?

Big? Is big like a tank. Wait you get her with a

baby. Big? Is a Studebaker truck.

Philip.
Anita.

That’s a lovely word, Studebaker, as you say it
Yes. | like best any English word | know, Stude-

baker. Is beautiful. Why you no love?

Philip.

I don't know, Anita, You know. Things change.

[Hi looi"s at his wetch']

A nita.
Philip.
A nita,
Philip.

Y ou use a like fine. Is just the same.

I know it.

You like before. You like again. Is must only try.
1 know. 4*
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Anita* When is have something gcox{] you don't want bo
go away. Is a big woman plenty trouble. lknow. | been this
a long time.

Philip. You're a fine girl, Anita.

A nita. Is on account they all criticize because i bite Mr.
Vernon that time?

Phiup. No. Of course not.

A nita. | tell you I give a lot not to do that.

Philip. Oh, nobody remembers that.

Anita. You know why | do? Everybody know 1 bite, but
nobody ever ask why.

Pkujp. Why was it?

Anita. He try to take three htuidred pesetas out my stock-
ing, What | should do? Say “Yes, go ahead. All right. Help
yourself*? No, | bite,

Philip, Quité right, too.

Anita. You think? Rcaily?

Philip. Yes.

Anita. Oh, you sweet all right. Listen, you don’t wane
make mistake now with that big blonde.

Philip. You know, Anita. I'm afraid 1 do. I'm afraid that’s
the whole trouble. I want to make an absolutely colossal mis-
take.

\He ctills the WAITER, loolfs at his watch. To waiter]

What time have you?

W aiter. [Loo”s at the clocks over the bar and at Philip’s
u/atch\ The same as you have.

Anita. Be colossal all right.

Philip. You're not jealous?

Anita. No, ljust hate. Last night I try to like. | say hokay
everybody a comrade. Comes a big bombardment. Maybe
everybody killed. Should be comrades everybody with each
other. Bury the axes. Not be selfish. Not be egotistic. Love a
enemy like a self. All that slop.

Philip. You were terrific.
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Anita. That kind a stuff don’t last over the night. This
morning 1 wake up. First thing 1 do | hate that woman all
day long.

Philip. Y ou mustn't, you know.

Anita. What she want with you? She take a man just like
you pick a flowers. She don’t want. She just pick to put in her
room. She just like you because you big, too. Listen. | like you
if you was a dwarf.

Phitip. Na, Anita. No. Be careful.

A nita. Listen good. | like you if you was sick. | tike you
if dry up and be ugly. I like you if you hunchback.

Phitip. Hunchbacks are lucky.

Anita. | like you if you unlucky hunchback. 1 like you if
you got no money. You want? | make it.

Philip. That’s about the only thing 1 haven't tried on this
job.

A ncta. | not joke. I'm a serious. Philip, you leave her
alone. You come back where you know is hokay.

Phitip. Tin afraid | can’t, Anita.

Anita. You just try. Isn't any change. You like before,
you like again. Always works that way when a man is a man.

PniLiP. But you see | change. It's not that | mean to.

Anita. You no change. | know you good. | know you long
time now. You not the kind that change.

Phtlip- All men change.

A nita. Is not the truth. Is get tired, yes. Is want to go away,
yes. Is run around, yes. Is get angry, yes, yes. Is treat bad, yes,
plenty. Is change? No, Only U to start different habits. Is a
habit is all. Right away is the same with whoever.

Philip. | see that. Yes, that's right. But you sec it's this
sort of running into some one from your own people, and it
upsets you.

Antta. Is not from your own people. Is not like you. Is a
different breed of people,

Philip. No, it's the same sort of people.

Antta. Listen, that big blonde make you crazy already.
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This soon, you can’t think good. Is no more the same as yon as
blood and paint. Is look the same. Can a blood Can a paint.
All right. Put the paint in the body” instead of blood. What
you get? American woman.

Philip. You’re unjust to her, Anita. Granted she’s lazy and
spoiled, and rather stupid, and enormously on the make. Still
she’s very beautiful, very friendly, and very charming and
rather innocent—and quite brave.

Anita. Hokay. Beautiful? What you want with beautiful
when you're through? | know you. Friendly? Hokay; is
friendly can be unfriendly. Charming? Yes. Is a charming
like the snake with rabbits. Innocent? You make me laugh.
Ha, ha, ha. 1$ a innocent until a prove the guilty. Brave?
Brave? You make me laugh again if | have any laugh left in
my belly. Brave? All right, I laugh. Ho, ho, ho. What you
do all the time this war you can’'t tdl a ignorance from a
brave? Brave? My this-———--

rises from the table and slaps her behind\

So, Now I go.

PHn.ip. You're awfully bard on her.

Anita. Hard on her? | like to throw a band grenade in
the bed where she sleeping right this minute. | tell you true.
Last night I try all that stuff. All that sacrifice. All that give-
up. You know. Now have one good healthy feeling. I hate.

[5Ar goes]
PHn,tp. \TO the waiter] Y ou haven't seen a comrade from

the International Brigades here asking for me? Name of Max?
A comrade with a face son of broken across here.

[He puis his hand across his mouth and jaw]

A comrade with his leeth gone in front? With sort of bbek

gums where they burnt them with a red-hot iron? And with
a scar here?

[He runs his finger across the lower angle of his jaw]
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Have you seen such a comrade?

W attek. He hasn’t been here,

Philip. If such a comrade comes, will you ask him to come
to the hotel ?

W aiter. What hotel ?

Phitlip, He’'ll know what hotel.

\Starts out and /oo0~f back™

Tell him | went out looking for him.

CCHTAIN
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ACT TWO -SCENE THREE

Same as Act 1 Scene ///. The two adjoining rooms /09 and
no in the Hotel Florida™ It is dartr™ outside the rooms and
the curtains arc draam. There is no one in room no and
it is dar\. Room /op is lighted brightly bath by the read-
ing lamp on the table, the main light in the ceiling, and
a reading lamp clamped to the head of the bed. The elec-
tric heater and the electric stove\are both on* dordtky
bridces, wearing a turtle-nec™ sweater, a tweed sl(irt,
wool stockings and jodhpur boots, is doing something
with a long-handled stew pan on the electric coo\ing
ring. A distant noise of gun fire comes through the cur-
tained windows, KIRCTTKY rings the bell* There is no an-
swering sound. She rings again.

DoftoTHY. Oh, damn that electrician |
[i/ie goes to the door and opens )/]
Petra! Oh, Petral!

[You hear the maid coming down the hall. She comes
in the door]

Petra, Yes, Seforita?
Dorothy. Where's the electrician, Petra?
Petra, Didn’t you know?

Dorothy. No. What? He’s simply got to come and fix
this belli

Petra. He can’t come, Seforita, because he's dead,
Dorothy. What do you say?

Petra, He was hit last night when he went out during
the botobardmenL
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DoHormy. He went out during the bombardment?

pPEIEA. Yes, Seforita. He had been drinking a litde, and
he went out to go home.

Dofothy. The poor little imnl

Petra. Yes, Sefiorita, it was a shame!

Dorothy. How was he hit, Petra?

Petra. Some one shot him from a window, they say. |
don't know. That's what they told me.

Dorothy. Who'd shoot him irom a window?

Petra. Oh, they always shoot from windows at night dur-
ing a bombardment. The fifth column people. The people
who fight us from inside the city.

Dorothy. But why would they shoot him ? He was only a
poor little workman.

Petra, lliey could see he was a workingman from hb
clothes,

Dorothy. Of course, Petra.

Petra, That's why they shot him. They are our enemies.
Even of me. If 1 was Kkilled they would be happy. They would
think it was one working person less.

Dorothy. But it's dreadfttU

Petra. Yes, Seforita.

Dorothy. But it's terrible. You mean they shoot at people
that they don’t even know who they are?

Pettia. Oh, yes. They are our enemies.

Dorothy. They're terrible people!

Petra, Yes, Seforital

Dorothy. And what will we do for an electricista?

Petra. Tomorrow we can get another. But now they would
all be closed. You should not burn so many lights perhaps,
Sefiorita, and then perhaps the fuse will not melt out. Use
only what you need to see.

[DOROTHY turns off alt but the reading light on the bed\

Dorothy, Now 1 can’'t even see to cook this mess. | sup-
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pose that's better though. It didn't say on the tin whether
you could heat it or not. It will probably be Erlghtfull

Petra. What arc you cooidng, Seforita?

DoRorraY. | don’t know, Petra, There wasn’t any label on it.

Petra. [Peering into the pof{ It looks like rabbit,

Dorothy. What looks like rabbit is cat. But | don’t think
they’d bother to put cat up in a tin and ship it all the way
from Paris, do you? Of course, they may have tinned it in
Barcelona and then shipped it to Paris and then flown it down
here. Do you think it’s cat, Petra?

Petra. |If it's put up in Barcelona, you can’t tell what it isl

Dorothy. Oh, I'm sick of the whole thing. You go ahead
and cook it, Petral

Petra. Yes, Seforita, What should | put in?

Dorothy. [Picking up a boo™ and going over to the read-

itretch out on the bed\ Put in anything. Open a
tin. of anything.

Perta. Is it for Mr. Philip?

Dorothy. If he comes.

Petra. Mr. Philip wouldn’t like just anything. It would
be better to put in carefully for Mr. Philip. One time he
threw a whole breakfast tray on the floor,

Dorothy, Why, Petra?

Petra. It was something he read in the paper,

Dorothy, It was Eden, probably. He hates Eden.

Petra. Still it was a very violent thing to do. | told him he
had no right. No hay derecho, | told him.

Dorothy. And what did he do?

Petra. He helped rae pick it all up, and then he slapped
me here when | was bending over. Sefiorita, | do not like to
see him in that next room. He is a different cultural than you.

Dorothy. | love him, Petra.

Petra. Sefiorita! Please do not do such a thing. You
haven’'t done his room and made his bed for seven months

as | have. Sefiorita, he’s bad. 1 do not say he is not a good man.
But he is bad.
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Dobothy. You mean hc'a wicked?

Petka, No. Not wicked. Wicked Lt dirty. He is very clean.
He takes baths all the time even with cold water. Even in the
coldest weather he washes his feet. But, Sefiorita, he is not
good. And he will not make you happy.

Dorothy. But Petra, he made me happier than any one
has ever made me.

Petra. Seforita, that is nothing.

D okotity. What do you mean, that's nothing?

Petra. Here everybody can do thatl

Dorothy. You're just a nation of braggarts. Do | have to
listen to all that about conquistadores and all that?

Petra. | only meant that is a badness here. A good man
has that too, perhaps, yes, a really good man such as | was
married to has that. But all had men have that.

Dorotthy. Y ou mean to licar tliem talk they have IL

Petra. No, Seforita.

Dorothy. [Intrigued™ You mean they really , ., ?

Petra, {Sadly™ Yes, Sefiorita.

Dorothy. | don’t believe a word of it. And you think Mr.
Philip is a really bad man?

elra. [Earnestly™ Frightfull

Dorothy. Oh, | ti/onder where he is?

[There is a noise of heavy boots commg down the cor-
ridor. PHILIP and THREE oo™fiADES in I.B. uniform
enter no, and Pnilip switches on the light, fhilip
is bare-headed, wet, and dishevelled ioo\ing. One of
the COVRADES is MAX, the one with the brollen face.
He is covered with mad and as they come into the
room, he sits down on a chair before the table, facing
the badv™ of the chair, and resting his hands and his
chin on the top of the bach  ~he chair. He has an
amazing face. One of the other comrades has a short
automatic rifle slung over his shoulder. The other
has a long Mauser psrabellum pistol in a wooden
holster strapped to his leg.
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Phitip. 1 want you to block these two rooms off the cor-

ridor. Any one to sec me you bring them In. How many
comrades have you below?

The COMRADE unih the rifle. Twenty-five.

Philip. Here are the keys to room one o eight and one
eleven.

\He handi one to each®

Have the doors open and stand just inside the door, so you

can watch the corridor. No, better get a chair apiece and sit

inside the door where you can watch. All right. Get along
., Comrades!

[they salute and go oat. philip goes over to the broken-
faced COMRADE. He ptUs his hand on his shoulder.
The audience has seen for several moments that he
is asleep, but phiup does not honour it]

Philip. Max.
[max tvakps, lookf at philip and smiles\
Was it very bad. Max?

[max loohR at him and smiles again and shades his
head]

Max. Nicht zu schwer.

Phtiip. And when comes he?

Max. In the evenings of grand bombardment.

Phiup. And where?

Max. To the roof of a house at the top of Extremadura
road. It has a little tower,

Phitlip. | thought he came to Garabitas.

Max. So did 1

Philip, And when gives more grand bombardment?

Max. Tonight.

Phiup. When?

|\/|ax, Fiertc! nach ZWOlf
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Philip, You're sure?

Max. Y ou should see the shells. Everything ill laid out.
Also they are very sloppy soldiers. If | did not have this face
I could have stayed and worked a gun. Maybe they put me on
the stafi even.

Philip. Where 'did you change the uniform? 1 was out
there looking for you at a couple of places.

Max, In one of the houses in Carabanchel. There are a
hundred to pick from in that stretch that no one holds. A
hundred and four, | think. Between our lines and theirs. Over
there it was all right. The soldiers arc all young, It was only
if an officer should see my face. An officer would know where
these faces come from.

Philip. So now?

Max. | think we go tonight. Why wait?

Philip. How is it?

Max. Muddy.

Philip. How many do you need?

Max. Y ou and me. Or whoever you send with me.

Philip. Me.

Max. Good! Now how is it to take a bath?

Philip. Fine! Go ahead.

Max. And | sleep a little while.

Philip. What time should we leave?

Max. By half past nine.

Pmup. Get some sleep then.

Max. Y ou call me?

[fie goes into the bathroom, pmilip goes out of the
room, closes the door, and \noc\s on the door of ;09|

Dorothy. [From the bed] Come in!

Philip. Hello, darling.

Dorothy. Hello.

Philip. Are you cooking?

Dorothy. | was, but I got bored with it. Are you hungry?
Philip, Famished.
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Doxothy. It's in the pot there. Turn on the stove and it
will warm up.

Philip. What's the matter with you, Bridges?

Dorothy. Where have you been?

Philip. Just out in the town.

Dorothy, Doing what?

Philip. Just around.

Dorothy. You've left me alone all day. Ever since that
poor man was shot in there this morning you've left me alone.
I've waited in here the whole day. No one's even been to sec
me all day except Preston and he was so unpleasant 1 had to
ask him to leave. Where have you been?

Philip. Just around and about.

Dorothy. Chicotes?

Philip. Yes.

Dorothy. And did you see that horrible Moor?

Philip. Oh, yes, Anita, She sent messages.

Dorothy. She’s unspeakable! You can keep the messages.

[pHILiIP has ladled some of the contents of the stew-
pan onto a plate and tastes ti\

Philip. 1 say. What is this?

Dorothy. | don’t know,

Philip. | say. It's jolly good. Did you cook it yourself?

Dorothy. [Coyly] Yes. Do you like it?

Philip. | didn't know you could cook.

Dorothy. [Shyly] Really, Philip?

Philip. | say it if goodl But what gave you the idea of
putting kippers in it?

Dorothy, Oh, d"mn Petra! So that was the other tin she
opened.

[There is a ™nocl{ on the door. It is the manager. One
of his arms is firmly held by the comrade unth the
automatic rifle]

Riflr Comrade, niis comrade here said he wanted to sec
you.
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Phitd* Hiank you, Comrade. Let him come in.

[The rRiIFLE comMrRADE tums the mANAGER toose and so-
lutes]

Manag”. It was an absolutely nothing, Mr, Philip. Passing
in hall with overkcenness of smell produced by hunger, de-
tected odor of cooking and stopped. Instantly was seized by
the comrade. Perfectly all right, Mr. Philip, Absolutely noth-
ing. Do not concern yourself. Bien proveche, Mr. Philip. Eat
well, Madame.

PHnjp. You came by just at the right moment. | have
something for you. Take this.

[Hands him the casserole, the plate, the for”™ and ladle,
with both hands]

Manager. Mr. Philip. No. 1 cannot.
Ptiiup. Comrade Stamp Collector, you rausti
Manager. No, Mr. Philip.

[Taking them]

| cannot. You move me to the tears, | could never. It is too
much!
Pfflup. Comrade, not a word more!

Manager. You dissolve my heart in feeling. Mr. Philip,
from my heart his bottom, 1 thank you.

goes out, holding the plate in one hand, the stew-
pan in the other]

Dorothy. Philip, I'm sorry.

Philep. If you don’t mind, I'll take a litde whiskey with
plain water. Then you might open a tin of the bully beef and
slice up an onion.

Dorothy. But Philip, darling, | can't bear the smell of
onions!

Ptnup. Chances arc that won’t bother us tonight.

Dorothy. You mean you're not going to be here?
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Philip, | have to go oulL

Dorothy. Why?

Phiup, With the boys.

Dorothy. | know what that means.

Philip- Do you?

Dorothy. Yes. Only too well.

PiIHLTP. Ghastly, isn’t it?

Dorothy. It’s hatefull The whole way you waste your
time and your life is hateful and stupid.

Phiup, And me so young and promising.

Dorothy. You're nasty to go out tonight when we could
stay and have a lovely evening like last night,

Philip. It's the beast m me,

Dorothy. But Philip, you could stay here. You can drink
right here or do anything you want. I'll be gay and play the
phonograph. Fll drink too, even if it gives me a headache after-
wards. We'll get a lot of people in if you want a lot of people.
It can'be noisy and full of smoke, and everything you like.
You don't have to go out, Philipl

Philip. Come here and kiss met

[He holds her in his arms]

Dorothy. And don't eat onions, Philip, If you don’t cat the
onions, ni feel surer of you-

Pim.m. All right. I won’t cat the onions. Have you any
tomato catsup?

[There is a \nock™ at the door. It is the rifle comrade
again with the manager]

Rifle Comrade, nils comrade back here again!
Phu-ep, Thank you. Comrade. Let him in,

[ futue comrade sdutes and goes out]

Manager, Is just come tell you all right can take a joke,
Mr. Philip. Is a sense of humor O.K.

[Sadly]
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Is a food fight now not to joke with. Neither is to spoil, maybe,
if you think it over. But is all right, | take the joke.
PtiELip. Take a couple of tins of this.

[Jie giees him two tins of corned beef from the a™
moire\

Dorothy. Whose beef is that f

Philip. Oh, | suppose it's your beef.

Manager, Thank you, Mr. Phihp. Is a good joke all right.
Ha, ha. Expensive all right, yes, maybe. But thank you, Mr.
Philip. Thank yon, too, Miss,

\He goes out]
Philip. Look, Bridges.
[He pffts his arms around her\

Don’t mind me if I'm stuffy tonight.

Dorothy. Darling, all 1 want is for you to stay m. | want
us to have some sort of home-Ufe. It's nice here. | could fix up
your room and make it attractive.

Phiup, It got a touch messy this morning.

Dorothy, I'd fix it up so you'd like it to live in. You could
have a comfortable chair and a bookcase, and a good reading
light, and pictures. | could fix it really nicely. Please stay here
tonight and just see how nice it is.

Philip, Tomorrow night.

Dorothy, Why noptonight, darling?

Philip. Oh, tonight’s one of those restless nights when you
feel you have to get out and buzz around and sec people. And,
besides, | have an appointment.

Dorothy. At what time?

Philip. At a quarter past twelvcl

Dorothy. Then ~ome back afterwards.

Philip. All right.

Dorothy, Come in any time.

Philip. Really--——--- ?
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Doaothy. Yes, Please.

[Hi ta™es her m hts arms. He strol”™es her hear. Tips her
head bac\ and h”ses her. There is noise of shouting
and singing doumstairs. Then you hear the comead”™
breaii™ into "The Partizan.” They sing it all ike tesy
through]

Dorothy. That's a lovely song,
Philip. You’'ll never know how fine a song that is.

[The ooMRAHES artf singing *Bandera Rossd']
Philip. Y ou know this one?
[He sits by her nour on the bed]

Dorothy. Yes,
Phlllp. The best people | ever knew died for chat song.

[/» the next room you can see the brol™en-faced com-
RADE asleep. While they have been talking, he fin-
ished his bath, dried his clothes, hjioclfed the mad off
them, and lay down on the bed. As he sleeps, the
light shines on his face]

Dorothy. [Beside Philip, on the bed] Philip, Philip, please,
Philip!

Philip. You know | don’t feel so much like making love
tonight.

Dorothy. [Disappointed] That's fine. That's lovelyl But
I'd only like to have you stay here. Just stay in and have a little
home-life.

Phitip. | have to go, you know. Really.

[Downstairs the comrades are singing the "Comintern”
song]

Dorothy. That’s the one they always play at funerals.
Philip. They sing it at other times, though.
Dorothy. Philip, please don’t gol
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Phitip. \Holding her in his arms] Good-bye.

Dorothy* N o. Please, please, don't go!

Phitip. {SiantUng up] Look, open both the windows be-
fore you go to bed, will you? You don't want to have any
glass broken if there’s a shelling around midnight.

Dorothy. Don't go, Philip. Please don’t go!

Philip, Saiud, Camaiadal

[He does not salute. He goes into the next room. Doitfn-
stairs the comrades are singing the "Partizan” again.
PHILIP, in iio, looi(S at max sleeping; then goes otter
to u/akp him]
Maxi

[i~ x, waiting instantly, looks around him, blinks at fhe
light in his eyes, then smiles]

Max. Is time?

Philip. Yes. Want a drink?

Max, [Getting up from the bed, smiling, and feeling of
his boots, which have been drying in front of the electric
het”~cr] Very much.

[PHILIP pours two whiskeys and reaches for the water
bottle]

Do not spoil it with water.
Philip. Saiud!
Max, Saiud!
Philip, Let's go.

CURTAIN
[Downstairs the comrades tsre singing the "IntemO'
tiomd." As the curtain comes down, DORcrrHY bridces

is on the bed in Room top, with her arms around the
pillows; and her shoulders shaking as she is crying]
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Samff as Scene 111, but jour thirty o’clock in the morning. Both
rooms are dar™ and dorotky bridges is asleep in her bed.
MAX afid PHILIP come doom the corridor, and phiijp un-
locks the door of Room tio and switches on the light.
They looi”™ at each other, max shaltes his head. They are
both so covered with mud that they are almost unrec-
ognizable.

Philip* Well, another time.
Max* | am very sorry.
Phujp* It's not your fault. Want to bathe first?

Max, [His head on his arms] Go ahead and rake it. I am
too tired.

[pHTLip goes into the bathroom Then comes out]

Philip. There's no hot water. Only reason we live in this
damn death trap b for hot water, and now there’s nonel

Max. [Very sleepily] | am very sad to fail. | was cenain
they were coming. But they did not come.

Philip. Get your clothes otf, and get some sleep. You're
a marvellous bloody damned scout officer, and you know it.
Nobody could do what you've done . . . it's not your fault if
they call off the shoot.

Max. [Really mterly and completely exhasisted] | am too
sleepy. I am so sleepy 1 am skk.

Phu+ip. Come on, I'll get you to bed*

[He ptdls his boots off and helps him to undress, philip
tumbles him into bed]

B
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Max. The bed is good.

[He hold of the pillow with his arms and spreads
his legs wide]

i sleep on my iace, and then it does not frighten anybody in
the morning.

Phitip. [From the haihroom] Take the whole bed. Tm
bunking in another room.

[pHiup goes into the bathroom and you hear him
splashing. He comes out in pajamas and a dressing
gown, opens the door connecting the two rooms,
dttc\s under the poster and goes over to the bed and
climbs in]

Dorothy, [la the dar”} Darling, is it late?

Philip. prgigh. "

D orothy

Philip.

Dorothy. [Who is still really asleep] Did you keep your
appointn];~?

Phitip. [Rolling away to one side of the bed so that ke is
bac\ to bac\ with her] The man didn't show up.

Dorothy. [Very sleepily, but anxious to impart news]
There wasn’t any shelling, darling.

Phujp. Good!

Dorothy. Good night, darling.

Philip. Good night!

leepily] Where have you been?

[You hear a machine-gun go pop-pop-pop a long way
away through the open window. They He very quietly
in the bed and then we hear philip say]

Bridges, arc you asleep?
Dorothy. [Really asleep] No, darling. Not if---—---
Philip. | want to tell you something.
Dorothy. [Sleepily] Yes, my very dear.
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Philip. | want to tdl you two thingt. 1Vc got the horrOTs,
and | love you.

Dorothy. Oh, you poor Philip.

Philip. 1 never tell anybody when 1 get the horrors, and
I never tell anybody I love them. But I love you, see? Do you
hear me? Do you feel me? Do you hear me say it?

Dorothy. Why, | love you all the time. And you feel
lovely. Sort of like a snow storm if snow wasn’'t cold and
didn’t melt.

PrnLip. | don’t love you in the daytime. I don’t love any-
thing in the daytime. Listen, | want to say something else.
Would you like to marry me or stay with me all the time or go
wherever | go, and be my girl? Hear me say it? 1 said it, sec.

D orothy. Darling, I'd like to marry you.

Philip. Yeah. | say funny things in the night, don’'t 1?

DoKoraY, I'dlike US @be married and work hard and have
a fine life. You know I'm not as silly as | sound, or | wouldn't
be here. And | work When you're not around. And just because
| can’t cook. You can hire people to cook xmder normal cir-
cumstances. Oh, you. | love you with the big shoulders and the
walk like a gorilla and The funny face.

Phtup. It'll be a lot funnier face when | get through with
this business.

Dorothy. Are the horrors any better, darling? Do you
want to tell me about them?

Philip. Oh, the hell with them. I've had them so long I'd
miss them if they went away. Let me say one thing more to
you.

{He says it very slowly'\

I'd like to marry you, and go away, and get out of all this.
Did 1 say it just like that? Did you hear me say it?
Dorothy. Well, darling, we will.
Philip. No, wc won’t. Even lying in the night 1 know wc
won’'t. But | like to say it. Oh, 1 love you. Goddamn it, god-
damn it, I love you. And you've got the loveliest damn body
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in the world. And | adore you, too. Did you hear me say that?

Doeothy. Yes, my sweet, but it's not true about my body.
It's Just an all right body, but I I™"c to hear you say it. And
tdl me about the horrors, and maybe they will go away.

Philip. No. Everybody gets their own, and you don’t want
to pass them around.

Dosqgthy. Should wc try to go to sleep, my big lovely one?
My old snow storm.

Philip. It's getting almost daylight, and I'm getting sen-
sible again.

Dorothy. Please try to go to sleep.

Philip. Listen, Bridges, while ! say something else. It's
getting light now.

Dorothy. [Her voice csiching] Yes, darling.

Phitip, If you want me to go to sleep, Bridges, just hit me
on the head with a hammer.

CUETAIN
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TIME: Five days later. It is afternoon in the same tu/o rooms
in the Hotel Florida, log and no.

The scene is the same as Scene 111 Act It except that the door
is open between the two rooms. The poster flaps open at
the bottom and in philip% room, on the night table by
the bed, there is a vase full of chrysanthemums. There is
a baohcase along the wall to the right of the bed, and cre-
tonne covers on the chairs. There are curtains on the win-
dows, of the same cretonne, and the bed has a cover over
its white spread. All clothes are hung neatly on hangers,
and three pairs of phtlip's boots, all brushed and pol-
ished, are being put into the closet by petra. dorothy in

the next room, log, is trying on asilver fox cape before the
mirror,

DaROTHY. Petra, please come here!

Petra. {Straightening her little and old body up from
patting the hoots away] Yes, Sefioritat

[PETRA goes around and comes in by the proper door
to log, linoc™Ning as she opens it]

Petra. [Holding her hands together] Oh, Sefiorita, It's
beautiful 1

Dorotiiy. [Looking over her shoulder into the mirror]
It's not right, Petra. | don’t know what they’'ve done, but it's
not right!

Petra. It loots lovely, Sefiorita!
Dorothy. No, there’s something wrong with the top of
69
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the collar. And | can’t speak Spanish well enough to explain
to that £ool of a furrier. He if a fool.

[Yow Aear some one coming down the halL It is phiup.
He opens the door to no and loo”s around. He taltes
off his leather cost, and tosses it onto the bed, then
sdls his beret toward the clothes-rac\ in the corner,
h falls on the floor. He sits down on one of the cre-
tonne-covered chairs, and pulls his boots o™ He
leaves them standing, dripping, in the middle of the
floor and goes over to the bed. He jacks up his coat
from the bed and throws it onto a chair. It sprawls
there. Then he lies down on the bed, pulls the pil-
lows out from under the cover to make a pile under
his head, and turfts on the reading light. He reaches
'down, opens the double door of the night table, by
the bed, gets out a bottle of whiskey, pours himself a
drink which had been placed neatly,
top down, on top of the water bottle, and splashes
water into it. With the ~ass in his left hand, he
reaches over to the boo\case for a book- He lies back
a moment, still, then shrugs his shoulders and twists
uncomfortably. Pinally, he brings a pistol out from
underneath kis belt band and lays it on the bedcover
beside him. He draws his kt"ees up, takes his first sip
of the drink, and commences to read]

D orothy. [From the next room] Philip, Philip darling!
Phtlip. Yes.

Dorothy. Come in here, please.

Philip. No, dear.

Dorothy. | want to show you something.
Phitip, [Redding] Bring it in here.
Dorothy. All right, darling.

[5Ae takes a last look at the cape in the mirror. She is
very beautiful in it, and there is nothing wrong with
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the neci™. Ski comes In the door u/earing the cape
very proudly, and turns unth it, wearing it very grace-
ftdly and elegantly as a model wo(4d\

Pmujp. Where did you get that?

Dorothy, | bought it, darling.

Philip, What with?

D orothy. Pesetas.

Phitip. {Coldly™ Very pretty.

Dorothy. Don’t you like it?

Philip. [still staring at the cape’\ Very Pretty.

D ohotht. What's the matter, Philip?

Philip. Nothing.

EXirothv. Don't you want me to have anything nicc-look’
ing? n

Philip. That's absolutely your aHair,

Dorothy. But, darling. It's so cheap. The foxes only cost
twelve hundred pesetas apiece.

Philip, That's one hundred and twenty days pay for a
man in the brigades. Let's sec. That's four months. | don’t
believe I know any one who’s been out four months without
being hit— or kiUed.

Dobothy. But, Philip, it doesn’t have anything to do with
the brigades. | bought pesetas at fifty to the dollar in Paris.

Phitip. [Coldly™ Really?

Dorothy. Yes, darling. And why shouldn’'t I buy foxes if
I want to? Some one has to buy them. They’re there to be sold,
and they come to less than twenty-two dollars a skin.

Philip. Marvellous, isn't it? How many foxes arc there?

Dorothy. About twelve. Oh, Philip, don't be cross.

Philip. You're doing quite well out of the war, aren't you?
How did you smuggle your pesetas in?

Dorothy. In a tin of Mum.

Philip, Mum, oh, yes, Mum. Mum'’s the word. And did
the Mum take all the odor off them ?

Dorothy. Philip, you're acting frightfully morall
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Philip. | suppose | am frightfully moral, economically, I
don’t think even Mum, or what'’s the other lovely thing ladies
use, Amolin is it?, would take the taint off those Black Bourse
pesetas.

Dorothy. If you're going to be unpleasant about it, I'll
leave you.

Phojp. Good!

,

91 tdhy iijrii out of the room, but tum$ at the door
eadiny]

Dorothy. But don't be unpleasant about It. Just be rea-
sonable, and be pleased that | have such a lovely cape. Do you
know what | was doing when you came mf | was thinking
what we could do at just this time of day in Paris,

Philip, Paris?

Dorothy, It will just be getting dark, and | meet you at
the Ritz bar, and I'm wearing this cape. I'm sitting there wait-
ing for you. You come in wearing a double-breasted guards-
man’s overcoat, very close fitting, a bovrler ha™ and you're
carrying a stick.

Philip. You've been reading that American magazine,
Esquire, You're not supposed to read what it says, you know.
You’'re only supposed to look at the pictures.

Dorothy. You order a whiskey with Perrier, and | have
a champagne cocktail.

Philip. | don’t like iL

Dorothy. What?

Philip. The story. If you have to have day dreams, just
keep me out of them, will you?

Dorothy. It's just playing, darling.

Philip. Well, I don’t play any more,

Dorothy. But you did, darling. And we had lovely fun
playing.

Phujp. Just count me out now.

Dorothy. Blit aren’'t we friends?

Philip. Oh, yes, you make all sorts of friends in a war.
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Dorothy. DsiUng”™ please stop itl Aren’'t we Eovers?

Philip. Oh, chat? Oh, certainly. Of course. Why not?

Dorothy. But aren’'t wc going to go and live together and
have a lovely time and be happy? The way you say always in
the night?

Philip. No. Not in a hundred thousand bloody years.
Never believe what | say in the nighL I lie like hell at night.

Dorothy. But why can’'t we do what you say we’ll do at
night?

Philip. Because Tm in something where you don’t go on
and live together and have a lovely time and be happy.

Dorothy. But why not? n

Philip. Because, principally, I've discovered you're too
busy. And secondly, it doesn't seem very important compared
to any number of other things.

Dorothy. But you're netfet busy!

Philip, [He feels himself talking too mttch, but goes on\
No. But after this is over I'll get a course of discipline to rid
me of any anarchistic habits | may have acquired. 111 probably
be sent back to working with pioneers or something like that.

Doroihy. | don’t understand.

Philip. And because you don’'t understand, and you never
could understand, is the reason we’'re not going to go on and
live together and have a lovely time and etcetera.

Dorothy. Oh, it's worse dian Skull and Bones.

Philip. What tn God's name is Skull and Bones? N

Dorothy. It's a secret society a man belonged to one time
that | had just enough sense not to marry. Its very superior
and awfully good and worthy, and they take you in and tell
you all about it, just before the wedding, and when they told
me about it, | called the wedding off.

Phiup. Tliat’'s an excellent precedent.

Dorothy. But can’'t we just go on now, as long as we have
each other, I mean if we aren’t going to always keep on, and
be nice and enjoy what we have and not be bitter?

Phitip, If you like.
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DoftCTTHY.  Fd like.

[iAff hss cotnc over from the door and is standing Ay
the bed while they have been tubing, phitip look™s
up at her, then stands up, ta™es her in his arms and
lifts her against him onto the bed, silver foxes and aii]

Philtip. They feci very fine and soft

Dorothy, *niey don’t smell badly, do they?

P~ip. [His face over her shoulder in the foxes™ No, they
don’'t smell badly. And you fed lovely in them. And | love
you, | don't give a damn. 1 do. And it's only half-past five in
the afternoon.

Dorothy. And while we have it we can have it, can't we ?

Phitip, [Shamelessly™ TTiey feci really marvellousiy. Fm
glad you bought them,

[He holds her very close\

Dorothy. We can have it now just this little while that wc
have?
Philip. Yes. well have it.

[There is a hnock™ on the door and the handle turns to
admit MAS. pHnjp gets off the bed. dorothy remains
seated on it]

Max. | disturb? Yes?

Phiup. No. Not at all. Max, this is an American comrade.
Comrade Bridges. Comrade Max.

Max, Salud, Comrade,

[He goes over to the bed where dorothy is still seated
and puts out his hand. Dorothy shakes it and looks
away]

Max. Y ou are busy? Yes?

Philip, No. Not at all. Will you have a drink, Max?
Max. No. Thank you.

Phitip. [In Spanish] Hay novcdadcs.
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Mat. [In Spamsh] Algunas,

Phttip. Y ou won't have a drinlc?

Mas. >10. Thank you very much.
Dobothy. [I'll go. Don’t let me bother you.
Philip. There's no need to go.

Dorothy. You'll come by later, perhaps.
Phiup. Quite.

[Ai SAC goes out MAX says with great politeness™

Max. Salud, Camarada.
DoaoTHY. Salud.

shuts the door between the two rooms before she
goes out the regular door\

Max. [When they arc alone\ She is a Comrade?

Philip. No.

Mas. Y ou introduced her as so,

Philip. Just a manner of speech. You call every one com-
rade in Madrid. All supposed to be working for the same

cause.

May It is not such a good manner oi speech.

Philip. No. | suppose not. I seem to remember saying
something like that myself once.

Max. This girl, how do you call her? Britches?

Philip, Bridges.

Max, She is something serious to you P

Phujp. Serious?

Max. Yes. Y ou know what | mean. n
Philip. | wouldn't say so. You could call her comte, rather.
In some ways.

Max. You spend much time with her?

PHn.ip. A certain amount.

Max. Whose time?

Philip. My time.

Max. Never the Party’s time?

Phiup. My time is the Party’s time.
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Mas. That is what | mean. J am glad you understand w
easily.

PnaiF. Oh, | understand very easily.

Max. Do not be angry about something that is not you
por me.

Philip. I m not angry. But IJm not supposed to be a damn
monk.

Max. PhiLp, Comrade. You have never been much like a
damned monk.

Philip. No?

Max. Nor does anybody expect you to be—ever.

Philip. No. *

Max. It is only a question of what interferes with your
work. This girl-where docs she come from? What is her
background?

Philip. Ask her.

Max. 1 suppose 1 will have to, then.

Philip. Haven't | done my work properly? Has any one
complained?

Max. Not until now,

Philip. And who complains now?

Max. | complain now.

Philip. Yes?

Max, Yes. | should have met you at Chicotes. If you were
not there you should have left word for me. |1 go to Chicotes
on time. You arc not there. There is no word, | come here and
find you with 'ner gamten menagerie of silver foxes in your
arms.

Phiup. And you never want any of that?

Max. Oh, yes. | want it all the time.

Philip, And what do you do?

Sometimes when | have time and 1 am not too tired,
I find some one that will give me a little something while she
looks the other way,

Philip. And you want it all the time?

Max. | like very much. I am not a saint.
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PiTiLiP, Tbere isre saints.

Max. Yes. M d others that are not. Only | am always very
busy. Now we will talk of something else. Tonight wc go
again,

Phujf. Good.

Max. Y ou want to go?

Philip. Look, I agree with you on the girl if you like; but
don”t be insulting to me. Don’t get superior about work.

Max. This girl is all right?

Phiup. Oh, quite! She may be bad for me and | may waste
time as you say and all that, but she’s absolutely straight.

Max. Y ou are sure? You must remember
seen so many foxes.

Philip. She's a damned fool and all
straight as | ami

Max. And you are still straight? n

Phiup. | hope so. Does it show when you re not?

Max. Oh, yes.

Pmup. How do 1look then?

77

I have never

that, but shes as

[He stands and looKi at hmself contemptuonsly in the
glass. MAX lool(s at him and smiles eery slowly. He
nods hit head]

Max. You look pretty straight to me.

Philip. You want to go in and question her about her
background and all that?

Philip. She has the same background all American girls
have that come to Europe with a certain amount of money.
They're aU the same. Camps, college, money in family, now
more or less than it was, usually less now, men, affairs, abor-
tions, ambitions, and finally marry and settle down or don C
marry and settle down. They open shops, or work m shops,
some write, others play instruments, some go on the sta”™,
some into films. They have something called the Jumor
League T believe that the virgins work at. All for the pubhc
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good. This ont writes. Quite well too, when she’s not too lazy.
Ask her about it all if you like. It's very dull though, I tell you.

Max. | am not interested.

PtiiLtp, | thought you were.

Max. No. I think it over and 1 leave it all to you.

PniLip. All what to meP

Max, All about this girl. To deal with as you should.

PHtLip. | wouldn’t have too much confidence in me,

Max. | have confidence in you.

Philip. I wouldn’t have too much. Sometimes
I re damned tired of it. Of the whole damned business. So I
hate it.

Max. Of course.

Philip. Yes. And now you’ll talk me out of it. | murdered
that bloody young Wilkinson the other day. Just through
carelessness. Don’t tell me | didn’t.

Max. Now you talk nonsense. But you were not as careful
as you should have been.

Philip. It was my fault he was killed. | left him in there
in the room in my chair with the door open. That wasn't
where | was going to use him.

Max. You did not leave him there on purpose. You must
not think about it now that it is over.

Philip. No—just a deathtrap set from carelessness.

Max. He would probably have been killed later anyway.

Philip. Oh, yes. Of course. That makes it marvellous,
doesn’t it? That's perfectly splendid. | suppose | didn't know
that, cither.

Max. | have seen you in such a mood before. | know you
will be all right again.

_Philip. Yes. But you know how I'U be when I'm all right?
1 11 have a dozen drinks in me and I'll be with some tart. Very
jolly 111 be. TTiat’s your idea of all right with me.

Max. No.

Philip. I'm fed up with it. You know where 1I'd like to be ?
At some place like Saint Tropez on the Riviera, waking up
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in the morning with no bloody war, and a café creme with
proper milk in it ... and brioche with fresh strawberry iam,

and ceuf plat aux jambon all on one tray.

Max. And the girl?

Philip. Yes, and the ™1, too. You're damned right, the
girl. Silver foxes and all.

Max. | told you she was bad for you.

Philip. Or good for me. I've been doing this so long I'm
bloody well fed up with it. With all of it.

Max. Y ou do it so every one will have a good breakfast
like that. Y ou do it so no one will ever be hungry- do it
so men will not have to fear ill health or old age; so they can
live and work in dignity and not as slaves.

Philip. Yes. Sure. 1 know.

Max. You know why you do it- And if you have a little
defaillitnce 1 understand.

Philip. This one was a pretty big défaillance, and I've had

it a long time. Ever since | saw die girl. You don’t know what
they do to you.

{There is the ineoming scream of a shell and the sound
of its burst in the street. You hear a child scream; first
high, then in short, sharp, thin cries. You hear peo-
ple running in the street. Another shell comes in,
PHILIP has opened the unndows unde. After the burst
you hear the sound of people running again]

Max. You do it to stop that forever.

Philip, The swinel They timed it for the minute the cine-
mas arc out.

[Another shell comes in and bursts, and you hear a
dog go yelping dou/n the street]

Max, Y ou hear? You do it for all men. You do U for the
children. And sometimes you do It even for dogs. Go in and
see the girl a while now. She needs you now.
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Phitip, No. Let her take it by herself. She's got her silver
foxesL The hell with it all.

Max. No. Go Id now. She needs you now,

[Anothfr shell comes in with a long swishing rush,
and hursts outside in the street. There is no running
and no noise after this one’]

Max. | lie down now for a while here. Go in to her now.

Philip. All right. Sure. Anything you say. | do whatever
you say.

[/if starts for the door and opens it as there is another
inrashing, down-dropping, whishing sound and art'
other burst; beyond the hotel this time]

Max. It is Jmt a iitdc bombardment. The big one is for
tonight.

[PHILIP opens the door of the other room. Through the
door you hear phitip speal”y, in a flat voice]

Philip. Hello, Bridges. How are you?

CUSTAIN
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ACT THREE - SCENE TWO

Interior of an artillery observation post in a shelled home on
the top of the Extremadura road.

It is located in the lower of what has been a very pretentiom
house and access to U is by a ladder which replaces the
circular iron stairway which has been smashed and hangs,
broken and twisted. You see the ladder against the tower
and at its top, the back observation post which faces
tortfOid Madrid. It is night and the sacks which plug its
windows have been removed and looking out through
them you see nothing but darkness because the lights of
Madrid have been extinguished. There are large-scale
military maps on the walls with the positions masked
with colored tacks and tapes, and on a plain table there
is a field telephone. There is an extra large size, single,
German model, long tube telemeter opposite the narrow
opening in the wdl to the right of the table and a chtar
beside it. There is an ordinary-sized double tube telemeter
at the other opening with a chair at its base. There is an-
other plain table with a telephone on the right of the
room. At the foot of the ladder is a SEimT with fixed
bayonet, and at the top of the ladder in the room, where
there is fust enough height for him to stand straight with
his rifle and bayonet, there is another sentry* As the cur-
tain rises, you see the scene as described with the two
SENTRIES at their posts. TWO sicnaU-ers are bending over
the larger table. After the curtain ts up, you see the lights
of a motor which shine brightly on the ladder at the

3i
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bcise of the tower, Thty come closet and closer and almost
blind the sentry.

Sentry. Cut those lights!

\The lights shine on, illuminating the sentry toith a
blinding light]

Se”™ 'y, [Presenting his rifle, pulling bac\ the holt, and
shoving it forward with a clici(\ Cut those lights!

[He says h very slowly, clearly and dangerously, and it
is obvious that he will fire. The lights go off and
three men, two of them in officer's uniform, one
large and stout, the other rather thin and elegantly
dressed, with riding boots which shine in the flash™
light the stout man carries, and a oviLtAN, iroEr the
stage from the left where they have left the motor
car off stage; and approach the ladder]

Sentry, [Giving the first half of the password) The Vic-
tory—

Thin Officer. [Snappily and disdmzfully] To those who
deserve it.

Sentry, Pass.

Thin Offices. [To civilwn] Just clitnb up here.

Civilian. Tve been here before.

[The three of them dimb the ladder. At the top of the
ladder the sentry, seeing the insignia on the cap of
the large, stout officer, presents arms. The stcnalleks
renuan seated at their telephones. The large officer
goes over to the table followed by the avnjAN and the
shiny-booted officer who is obviously his aioe]

Large Officer. What's the matter with these signallers?
Aide. [To signallers] Come alongf Stand to attention
there! What’s the matter with you?

[sJotALLEES stand to attention rather wearily]
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At ea’c!

[T&c ««MAT.tirs sit doa/ft> The LARCE OFFICER it Study-
ing the map. The civiuan ho”s oat of ike telemeter
and sees nothing in the dar\ness\

Civilian. The bombardment's for midnight?
Aihe- What time is the shoot for, Sir?

{Speal{ing to the large officer]

Large Officer. [Speaking with a German accent] You
rallc doo rauchl

Aide. I'm sorry, sir. Would you care to have a look at
these?

[Ne hands him a sheaf of typed orders clipped to-
gether, LARE OFHCER takes them and glances at
them. Hands them hacf(]

Large O fficer. [In heavy voice] | am familiar with them.
I wrote them. n

Amn. Quite, sir. | thought perhaps you wished to verif>’
them.

L arge O fficer, | hefi verified them|

[One of the phones rings, signaller at table fakes it and
listens]

Signaller. Yes. No. Yes. AH right.
[He nods to the 1arce officer]
For you, sir.

[1arge officer takes the phone]

L arge O ffficer. Hello. Yes, That is right. Arc you a fool?
No? As ordered. By salvos means by salvos.

[He hangs up the receiver and looks ftt his (vatch]

[To aide]
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What time have you?

Aide. Twelve miilLus oae, sir.

Labge Officer. | deal with fools here. You camioE say that
you command where there is no discipline. Signallers who sit
at table when 3 General comes in. Artillery brigadiers who
ask for explanations of orders. What time did you say it was?

Aide. [Looijtng at /us ivatcA] Twelve minus diirty sec-
onds, Isir.

SIGNAIXER. The brigade called six times, sir!

Large Officer. [LigMng a cigar] What time?

Aide, Minus fifteen, sir.

Large Officer. What minus fifteen what?

Aide. Twelve minus fifteen seconds, sir.

I/ttse then you hear the guns. They are a very different
soand from t/ie incoming shefls. There is a sharp,
cracking boom, />00m, boom, boom, as a kettle drum
would make struck sharply before a microphone and
then whish, wkish, whish, whish, chu, chu, chu, cku,
chu—chu—as the shells go away followed by a dis-
tant burst. Another battery closer and louder com-
mences firing and then they are firing all along the
line in quick, pounding thuds and the air is full of
the noise the departing profcctUes make. Through
the open window you see the skyline of Uedrid lit
now by the flashes. The 1arge OFncER is standing at
the big telemeter. The civitian at the two-branched
one. The aide is looking over the civiuan's shoulder]

Civilian. God, what a beautiful sight!

Aide. We'll kill plenty of them tonight. The Marxist bas-
tards, This catches them in their holes.

CtviLUN. It's wonderful to see it.

General. s it satisfactory?

[He does not remove kis eyes from the telemeter]

CIVILIAIL. Its beautiful! How long will it go on?
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Geneval. We’'re giving tbcm an hour. Then ten minutes

without. Then fifteen minutes more.
]AN No sheik will light in the Salamanca quarter,

will they? That's where nearly all our people are.

General. A few will land there.

CiviLiAJM.  But why?

General. Errors by Spanish batteries,

CmuAK. Why by Spanish batteries?

General. Spanish batteries are not so good as ours.

I_TAe CIVIUAN does not ansiver and the iiring ineeps up
~though the batteries are not firing u'iih the speed
with which they commenced. There is an incoming
whistling rusk, then a roar, and a shell has landed
fust short of the obsereaiion post\

General. They answer now a little.

YTkere are no lights in the observe”on post now except
that of the gun flashes and the light of the cigarette
the SENTRY at the foot of the ladder is smolfing. As
you watch you see the glow of this cigarette describe
half an arc in the darl{j and there ts a thud clearly
heard by the audience as the sentry falls. Yo« hear
the sound of two blows. Another shell comes in with
the same sort of screaming rush, and at its burst you
see in the flash two men climbing the ladder™

General. [Speaking from the telemeter] Ring me Gara-
bitas.

[signaller rings. Then rings again]

Signaller. Sorry, sir. The wire’s gone.

GEtiERAL, [To the other signaller] Get rae through to
the Division.

Signaller. 1 have no wire, sir.
General. Put some one to trace your wirel
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Signalled, Yes, sir.

[He rises in the dar”®

Genehal. What's that man smoking for? What sort of an
army out of the chorus of Carmen is this?

[You see /Ae cigarette in the mouth of the sentry at
the top of the ladder describe a long parabola toward
the ground as though he had tossed it awuy, and
there is the solid noise of a body falling. A flaskUghi
illuminates the three men by the telemeters and the
two signallers]

Phiup. {From inside the open door at the top of the lad-
der. In a low, very quiet voice™ Put your hands up and don't
try anything heroic, or 111 blow your heads offl

[He is holding a short automatic rifle which was slung
over his bac\ as he climbed up the ladder]

I mean all five of you) KEEP them up there, you fat bastard!

[m~x has a hand grenade in his right hand, the flash-
light in his left]

Max. You make a noise, you move, and everybodv is dead.
You hear?

Philip. Who do you want?

Max. Only the fat one and the townsman. Tie me up the
rest. You have also good adhesive tape?

Phitip. Da.

Max. You see. We are all Russians. Evcrybexly is Russians
in Madrid! Hurry up, Tovaritch, and tape good the mouths,

because | have to throw this thing before.we go. You sec the
pin is pulled already!

[fust before the curtain goes down, as phitip is advanc-
ing toward them with the short automatic rifle, you
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Kc the men's white faces in the flashlight. The bat-
teries are still firing. From below and beyond the
house comes a poice—"Cvit out that lighti”]

Max. O.K. soldier, in just a minutel

QLRTAIN
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ACT THREE . SCENE THREE

As the curtain rises yott see the same room in Seguridad head-
guarters that was shown in Act Il, Scene 1. antonjo, of the
Commisxariado de VigUancia, is ntting behind the table.
PHILIP and MAX, muddy and much the worse for wear, arc
seated in the two cheats, phitip still has the automatic rifle
stung oner his bach. The civitian friim the obsereation
post, h)J beret gone, his trench coat ripped clean up the
bac\, one sleeve han”*ng loose, is standing before the table
with an assault guard on either side of him.

A ntonio. \To the two assault guards] You can go!

[They salute and go out to the right, carrying their rifles
at infill
[To PHILIP]

What became of the other?
Philip. We lost him coming In,
Max, He was too heavy and he would not walk.
Antonio. It would have been a wonderful capture,

Philip, You can't do these things as they do them in the
cinema.

Antonio. Still, if wc could have had him!

Philip. I'll draw you a little map and you can send out
there and find him.

A ntonio. Yes?

Max. He was a soldier and he would never have talked.
I would have liked the questioning of him, but such a busi-
ness is useless.

Philip. When wc’rc through here I'll draw you a little
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map and you can send out for him. No one will have moved
him. We left him in a likely spot.

Civilian, [in on hysterical voice] YOU murdered him*

Phitip, [Contemptuomly] Shut up, will you?

Max. 1 promise you, be would not have ever calked. I
know such men.

Philip. You see, we didn't expect to find two of these
sportsmen at the same time. And this other specimen was
oversized and he wouldn’'t walk finally. He made a sort of
sit-down strike. And | don’'t know whether you’'ve ever tried
coming in at night from up there. There arc a couple of very
odd spots. So you see we didn’t really have any bloody choice
in the matter.

CtviLtAN. [Hystericidly] So you murdered him! I saw you
do it.

Philip, Just quiet down, will you? No one asked you for
your opinion.

Max. Y ou want us now?

Antonio. No.

Max, | think I like to go. This isn't what | like very much,
It makes too much remember,

Philip. Y ou need me?

A ntonio. No.

Phu,ip. You don’'t need to worry. You’'ll get cverything-
thc lists, the locations, everything. This thing has been run*
ning it.

Antonio, Ye€s,

Philip, You don’t need to worry about his talking. He's
the talkative type.

A ntonio. He is a politician. Yes. | have talked to many
politicians.

Civilian. [Hysterically] You'll never make me talk) Neverl
Never! Neverl

[iviAx and PHILIP loo\ at each other—vssuv' grins]
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PHn,ip, [Very qUIetIy] You're talk now. Haven't you
noticed it?

Civilian. Nol No!

Max, If it is all right I will go.

[fie stands up]

Philip. I'll run along too, 1 think.

A ntonio. You do not want to stay to hear it?

Max. Please, no.

Antonio. It will be very interesting.

Philip. It's that we are tired.

Antonio. It will be very interesting.

Phitip. I'll be by tomorrow.

A ntonio. | would like you very much to stay.

Max. Please. If you do not mind. As a favor.

Civilian. What are you going to do to me?

Antonio. Nothing. Only that you should answer some
questions.

Civilian. m never talk.

A ntonio. Oh, yes, you will!

Max. Please. Please. I go nowl

CURTAIN
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ACT THREE 1 SCENE FOUR

Same as Act i. Scene IlI, hut it is late afternoon. As the cur-
tain rises, you see the two rooms, dorothy biudces’ room
is dark. Pnitip’s is lighted, with the curtains drawn, philip
is tying face down on the bed. anita is sitting on a chair
by the bed.

Anita, Philip! n

Philip- [Noi turning or looking toward ker\ Wbats the
matter ?

Anita. Please, Philip.

Phujp. Please bloody what?

Anita. Where is whiskey?

Philip. Under the bed.

Anita. Thank you.

looks under the bed. Then crawls part way under]

No find. ,
Philip. Try the doset then. Somebody’s been in here
cleaning up again- n

Anita. [Goes to the closet and opens it. She looks care-
fully inside] Is all empty bottles.

Philip- You're just a little discoverer. Come here.

Anita. 1 want find a whiskey,

Phitip. Look in the night table.

[ANITA goes oner to the night table by the bed and
opens the door—she brings oat u bottle of whiskey.
Coes for a glass into the bathroom, and pours a
whiskey into it and adds water from the carafe by
the bed]
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Anita. Fliilip. Driak this feci better.
{pHiLiP JJii up and looH{s at Aer]

Pmup. Hello, Black Beauty. How did you get in here?

Anita. From the pais key.

Phiup. Well.

Anita, | no sec you, | plenty worried. I come here they
say you inside. I knock door no answer. | knock more. No
answer. | say open me up with the pass key.

Phiup. And they did?

Anita. | said you sent for me.

Philip. Did 1?

Anita, No.

PniLn», Thoughtful of you to come though.

Anita. Philip you still that big blonde?

Phitip. 1 dont know. Pm sort of mixed up about that.
Things are getting sort of complicated. Every night | ask her
to marry me, and every morning | tell her I don't mean it. |
think, probably, things can't go on like that. No. They can’t
go on like that.

Janita sits down by him and pats kis head and smooths
his hair haci(\

Anita. You feel plenty bad. I know.

Philip. Want me to tell you a secret?

Anita. Yes.

Philip. | never felt worse.

Anita. Is a disappoint. Was think you tell how you catch
all the people of the Fifth column.

PinLtp. | didnt catch them. Only caught one man. Dis-
gusting specimen he was, too.

[There is a Kjiocf(™ on the door. It is the manager]

Manager. Excuse profoundly if disturbation----—--
Philip. Keep it clean you know. Tliere's ladies present.
Manager. | mean only to enter and sec if every thing in
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order. Control possible actions of young lady in case your ab-
sence,or incapacity. Also desire offer sinccrest warmest greet-
ings congratulations admirable performance feat of counter-
espionage resulting announcement evening papers arrest three
hundred members Fifth column.

PmLip. That'sin the paper?

Managir. With details of arrestarions of every type of rep-
rehensible engaged in shooting, plotting assassinations—sa-
botaging, communicating with enemy, every form of delights.

Philip. Of delights?

Manager. Isa French word, spells out D-ErL-1-T-S, mean-
ing offenses.

Philip. And that’s all in the paper ?

Manager. Absolutely, Mr. Philip.

Phtetp. And wher”™ do | come in?

Manager. Oh, everybody knows you were cn”ged in
prosecution of such investigations.

Philip. Just how do they know?

Manager. [Reproachfully™ Mr. Philip. Is Madrid. In
Madrid everybody knows everything often before occurrence
of same. After occurrence sometimes is discussions as to who
actually did. But before occurrence all the world knows clearly
who must do. 1 offer congratulations now in order to precede
reproaches of unsatisfiablcs who ask “Ah ha! Only 300?
Where are the others?" n

Philip. Don’t be so gloomy. | suppose I'll have to be
leaving now though.

Manager. Mr. Philip, | have thought of that and 1 come
here, make what hope will result as excellent proposition. Il
you leave is useless to carry tinned goods as baggage,

[There is a on the door. It is mas]

Max, Salud Camaradas.
Every One. Salud.

Philip. [To manager] Run along now, Comrade Stamp
Collector, Wc can talk about that bter.
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Max, [Tophilip] Wic gthts?

Philip, GUt. Not too Qut,

Anita. O.K. | take bath?

Philip. More than OJK., darling. But keep the door shut®
will you?

Anita. [From batkroon~\ Is warm water.

Philip. That's a good sign. Shut the door, please.

[ANITA shuts the door, max comes over by the bed and
sits down on a chair, phjup is sitting on the bed with
his legs hanging oner™

Philip. Want anything?

Max. No, Comrade. You were there?

Philip. Oh, yes. | stayed all through it. Every bit of it. All
of it. They needed to know something and they called tne back,

Max. How was he?

Philip. Cowardly. But it only came out a little at a time
for a while.

Max. And then?

Phitip. Oh, and then finally he was spilling it out faster
than a stenographer could take it. 1 have a strong stomach,
you know.

Max. [lgnoring this] I see in the paper about the arrests.
Why do diey publish such things?

Philip. | don't know, my boy. Why do they? I'll bite.

Max. It is good for morale. But it is also very good to get
every one. Did they bring in—thc'—ah---—--

Pmup, Oh, yes. The corpse yon mean? They fetched him
in from where we left him, and Antonio had him placed in
a chair in the comer and | put a cigarette in his mouth and lit
it and it was all very jolly. Only the cigarette wouldn’t stay
lighted, of course.

Max, 1 am very happy | did not have to stay.

Philip. | stayed. And then 1 left. And then | came back.
Then | Uft and they called me back again. I've been there
until an hour ago and now I'm through. For today, that is.
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Finished my work for the day. Something else to do tomorrow.

Max. we did very good job.

Philip. Asgood as we could. It was very brilhant and very
flashy, and there were probably many holes in the net and a
big part of the haul got away. But they can haul again. You
have to send me some place else though. I'm no good here
any more. Too many people know what Ttn doing. Not be-
cause | talk, cither. It just gets that way.

Max. Tliere are many places to send. But you still have
some work to do here,

" Phujp. | know. But ship me out as quickly as you can, will
you ? I'm getting on the jumpy side.

Max. What about the girl in the other room?

Philip. Oh, I’'m going to break it off with her.

Max. | do not ask that.
Philip

N
No. But you would sooner or later. There s-no
sense babying me along. We're In for fifty years of unde-
clared wars and I've signed up for the duration | dont ex-
actly remember when it 1 wes, but | signed up all right.

Max. So have we aU. There is no question of sigmng.
There is no need to talk with bitterness.

Philip, Tm not bitter. 1 just don’t want to f<wl myself. Nor
let things get a hold in part of me where no things should get
hold. This thing was getting pretty well in. Well, 1 know how
to cure it.

Max. How?

Phitip. I'll show you how.
Max. Remember, Philip, 1 am a kind man.

Philip. Oh, quite. So am 1. You ought to watch me work

sometime.

\Whiie they have been you see the door of 109
open and doroihy bmpges comes in. She turns up the
lights, takes off her street coat and puts on ike silver
fox cape. Standing, she turns in it before the mirror.
She looks very beautiful this evening. She goes to the
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p,hOt,ngraph A mor Tt omte ity i Ki«jfffr and
Sits tn a chair by the reading light with a book}

Pmup. There she is. She’s come, what do you caU (the
place, home—now.

Max. Philip, Comrade, you d0 oot have to. I tell you truly
1 SK no si”s that she interferes with your work in any way.

Phujp. No, but | do. And you would damned $00N.

Max. | leave it to you as before. But remember to be kind.
n things have been done, kindness in
all possible things is of great imponanec.

PmLip. I'm very kind, too. you know. Oh, am | kind! Tm
terrific!

Max. No, I do not know that you arc kind. J would like
you to be.

Philip. Just wait in here, will you?

[PHILIP goes out of the door and knocks on the door of
log. He pushes u open after and goes in]

Dorothy. Hello, beloved.

Philip, Hello. How have you been?

~Rorav. fm very well and very happy now you're here.
Where have you been.? You never came in last night. Oh I'm
so glaa you're here.

Philip. Have you a drink?
Dorothy. Yes, darling.

[iAe Pieces Mm a whiskey and water. In the other
room MAX is sitting in a chair staring at the electric
stove\

Dorothy. Where were you, Philip?

Philip. Just around. Checking up on things.

Dorothy. And how were things?

PHUW. Some were good, you know. And some were not
so good, | suppose they evened up,

Dorothy. And you don’t have to go out tonight?
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Phiup. | don't know.

DoRomy. Philip, beloved, what's the matter?

Philip- Nothing's the matter.

Dorothy. Philip, let's go away from here. | don’'t have to
stay here. I've sent away three articles. We could go to that
place near Saint Tropez and the rains haven’t started yet and
it would be lovely there now with no people. Tlien afterwards
we could go to ski.

Phujp. [Very ¢hterly] Yes, and afterwards to Egypt and
make love happily in all the hotels, and a thousand break-
fasts come up on trays in the thousand fine mornings of the
nest three years; or the ninety of the next three months; or
however long it took you to be died of me, or me of you.
And all we'd do would be amuse ourselves. We'd stay at the
Crillon, or the Ritz, and in the fall when the leaves were off
the trees in the Bois and it was sharp and cold, we’d drive out
to Autcuil steep]echasing, and keep warm by those big coal
braziers in the paddock, and watch them take the water jump
and see them coming over the bullfinch and the old stone
wall. That's it. And nip into the bar for a champagne cock-
tail and afterwards ride back in to dinner at La Rue’s and
weekends go to shoot pheasants in the Sologne. Yes, yes, that s
it. And fly out to Nairobi and the old hiathaiga Club, and in
the spring a little spot of salmon fishing. Yes, yes, that's it.
And every night in bed together. Is that it?

Dorothy, Oh, darling, think how it would be! Have you
that much money?

Phiup. | did have- Till I got into this business.

Dorothy. And we’ll do all that and Saint Moritz, too?

Philip- Saint Moritz? Don’t be vulgar, Kitzbuhel you
mean. You meet people like Michael Arlen at Saint Moritz.

Dorothy. But you wouldn't have to meet him, darling.
You could cut him. And will we really do all that?

PWITTp. Do you want to?

Dorothy. Oh, darlingl

Phujp. Would you like to go to Hungary, too, some fall?
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You can take an estate there very cheaply and only pay for
what yon shoot. And on the Danube flats you have great flights
of geese. And have you ever been to Lamu where the long
white beach is, with the dhows beached on their sides,’ and
the wind in the palms at night? Or what about Malindi where
you can surfboard on the beach and the northeast monsoon
cool and fresh, and no pajamas, and no sheets at night. You'd
like Malindi.

DoRoiHY. | know | would, Philip.

Philip. And have you ever been out to the Sans Souci in
Havana on a Saturday night to dance in the Patio under the
royal palms? They're gray and they rise like colutnns and you
stay up all night there and play dice, or the wheel, and drive
m to raimanitas for breakfast in the daylight. And everybody
knows every one else and it’s very pleasant and gay.

Doaoruv. Can wc go there?

Phitip. No,

Dorothy. Why not, Philip?

Phu-p. We won’t go anywhere.

Dorothy. Why. not, darling?

Ptnup, You cango ifyou like. I'l] draw you up an itinerary.

Dorothy. But why can’t we go together ?

Phujp, You can go. But I've been {0 all those places and
Pve left them all behind. And where I go now | go alone,
0 with others who go there for the same reason 1 go.

Dorothy. And | can’'t go there?

Phujp, No.

Dorothy. And why can't | go wherever it is? 1 could
learn and Pm not afraid.

Philip, One reason is | don't know where it is. And an-
other is | wouldn’t take you,

EtoROTHY, Why not?

Phujp. Because you're useless, really. You're uneducated,
you're useless, you're a fool and you're lazy.

Dorothy. Maybe the others. But I'm not useless.

Pwup. Why aren’t you useless?
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Dobothy. You know—or "you ought to know,

\She is crying]

Philip. Oh, yes. Tha$.

Dorothy. Is that all it means to you.? ~

Philip. That's a commodity you shouldnt pay too higi a
price for.

Dorothy. So Tm a commodity?

Philip.

Yes, a very handsome commodity. The most beau-
tiful I ever had.

Dorothy. Good. Tm glad to hear you say it. And
it's daylight. TIOW get out of here. You conceited,
drunkard. You ridiculous, pufied-up, posing braggart. You
commodity, you. Did it ever occm to you that youre a
modity, too? A commodky one shouldnt pay too high a pn

?m glad

~pLiP. [Laughing] No. But I see it the way you put it.

Dorothy. Well, you arc.
modity. Never home. Out all night, Dirty, muddy, disorderly.
You're a terrible commodity. | )ust liked the package it was
put up in. Thar was all I'm glad you're going away.

S ~ y~'yl realty. You and your commodity. But you
didn't have to mention all those places if we werent ever

going to them.
Phiup.

I'm very sorry. That wasn 't kind.

Da«rr,,T. Oh, dotft b. kind eUber. Yorfre in8!«M
vou'rt kind. Only kind pnopin >hould try ben« kind. You re
E |le when jonre kind. And yon didn’t httve to mention
them bli the daytime.

Philip. I'm sorry.

DoRimiY. Oh, don’t be sorry. You're at your worst when
youTe sorry. | can't stand you sorry, fust get out.

Philip. W ell good-bye.

[He pats his arms around her to Itiss Aer]
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I"orav. Don’'t kia me tither. You'll ki,s mo and then
you li go right in to commodities. | know you,

fpHNjp AoWr Aer ught and \Uses hcr\
Oh, Philip, Philip, Philip.
Pmup. Good-bye.
~ rotht. You-you-you don't want the commodity?
rHnjp. | can”™t afford it,
[DOROTHY twists away from him]

Dorothy. Then, go then.
Philip. Good-bye.
Dorothy. Oh, get out.

[pi~ip goes out the door and into his room, max is still
siting in the chair. In the other room Dorothy rings
the bell jot the mmd\
Max. So?

[pPHTLm stands there looking into the electric stove, max

looks tmo the stove too. In the other room pxtra has
come to the door]

Petra. Y «, Sefiorita.

[dmothy is sitting on the bed. Her head is up but

there tears running down her cheeks, petra goes
over to her]

What is it, Sefiorita?

baih bad, bad And ]JAc a damn fool | thought we were gomg
to be happy. But he’s bad.

Yes, Sefiorita.
Dorothy. But oh, Petra, the trouble is I love iiim,

[PETRA stands there by the bed with dorothy. In Room
tzo P i~ stands in front of the night table. He pours
hitnself a whis\ey and puts water in it]
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Philip. Anita.

Antta. [From inside the baifiyoarit\ Yes, Philip.

Philip, Anita, come out whenever you've imished your
bath.

Max. | go.

Phitip. No. Stay around.

Max. No.No.No. Please, I go.

Philip. [In avery dry fiat voice] Anita, was the water hot?

Anita. [From inside the bathroom] W as lovely bath.

Max. 1g0. Please, please, please, 1 go.

curtain
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