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Preface

The idea for this collection arose many years ago while I was teaching Ukrainian literature at
Rutgers University in New Brunswick, New Jersey. As I was contemplating a course on
Ukrainian drama in translation, I discovered that no Ukrainian plays, except for a few by Lesia
Ukrainka, had been rendered in English. Consequently I started planning an anthology of
translated plays that could be used as a college text.

Four of my students at Rutgers, Christine Oshchudlak, Roxolana Stojko, Charles Steck,
and Don Boychuk, undertook to translate one play each for this anthology. It took several
years and numerous revisions and editing to prepare their final versions. Three other plays
were translated by the late George S. N. Luckyj, who was my professor at the University of
Toronto, and his wife Moira; by the English poet and translator, the late Vera Rich; and by
John Prasko, who wrote his thesis about Mykola Kulish’s play The People’s Malachi. Two of
the plays—Sonata Pathétique and Masters of Time—were published previously but have been
revised for this anthology.

I am grateful to Dr. Dale Coye (formerly the artistic director of Princeton University’s
Theater Intime), Dr. Fannie Peczenik, and other members of the Translation Section of the
Princeton Research Forum for the many hours they devoted to discussions with me, and for
their invaluable suggestions regarding the translations. I also thank the late Professor Valerian
Revutsky for commenting on the introductions to the plays, and Lada T. K. Z. Onyshkevych
for her professional and technical help. Lubomyr Onyshkevych was unstinting in his patience
and encouragement. Special thanks are also due to the Shevchenko Scientific Society in the
United States for providing an initial grant to cover part of the typing expenses.

I had the good fortune of discussing four of the translations with the plays’ authors: my
very good friend, the late Liudmyla Kovalenko; the late Eaghor G. Kostetzky, with whom I
corresponded for many years; Bohdan Boychuk; and Valerii Shevchuk. My frequent commu-
nication with these writers proved invaluable for understanding and interpreting their work
and, in the case of Bohdan Boychuk, arriving at a final author-approved translation.

The selection of plays for this compendium was based partly on the availability of translated
texts. Regrettably, only one play written after Ukraine regained its independence in 1991 is in-
cluded. The original, Ukrainian-language version of this anthology was published as Antolohiia
modernoi ukrains'koi dramy (Kyiv, Edmonton, and Toronto: Canadian Institute of Ukrainian
Studies Press and TAKSON, 1998). An Anthology of Modern Ukrainian Drama is that edition’s
English-language companion volume. The bibliographies therein have, of course, been updated
and include English-language translations and works about the playwrights.

Larissa M. L. Z. Onyshkevych






Introduction

During the last three centuries, Ukrainian drama has experienced several periods of rapid
development as well as dormancy and deterioration. Many interrelated factors influence the
merit, scope, and abundance of drama belonging to a particular literature. Two specific factors
have continually affected the course and history of Ukrainian drama: the official political situ-
ation and the artistic and cultural climate. The political environment is usually manifested
through such elements as a government’s support or restriction of the arts. In an unrestricted
atmosphere, the artistic and cultural climate often determines the breadth and quality of dra-
ma, which can develop when experimentation, exchange of ideas, publication, and staging is
not hindered. In such situations individual dramatists are frequently able to form special, mu-
tually beneficial, collegial relationships with particular directors or theatres. From time to
time, playwrights appear who are blessed with enough genius to stimulate not only the revival
of a nation’s theatre but also its literature.

Since the seventeenth century, Ukrainian drama has undergone several periods of growth.
There have been decades when the natural outlets for Ukrainian drama, both in print and on
stage, were stifled by repression by a foreign government. Even in the twentieth century many
playwrights were constrained by censorship or exile. Despite these impediments, modern
Ukrainian literature has been endowed with such major playwrights as Lesia Ukrainka, Vo-
lodymyr Vynnychenko, Mykola Kulish, and Eaghor G. Kostetzky. Together with the other
Ukrainian playwrights—Ivan Kocherha, Liudmyla Kovalenko, Bohdan Boychuk, and Oleksii
Kolomiiets, and Valerii Shevchuk—as well as many other outstanding writers, they were able
to elicit and secure at least a sporadic appearance of plays, both in print and on stage, with
considerable literary, dramatic, and historical significance. At the same time these playwrights
and their works assured the continuing existence of the genre in Ukrainian literature.

Ukrainian Theatre and Drama before the Twentieth Century

As in most countries of Europe, the contemporary roots of Ukrainian modern theatre and
drama were manifested primarily in the seventeenth century. During that period, Ukraine was
not under any foreign power, and scholarship and the arts were able to flourish. The plays that
began appearing then were primarily religious Passion plays and Mystery plays (misterii); the
secular aspect was expressed in improvised stock situations and parodies. In Ukraine, the Ital-
ian commedia dell’arte found its local rendering and form in the intermezzo or intermedio
(Ukrainian: intermediia ‘interlude’). The oldest extant one is from 1619. In 1705 the first
Ukrainian historical play, Viadimir by Teofan Prokopovych, was performed in Kyiv. After-
wards, for several decades tragedies and comedies were printed and staged, quite often in
academies, with students as actors. The technical aspects of staging developed to such an ex-
tent that by the middle of the century not only music and ballet were incorporated into theat-
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rical productions, but also light effects and fireworks. At the same time, scholars at the aca-
demies wrote theoretical works on drama and theatre.

In the eighteenth century the greater part of Ukraine came under the rule of the Russian
tsars, who eagerly relocated Ukrainian scholars and writers to the imperial capital of St. Pe-
tersburg. However, while the tsars built up their own cultural centre, neither they nor their
administrations supported expressions of Ukrainian culture. Instead they prohibited them.
The theatres that were built in Kharkiv (in 1789) and Kyiv (in 1803) were allowed to stage
Russian plays only. Plays in Ukrainian could only be staged in private theatres. Vasyl Hohol
(the father of the great writer Mykola Hohol, known in Russian literature as Nikolai Gogol)
composed plays in Ukrainian and directed such a private theatre, where he performed with his
wife in the first quarter of the nineteenth century. Tsarist restrictions almost halted the normal
development of Ukrainian drama. In 1863 Pétr Valuev, the tsarist minister of the interior,
forbade the printing of most books written in Ukrainian. In 1876 the tsarist Ems Ukase placed
limitations on the Ukrainian theatre and allowed only Russian theatres to perform Ukrainian
plays. From 1883 until 1893 a small number of Ukrainian plays was permitted to be staged in
Russian-ruled Ukraine, but only in the provinces on the right bank of the Dnipro River and
only if they depicted nothing except folkways and village life, with folksongs, folk dances, and
folk costumes. ,

At the same time in Western Ukraine, then part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, Ukrain-
ian plays and translations into Ukrainian could be freely published. From there they were
brought across the border to Kyiv and other Russian-ruled towns. By the end of the century
the situation in Russian-ruled Ukraine began to change. Permission to stage Lesia Ukrainka’s
first dramatic work, Blakytna troianda (The Azure Rose), was granted in 1899; the Russian
press, however, criticized her use of upper-middle-class characters who engaged in philosoph-
ical discussions in Ukrainian.

Ukrainian Drama in the Twentieth Century

The twentieth century initially brought a period of tremendous growth for Ukrainian
drama, which was soon followed by very severe constraints and the repression of writers. The
Russian Revolution of 1905 resulted in a minor improvement in the opportunities for publish-
ing and staging of Ukrainian plays. Ivan Franko’s plays were performed in both parts of impe-
rially divided Ukraine, and Lesia Ukrainka’s works were also published. During the brief years
of Ukraine’s independence (1917-20) there were no restrictions on literature. During the early
years of Soviet rule, however, many Ukrainian works could not be published or staged, while
those that were allowed were subjected to strict censorship and numerous revisions before-
hand.

During the 1920s and early 1930s the works of better-known Ukrainian playwrights, such
as Oleksander Oles, Vasyl Pachovsky, Liudmyla Starytska-Cherniakhivska, Spyrydon Cher-
kasenko, Volodymyr Vynnychenko, Ivan Kocherha, Yelysei Karpenko, Ivan Mykytenko,
Liubov Yanovska, Mykola Kulish, Mykola Irchan, and Oleksander Korniichuk, were pub-
lished and staged in Soviet Ukraine. For a while, in the 1920s, the theatre began to blossom in
many cities of the Ukrainian SSR. The dominant creative figure, Les Kurbas, a multi-talented
actor, director, and theoretician of theatre arts, inspired the growth of the Ukrainian theatre to
unprecedented heights. Many playwrights, particularly the outstanding Mykola Kulish, bene-
fitted from a stimulating working relationship with Kurbas. During the first three decades of
the twentieth century Ukrainian drama almost kept pace with developments in Western Eu-
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rope. Almost all contemporary literary trends (though some belatedly), from realism, natural-
ism, and neoromanticism to symbolism and expressionism, were manifested in Ukrainian
plays of the period.

Of specific sociological interest is a particular phenomenon related to Ukrainian drama
and theatre outside of Ukraine. In the first quarter of this century, the Ukrainians who immi-
grated to North America created their own distinctive offshoot of literature, which included
dramas. A very impressive number of new plays, most of them highly sentimental and patriot-
ic, were published and often staged in large Canadian and American cities where Ukrainians
had settled. Among the authors were Semen Kovbel, Mykhailo Petrovsky, Dmytro Hun-
kevych, Yelysei Karpenko, and S. Zinevych. Most of these theatres existed until 1940, staging
also works by other Ukrainian writers and plays by foreign authors translated into Ukrainian.

In Soviet Ukraine the political situation changed significantly in the 1930s. Ideological re-
strictions were imposed on the content and style of all literary works, allowing only socialist
realism to exist. Many writers tried to survive by revising their works, occasionally even more
than once during the same year. Several hundred Ukrainian writers were arrested and per-
ished in the Great Terror. A few émigré playwrights in Polish-ruled Western Ukraine and in
Czechoslovakia (Yurii Lypa, Leonid Mosendz, Oleksander Oles, and Volodymyr Vynnychen-
ko) continued writing, but the repression or liquidation of playwrights in Soviet Ukraine re-
sulted in a period of stagnation in Ukrainian drama for at least twenty-five years. From the
mid-1930s only two major Ukrainian playwrights remained active in Soviet Ukraine: Kocher-
ha and Korniichuk. The latter dominated the theatre scene throughout the USSR.

During the Second World War a few Ukrainian playwrights—Yurii Kosach, Eaghor G.
Kostetzky (Thor Kostetsky), Liudmyla Kovalenko, Yurii Tys, and Vasyl Chaplenko—
emigrated from Ukraine. They and other Ukrainian émigré writers found few opportunities
for publishing their works, and still fewer for having them staged. Nevertheless some plays
were published in émigré periodicals or in book form (usually funded from the meagre sav-
ings of the writers themselves). In Western Europe between 1945 and 1948, the only theatres
available to these writers were those in Displaced Persons’ camps; later, in the host countries
of postwar emigration—Australia, Canada, and the United States—occasional performances
were possible. In the émigré situation, two basic elements for the continual existence of thea-
tres were absent: government subsidies and an artistic milieu providing financial and profes-
sional support. Thus, while a few plays by the prolific and talented writer Yurii Kosach were
staged in wartime Western Ukraine and in postwar West Germany, those by Kostetzky, were
not. For years his contemplative, postmodernist, and controversial works failed to attract an
audience within the dispersed émigré community. The only plays that a theatre group with no
subsidies at all could afford to stage in such an irregular society had to appeal to the average
theatregoer.

For almost twenty years after the Second World War no outstanding new playwright or
significant new plays appeared in the Ukrainian SSR. This situation began to change with the
publication of Korniichuk’s Kryla (Wings, 1954). By exposing the fossilized Soviet bureaucra-
¢y and its detrimental effect on the people and the country’s future, the play performed a spe-
cial role in Soviet literature and was one of the works that began the literary thaw in the USSR.
However, in the decades that followed the state of Soviet Ukrainian drama did not improve. In
1960 Oleksandr Levada wrote a verse drama, Faust i smert' (Faust and Death). It was notable
mostly for its plot: for the first time in the USSR, and perhaps also in Western literature, man’s
flight into space was represented in drama (a year before the actual event). Its timely topic and
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the attempts at creating an intellectual discussion of the play raised unrealized hopes for a
revival of Soviet Ukrainian drama. In the years that followed, however, Levada, Mykola Za-
rudny, and Oleksii Kolomiiets remained loyal to the conventions of Soviet theatre. Attempts
at innovation were rare.

From the 1960s, as in the nineteenth century, plays depicting rural life and rural problems
and unsophisticated comedies dominated the Soviet Ukrainian stage. Meanwhile Russian-
language theatres in Ukraine, which were in the majority, were provided with better condi-
tions and opportunities. Theatres for young audiences illustrate the predicament of the
Ukrainian-language theatres: in 1987, out of eight such theatres in Ukraine, only one staged
performances in Ukrainian (in Lviv) and only one was bilingual (in Kyiv). Even the repertoire
reflected this inequity: only fifteen to twenty percent of the plays performed were in Ukraini-
an. On the whole, Ukrainian theatre was in decline because it was not provided with enough
venues or good directors and because experimentation was discouraged. Tragedy became
non-existent because the inner conflicts of the protagonists, who were required to be positive
heroes and role models, could not be depicted. Even satire was rarely performed because, by
its very nature, the genre deals with the weaknesses not only of individuals, but of society and
government.

In the late 1970s writers who were prominent in other genres, for example, Ivan Drach in
poetry and Yurii Shcherbak in fiction, turned to writing plays. Drach’s dramas in verse and
Shcherbak’s plays reflected problems and dilemmas facing the intelligentsia. The return to
grander themes and to characters from various professions certainly represented some im-
provement. Since 1986 new types of theatre (such as the theatre of poetry, or reading theatre)
have appeared, and talented Ukrainian directors have returned from the Soviet metropole to
Ukraine.

After the Second World War younger émigré playwrights, such as Dima, Ivan Kernytsky,
and Mykola Ponedilok, settled in the United States. Since the 1960s, the then younger émigré
poets Vira Vovk (Wira Wowk, in Brazil) and Bohdan Boychuk (in the United States) have also
written plays. While most of the older émigré writers have tended to write in the realistic
manner, Kostetzky’s plays are postmodernist, Boychuk’s are expressionist, and Vovk’s contain
elements of surrealism. No specific literary school or style has dominated among the Ukraini-
an playwrights in the West; nevertheless, elements of all Western literary movements and
trends, including the theatre of the absurd (although without its nihilistic component), can be
found in their works. Meantime socialist realism prevailed in the plays published in Soviet
Ukraine; many of them also displayed touches of delayed romanticism. Of special interest in
Ukraine and in the West was the reappearance of drama in verse by such writers as Levada,
Drach, Vovk, Lina Kostenko, and Vasyl Barka.

During the first few years after the fall of the USSR Valerii Shevchuk dominated the liter-
ary stage both in terms of his plays and particularly his prose works. But soon many younger
playwrights surfaced, often bedazzled by the belated appearance of postmodernism in inde-
pendent Ukraine. Others have been more concerned with current identity and gender issues.
All in all, many new plays and several collections of plays by Ukrainian playwrights (e.g.,
Shevchuk, Shcherbak, Bohdan Zholdak, Les Poderviansky, Oleksandr Irvanets, Yaroslav
Yarosh, Valerii Herasymchuk, Volodymyr Dibrova, Yaroslav Vereshchak, Neda Nezhdana)
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have appeared. What is more, as never before in the history of Ukrainian literature, several
drama anthologies have been published in Ukraine since the late 1990s. *

Common Elements in the Plays

Since the plays chosen for this anthology cover a span of over nine decades, their stylistic
attributes vary, reflecting the period of their appearance and the individual preferences of
their authors. However, even though the plays range from neoromanticism (In the Wilder-
ness) and realism (Masters of Time) to expressionism (A Play about a Great Man), they share
some common themes and dramatic devices and theatrical features.

While many Ukrainian plays written during the first three decades of the twentieth centu-
ry directly depict contemporary social and political injustices or historical events, the plays in
this collection, from In the Wilderness to Hunger—1933 or Birds from an Invisible Island, deal
with far broader themes and universal concerns—even when they have a specific historical
setting. Some of the worst man-made disasters of the twentieth century occurred in Ukraine.
They were experienced there more painfully, more thoroughly, and perhaps even earlier than
in most other countries of Europe. In the nineteenth century, the pressures on the individual
in relation to the community were widely reflected in Romantic literature; in the middle of the
twentieth century, the emphasis on the individual and his own, freely chosen values were ex-
pressed in Western existentialist literature. Many Ukrainian plays of the period also reflect
basic existentialist tenets. It is worth noting that from the plays of Lesia Ukrainka and Vynny-
chenko to those by Boychuk the optimistic or Christian variant of existentialism keeps reap-
pearing; they stress the continuity of ideas through several generations, as well as personal
sacrifices and efforts for the sake of chosen principles and values.

Closely associated with the idea of authentic individual existence is the element of time, of
making one’s life more meaningful within one’s allotted years. Kierkegaard stressed that all
existence is in time, and in numerous variations other existentialist thinkers have repeated this
assertion. In their freedom humans make choices and decisions. The emphasis on making
them in time in order to become true individuals involves a strong concern for the future.

In the plays in this anthology, from In the Wilderness to Planet Speranta and Birds from an
Invisible Island, time appears in a variety of forms as one of the parameters for determining
the protagonist’s essence. Some characters manage to act according to their values, while oth-
ers give up their strivings and compromise their values. Among the ancients, time was seen as
a mysterious element. In Greek mythology, Time (Chronos or Okeanos), was depicted as cir-
cular, traversing the earth in the form of a serpent eating its tail (or eating others) and thus
signifying an opportunity for renewal and a new beginning. The modern interpretation, how-
ever, seems to stress time’s relative value, as Kocherha’s Masters of Time illustrates. Such an

! One of these anthologies contains plays written in the Ukrainian diaspora: Larysa M. L. Zales'ka Onyshkevych, ed.,
Blyzniata shche zustrinut'sia: Antolohiia dramy ukrains'koi diiaspory (Kyiv: Chas, 1997). Another is the Ukrainian-
language variant of the present anthology: idem, Antolohiia modernoi ukrains'koi dramy (Kyiv: Canadian Institute of
Ukrainian Studies Press and TAKSON, 1998). Five others contain new plays: Nadiia Miroshnychenko, ed., U chekan-
ni teatru: Antolohiia molodoi dramaturhii (Kyiv: Smoloskyp, 1998); Iaroslav Vereshchak, ed, Suchasni ukrains'ki
dramaturhy (Kyiv: Hildiia dramaturhiv Ukrainy and Bilotserkivs'’kyi muzychno-dramatychnyi teatr, 2000); Nasha
drama: Zbirnyk p’ies, intro. by Bohdan Stupka (Kyiv: Natsional'nyi teatr im. I. Franka and Nadra Bank, 2002); Nadiia
Miroshnychenko, ed., U poshukakh teatru: Antolohiia molodoi dramaturhii (Kyiv: Smoloskyp, 2003); and idem, Straik
iliuzii: Antolohiia suchasnoi ukrains'koi dramaturhii (Kyiv: Osnovy, 2004).
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approach to time is not new, however; even in Don Quixote, Sancho Panza hints at such an
understanding. Time flows at different rates, depending on the curvature of space; Einstein’s
theory provides the explanation for the interrelatedness of space and time.

In Masters of Time time is seen as both quantitative and qualitative. But the myth of Eter-
nal Return, the primitive and classical belief in cyclical time, also appears in modern concepts.
It is exactly this idea that we find in the postwar plays in this anthology by Kovalenko,
Kostetzky, Kolomiiets, and Shevchuk. Despite the horrors of both world wars and their after-
effects in Ukraine, the protagonists and perhaps also the authors, probably as an expression of
an intuitive clinging to their last hope, needed to assert a future for later generations. Hope in
the future reminds one of a purpose in life, and perhaps also even allows one to consider some
hidden harmony in the universe. There is, therefore, an opportunity to start all over again. In
this respect, Ukrainian dramaturgy contradicts the basic premise of the theatre of the absurd,
which sees no harmony and no real purpose in life.

While the pre-1945 plays in this anthology deal with the theme of sacrifice, which was
often for the sake of one’s community or nation, most of the later works add another, more
explicit motivation for such an act. Sacrifice is offered as an expression of a basic belief in the
goodness of humankind. In many instances this is depicted in terms of inner or outer beauty,
especially in women. Young Ukrainian women have traditionally been portrayed with long,
beautiful hair (e.g., in Sonata Pathétique, The Heroine Dies in the First Act, Hunger—1933, and
Planet Speranta), symbolizing innocence, youthfulness, and classic beauty. Women also have
other roles in most of the plays here. Perhaps even more often than the men, they are willing
to sacrifice themselves for the sake of their loved ones, their country, or humankind (as in The
People’s Malachi, The Heroine Dies in the First Act, Hunger—1933, and Planet Speranta). The
female protagonists appear also as leaders either in humane and humanitarian terms (in The
Heroine and Hunger—1933); often they are also initiators of action (in Sonata Pathétique,
Masters of Time, and A Play about a Great Man) or combine both roles (in The Heroine Dies
in the First Act).

Specific observations may be made about the form and the stylistic and technical devices in
the plays in this collection. For example, in Masters of Time or in A Play About a Great Man,
the inclusion of the time element and related developments and their significance for an indi-
vidual is presented in a rather innovative manner for Western drama. While many of these
plays do not appear to have any Ukrainian elements in terms of the setting or subject matter,
they do contain some specifically Ukrainian features. Meanwhile Sonata Pathétique places its
protagonists on three levels of a building, as in the traditional Ukrainian vertep (Nativity pup-
pet play); Hunger—1933 takes place at a typical Ukrainian road crossing, in front of a crucifix.
A Play about a Great Man features two intermedii typical of Ukrainian plays of the Baroque
period. In the postwar plays in this anthology one can see a marked tendency to return to some
of the theatrical devices used during the Baroque: music, songs, dance, masks, and other visual
stage devices. Although similar devices have reappeared in theatres elsewhere in Europe, those
used in the Ukrainian plays often contain traditional Ukrainian elements, possibly reflecting a
conscious or subconscious desire to return to one’s roots and to provide for and secure a conti-
nuity for the genre in Ukrainian literature and theatre.

In most cases the new plays do not indicate a specific trend or national style in Ukrainian
literature. Most of them reflect when and where they were written, whether it was under cer-
tain official restrictions or historical pressures specific to Ukraine or all of Europe. The works
in this anthology express universal concerns and values and reflect the vicissitudes that hu-
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mankind faced in twentieth-century Europe. They include realist, modernist, and postmod-
ernist plays that reflect many, if not most, literary trends of the last century.
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Larissa M. L. Z. Onyshkevych
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Lesia Ukrainka

Larysa Kosach (1871-1913), better known by her pen name Lesia Ukrainka, was one of the
most important Ukrainian writers at the turn of the twentieth century. Her works served as a
bridge to modernism in Ukrainian literature, and introduced important issues to the dramatic
as well as the cultural discourse. She was born into a family that was prominent in Ukrainian
cultural life. Her mother, the writer Olena Pchilka, encouraged her daughter to start writing
poetry at the age of nine. When Larysa was thirteen, her poems began appearing in various
periodicals. Although Lesia Ukrainka is most popularly known for her ebullient and lyrical
poems, it is her nearly twenty dramas in verse that constitute her significant contribution to
literature.

Lesia Ukrainka’s inclination towards the dramatic genre is evident already in her early po-
etry, which often contains implied or real dialogue, and dramatic action. Her narrative poems
Robert Brius, korol’ shotlands'kyi (Robert Bruce, the Scottish King, 1893) and Ifigeniia v Tav-
rydi (Iphigenia in Tauris, 1898) also reveal this tendency. Her first play, Blakytna troianda
(The Azure Rose, 1896) was written in prose; Oderzhyma (A Woman Obsessed, 1901) was her
first dramatic poem. Lesia Ukrainka completed her versified drama U pushchi (In the Wilder-
ness) in 1909. Orhiia (The Orgy, 1912-13), Lisova pisnia (The Forest Song, 1911) and Kamin-
nyi hospodar (The Stone Host, 1912) are her best known and most often staged dramas. In all
of her dramatic works she stresses the need to make choices for the sake of self-expression and
individual principles.
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About In the Wilderness

In her plays Lesia Ukrainka used various (Biblical, Greek and Roman) settings from antiquity.
In the Wilderness is her only verse drama set in America and the first major work of Ukrainian
literature to do so. This not only made it easier for her to circumvent the Russian censors and
their disapproval of Ukrainian non-rural settings, but also stressed the universality of the is-
sues she raised in the play.

This translation is based on the version of U pushchi published in the 1954 New York edi-
tion of Lesia Ukrainka’s Tvory, vol. 9. In that edition, Pavlo Fylypovych’s introduction pro-
vides information on Lesia Ukrainka’s acquaintance with sources that influenced her in
writing this play. Fylypovych writes that Lesia Ukrainka’s uncle, the scholar Mykhailo Dra-
homanov, was very interested in the first Protestant colonists in New England. In 1893, Dra-
homanov published a brochure on the religious conflicts in Massachusetts and another on the
Calvinist freethinker William Rogers, who later moved from that colony to Rhode Island. Ap-
parently Lesia Ukrainka, who in 1895 received a biography of John Milton from Drahomanov,
was also drawn to the history of the Puritans. Among the works found with her notes on In
the Wilderness were “Footprints of Roger Williams” (by an unknown English author), quota-
tions from the Bible, and the writings of a seventeenth-century Russian archpriest, Avvakum.
Scholars have found various parallels between In the Wilderness and other works in world
literature and art; Mykhailo Drai-Khmara suggested that Van Dyck’s painting The Old Puritan
Lady had probably inspired the figures of Edith and Davy.

John Milton (1609-74) is usually associated with the ideas of rational freedom and respon-
sible choice. His friend Roger Williams (1603-84), a Calvinist chaplain and teacher, was a
nonconformist who supported the separation of church and state, was tolerant of other reli-
gions, and respected the native Americans’ right to their lands. When he was banished from
Massachusetts, he settled in Rhode Island, where he purchased land from the Narragansett
people. Rhode Island became a haven for people pursuing religious freedom and individual
self-expression.

Williams’s basic principles are much in tune with the ideas that Lesia Ukrainka presents.
That she probably read rather extensively about the Puritans is reflected in her choice of the
term “the wilderness”; the word was used by the colonists in reference to the clearing and cul-
tivation of new lands. After Lesia Ukrainka died, her husband, the ethnographer Klymentii
Kvitka, provided some details about the history of the play’s composition. In 1898 Lesia
Ukrainka began working on a verse drama called Richard, but she completed only the first and
third acts. It was not until 1907 that she resumed work on the second act, which she finished
on 14 October 1908 while in the Crimea. In 1909, she made some changes to the play and
submitted it to the prominent Ukrainian journal Literaturno-naukovyi vistnyk, where it ap-
peared in 1910 (issues 3-4). Afterwards she changed the name of the play to The Sculptor and
later to In the Wilderness. Initially she wrote the work in iambic hexameter, but then switched
primarily to iambic pentameter.

In the Wilderness was first performed in 1918 by the Molodyi Teatr troupe in Kyiv.!

! See Klymentii Kvitka's introduction to Lesia Ukrainka, Tvory, vol. 33 (Kyiv: Knyhospilka, 1923), quoted by Pavlo
Fylypovych in his “Heneza dramatychnoi poemy Lesi Ukrainky ‘U pushchi,” in Lesia Ukrainka, Tvory, vol. 9 (1923;
New York: G. Tyszczenko and A. Bilous, 1954), 7-8.
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A Matter of Richard’s Choice

The duality of human desires and the resulting conflict within the self were often discussed
in nineteenth-century literature. Lesia Ukrainka, however, treated this subject in quite a
different way than other authors. In almost all of her major works, the dominant theme is not
the split personality or the conflict between good and evil in human beings; rather it is the
conflict resulting from the conscious choice of alternatives that is often made in critical situa-
tions.

For the most part, her protagonists consciously base their life choices on specific principles
and are willing to make personal sacrifices for them. In the course of the dramatic action each
protagonist’s options are usually determined after a series of steps: an unexpected situation
helps bare the truth about a person’s life, allowing one to undergo a kind of self-analysis and
to make a choice of values. While in Lesia Ukrainka’s early works the protagonist’s choice
often took into account the community or the country (with such heroes as Robert Bruce or
Iphigenia), in her later writings the protagonist identified more with a group of like believers
or individuals (except in The Orgy, where the group also has a national identity). While Robert
Bruce and Iphigenia do not face any personal doubts or hesitations, most of Lesia Ukrainka’s
later protagonists have problems remaining steadfast on their chosen road and often com-
promise their principles.

In this respect, In the Wilderness still stands with Lesia Ukrainka’s early group of dramas. In
it Richard makes no compromises. But his inability to remain a creative artist in new circum-
stances points to another very important element for the author. The act of defending one’s
principles does not take place in a vacuum removed from other people. As Lesia Ukrainka ma-
tured as a writer, her focus shifted from stressing the principles themselves to highlighting the
supporting factors and elements related to them. In her post-Romantic stand she is not satisfied
with emphasizing only the individual and his heroic sacrifice for his or her nation. Lesia
Ukrainka expanded this concept. She replaced the idea of sacrifice for the country or the com-
munity with the basic human need for a supporting group of individuals, of like-thinkers, or
the promise of a future generation that would follow such ideas and thus make transcendence
possible. In Lesia Ukrainka’s presentation of the process Richard undergoes in making a choice,
one cannot fail to notice a similarity with the basic concepts of existentialism.

In the Wilderness is the first dramatic work in which Lesia Ukrainka expresses some exis-
tentialist ideas.? With respect to the protagonist’s desire to be true to his chosen values, it bears
a resemblance to Henrik Ibsen’s Brand. Pavlo Fylypovych noted how much Lesia Ukrainka
liked Ibsen’s play. He also hinted at the possibility that she was well acquainted with Ibsen’s
letter to Georg Brandes (published in 1882), in which he explained that Brand, the play’s pro-
tagonist, could just as well have been a sculptor as a minister.? It therefore appears probable
that Lesia Ukrainka deliberately chose Richard to be a sculptor, because the effect of his exis-
tentialist predicament could be visibly demonstrated in his works.

When, at first, Richard feels dissatisfied with his meaningless life, he chooses a new road;
later he reconfirms it three times by changing his surroundings. Each time he has a chance to

2 On the basis of her later play Advokat Martiian (1911), Thor Kachurovsky claims that she may be considered Eu-
rope's first existentialist writer. See his “Pokirna pravdi i krasi,” Pivnichne siaivo (Edmonton) 5 (1971): 151.

* Fylypovych, “Heneza,” 10. For the English text of Ibsen's letter, see Georg Brandes, Henrik Ibsen Bjornstjerne Bjorn-
son: Critical Studies, trans. Jessie Muir (London: William Heinemann, 1899), 70.
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give in to the ways and values of the surrounding community. Each time he makes the same
decision and tries to find his authenticity in art, in helping other people, and in hoping to
transmit some of his values to Davy. The need for the companionship of people who under-
stand him and share his values is very important to Richard, and it is for the sake of his family
that he leaves Italy. In Massachusetts, the Puritans’ active opposition to him provides a stimu-
Jus for his work. In contrast, his spiritual isolation in Rhode Island, where he experiences no
criticism or opposition, devastates him, leading him to doubt his talent and his goal in life.
Because he is unable to share his dream with others, his life is like hell to him; this is reflected
in the tormentata sculpture. Reminiscing about his past creativity brings him memories of
self-expression and authentic existence that he can no longer recreate.

Richard arrives at this self-evaluation after seeing no other alternative to his mission and
his burden. He believes that “no one alive has yet lived without a dream.” While he was in
Italy, his dream was true freedom for his inner self and for the new Christian community, “a
dream of a new talent in the New Canaan.™ This was to be that “fire of eternal beauty” that he
craved, just as in the Bible Mary cared for the spiritual aspects of life, in contrast to the practi-
cal Martha. In the wilderness, during the hard daily toil for bread, Richard could stifle his cre-
ative desires to a point, but he always had to return “to human form.” However, the lack of
understanding and support from his own community, whether in Massachusetts or Rhode
Island, made the dream distant and unachievable.

To the Puritans New Canaan represented a land clear of thorns and wild growth and ready
for new dreams. In Lesia Ukrainka’s work that new land symbolizes the potential essence of
authenticity, which needs constant cultivation. Both in Massachusetts and Rhode Island, how-
ever, the communities soon revert to their accustomed ways rather than seeking their individ-
ual authenticity. They become the “wild growth” surrounding Richard. The Puritans are thus
presented as actual pagans, with their own idol—Godwinson.? The Puritans thus compromise
some of their concepts of freedom. Godwinson’s dogmatism is not different from that of any
other fanatical community or leader. A similar fanaticism is found in the autobiography of the
Russian monk Avvakum, whose work Lesia Ukrainka had read. Avvakum and his followers
also fell into shaman-like shaking and convulsions when confronting “sin,” and in their right-
eousness they thought nothing of cursing those who held slightly different opinions on minor
matters of religious ritual. Godwinson shares some of Avvakum’s worst characteristics when
calling for cutting away “any unworthy sprouts” and casting them into fire. The need to be on
the side of what they see as righteousness becomes an obsession to the Puritans. The fear of
being infected becomes so real that Godwinson’s charlatanism is not perceived even by the
wisest among them.

The Puritans’ blind acceptance of Godwinson’s decisions estranges Richard from the
group.” However, he cannot achieve true authenticity without the presence and support of
other people. Thus, although he knows he has chosen the right road, in his isolation he cannot

* According to an earlier version of the text. See Lesia Ukrainka, Tvory, ccxxi.

® Harry S. Stout's The New England Soul: Preaching and Religious Culture in Colonial New England (QOxford: Oxford
University Press, 1986) deals with a similar situation. An illuminating review of this book comments on the Puritan
preachers' power and role, which is summarized in the review’s title. See “When God Had No Competition,”
Newsweek, 20 October 1986, 73.

®In an earlier version, Richard describes himself as a foreigner among his own people, just as Christ was when He had
nowhere to rest His head. See Lesia Ukrainka, Tvory, xcvii.
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deal with his other doubts. This results in a barrier between Richard and his potential. When it
appears to him that he has no future as an artist, he wants to have at least his dream remain
alive in a way proclaimed by the inscription on the sculpture. With this statuette back in Italy,
Richard’s dream would be alive and would leave a mark in others. Unlike Faust, Richard gives
up his battle with life. He does not succeed in clearing the thorns and wild growth from the
souls of those who share the values of the biblical Martha rather than those of Mary. The in-
troduction of the names of the two women indicates Lesia Ukrainka’s emphasis on the di-
chotomy of humankind and the constant battle between Richard’s life and his dream.

When Richard’s precious statuette, which represents his soul, is about to be separated
from him, he is doomed to die. Sending the statuette away represents his last symbolic stand
against personal annihilation. Thus, while saving his dream, he accepts his physical end. A
similar choice is made by the protagonists in Lesia Ukrainka’s Forest Song, The Orgy, and
many of her other plays. The only remaining symbol reflecting Richard’s short-lived authen-
ticity and his dream is expressed successfully through the statuette: it remains eternal because
it continues to move and inspire people. Its place in the world promises a degree of transcend-
ence for Richard. It is Davy who provides a hope that his uncle’s principles and art will con-
tinue and that his own self-expression and authenticity will be achieved.

Lesia Ukrainka emphasizes that the decisions that Richard, Jonathan, and Davy make will
affect not only them, but also others. During such moments the support of others is both de-
sirable and crucial. Thus, while Richard expresses joy at Jonathan’s first appearance, since to-
gether they could move mountains, it is not a group effort that is of concern here. As in the
situation when Richard chooses to help Mrs. Rivers over the congregation, the practicing
Christian virtue has to surface because of Richard’s feelings and sense of duty. In contrast, the
Puritans decide to ignore the plight of the woman and her children.

Richard always stresses that in order to “build a New Canaan” he needs the support of oth-
ers; he can only exist in the eyes of others. He also needs the security of knowing that someone
will follow his path, his values, and his principles. That is why he keeps referring to those “who
will follow in my footsteps,” stressing “for beauty’s sake.” This emphasis on “beauty” is im-
plied not only in the values he chooses, but also in sharing and spreading them. Although the
initial consideration is for the aesthetic aspect of sculpture, the more general reference is to
expressing beauty as truth. In this light, Richard sees the betrayal of his art as similar to Peter’s
betrayal of Christ; there is even a reference to Judas’s betrayal and the death of Christ that
follows.

Through this equation of beauty with truth, one may understand Lesia Ukrainka’s initial
statement that Richard’s profession is not of primary importance. The choice of art rather
than music, for example, implies a stress on individual values and choices. The play emphasiz-
es the choices an individual makes and how they affect not only his own self-expression but
also that of other people.
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In the Wilderness
(1897-1909)

CHARACTERS
RICHARD IRON, a sculptor
EDITH, his old mother
CHRISTABELLE, his sister, a widow
DAVY, Christabelle’s son, in his early teens
JONATHAN, a sculptor, Richard’s friend
JosHUA CAMPBELL, an old friend of the Irons family
JOANNA (JENNY), his young daughter
AN INDIAN GIRL
WOMAN, River’s wife
GODWINSON, a teacher and preacher
CALEB PADDINGTON, the oldest citizen in the settlement
The most respected citizens in the settlement in Massachusetts:
JEREMIAH ORTWIN
JOHN MILLS
MATTHEW FIELDING
ABRAHAM SMITH
MASTER, a mathematics instructor in Rhode Island
BRYDE, an organist and singing instructor in Rhode Island
BROOKLEY, a seamstress
CHARLIE, Richard’s pupil
ANOTHER PUPIL
MACHARDY
Citizens of Rhode Island:
JONES
O’PATRICK
ANTONIO, a Venetian commercial envoy
CITIZENS in Massachusetts
PUPILS in Rhode Island

The play takes place in the seventeenth century: the first two acts in a small settlement in
Massachusetts, the last act in Rhode Island.
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Act One

A house crudely built of logs; a large fireplace with a bust, statuettes, and a few fragments of an
ancient sculpture on it. EDITH and CHRISTABELLE are wiping a table and benches while softly
humming the melody of a hymn. Coming from the outside are the clatter of axes, the drone of a
saw, and the clamouring of workers. Finally a voice echoes:

Enough for today. It’s time to go home.

RICHARD and DAVY enter the house exhausted. RICHARD is wearing an apron with masonry
tools, and DAVY carries a brush and pail.

RICHARD: The chimney’s ready. We even whitewashed it.
(Removes the apron and hangs it along with the tools on a peg.)
It’s finished. (Sits on a stool in front of the fireplace.)
I'm very tired! And you, lad?
DAVY: Me? No, not really. Uncle, just wait,
I'll bring in some kindling, and liven up the fire.
It will be wonderful! We'll roast those chestnuts I have.
They’ll be popping before you know it! (Runs out.)
RICHARD (stretching his tired arms): There’s fog outside.
It’s cold and damp, just as by our Thames.
CHRISTABELLE (sighing): Oh, the Thames! We will never see it again.
Why has the Lord punished us with banishment?
EDITH: Do not blame God, my Daughter! That is a sin!
He’s led us not into exile, but to a promised land,
as He once led Israel into Canaan from Egypt,
from their house of labour. In those days, too,
there were those who complained about the difficult journey.
And what happened to them in consequence?
Remember that and be humble in spirit.

DAVY enters with the kindling and busies himself by the fireplace.

CHRISTABELLE: I do try to be humble, Mother. But sometimes,
It is so hard for me when I remember
that the grave of my John is out there somewhere.
EDITH: “Let the dead bury their dead!” His grave is there
beyond the sea, while here your son’s alive,
as are your brother, mother, and the entire Christian community.
(CHRISTABELLE sighs, then begins poking around the house and straightening things.)
Today, our Reverend Godwinson shall explain
in public what “New Canaan” means. Son, will you attend?

At these words, DAVY quietly, but deftly, lies down on the bench and covers himself with a coat.

RICHARD: No, Mother.
EDITH: Why not?
RICHARD: I'm tired and ... How should I say this?
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I think that there will be very little that’s new
in his explanation.
EDITH: My Son, a freethinking spirit has crept into you.
Your late father committed a grave error
when he sent you on a journey to the papal land!
Cunning Rome has poisoned you.
RICHARD: Dear Mother!
Cunning Rome is not responsible for the fact that
Master Godwinson is not very eloquent.
EDITH: For a sincere soul and a good heart
eloquence is not necessary. Truth and God’s word suffice.
RICHARD: I read the Bible. Eloquence can be found there.
EDITH: I don’t know, Son, your words appear to be simple,
yet somehow they ring of cunning.
RICHARD: Well then, forget them, Mother dear.
And don’t be angry. Don’t you know your own Richard?
He is a little like his father.
CHRISTABELLE: Our dad was always joking and smiling.
EDITH: But he was always God-fearing.
CHRISTABELLE: That is what I was about to say, Mother.
EDITH: We must go now, or else they will begin to read
God’s word without us. When the hour of rest is over,
heavenly matters must be left, and earthly ones
begun. Let us not miss God’s hour.
CHRISTABELLE: I'm ready, but where is Davy?
(Sees him on the bench.)
What is this? Has he fallen asleep? Get up, child!
RICHARD: Let the boy be, dear Sister. He is still young,
and he truly worked like a grown man.
EDITH (trying to wake DAVY, who is in a deep sleep):
He has fallen into a deep sleep and I cannot
wake him. God be with him, we should not be late.
Come, Daughter.
RICHARD: Wait a moment. Belle,
where is my wax?
CHRISTABELLE (taken aback): Why do you ask?
RICHARD: I would like to sculpt a bit while I am resting.
EDITH: For toys you have the time and the desire.
RICHARD: For me they are not toys dear Mother! You know that.
But there is no time for arguments. Where is the wax?
Belle dear, you must have put it somewhere.
CHRISTABELLE: You have not mentioned it for such a long time!
RICHARD: Because I did not have a free moment here!
More than once I have forgotten my own needs.
All day I work so hard, and then at night
I sleep like a dead man. I have become an ox,
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yet, like the Babylonian King, I don’t know why
I am being punished. And, now, for a while, I can be
human again. So where is that wax of mine?
CHRISTABELLE: Brother dear, please do forgive me!
They asked for it, and Mother ordered me to—
RICHARD: Belle dear, I'm afraid I don’t understand you.
EDITH: The congregation took your wax for candles,
so that God’s word could then be read.
Our Reverend Godwinson’s eyes have weakened from reading
by the light of kindling.
RICHARD: Oh, Mother! Mother!
EDITH: Listen, my Son!
RICHARD: I cannot listen! Go, leave me alone!
I am not myself now! Get out of my sight!
EDITH: You say that to your own mother?
RICHARD: I am saying it to you, I would not say it
to anyone else but simply-
EDITH: What? Strike them? Tell me!
RICHARD: Leave me alone!
CHRISTABELLE: Let him be, Mama. He shall calm down.
Come now, it is time.
EDITH (looking at her son for a moment and then going to the door):
He does not honour his own mother! And why?
Because of some useless wax! May God forgive you.
(EDITH and CHRISTABELLE leave.)
RICHARD (alone and quiet for a moment):
May God forgive whom? Surely the one
who is not aware of what he is doing.
What can we do? To forgive or punish is God’s
concern, and of no use at all to people.
If I avenged a wrong or forgave it,
as our law demands, the wrong would still not change.
It would keep rubbing like a stone and gnaw away
at the heart, whether it is righteous or sinful makes no difference.
Now, for me to sit and look at these useless hands
deprived of their beloved work, the one thing
that beautified my life, is worse than an
unremitted transgression, or a tortured conscience ...

The women have barely gone when DAVY jumps up from the bench, creeps up to RICHARD, and
tries to catch his attention. But RICHARD does not hear him.

DAVY: A question, Uncle: can you sculpt only with wax?

RICHARD: Why do you want to know?

DAVY (sitting at RICHARD'S feet and looking earnestly into his eyes): Dear Uncle, please tell me!
RICHARD: I can also sculpt with clay, but there is none around.

DAVY: Really! There is not? But we used some to make the chimney.
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RICHARD: It’s not that kind of clay. A statue is not
a chimney. Keep that in mind.
pDAVY (hurt): I know, Uncle, I just wanted to say ... I will not now,
because you’ll get angry again.
RICHARD: I am not angry with you, Davy. Do not mind me.
pavY: Well, Uncle, I have tried sculpting with bread.
RICHARD: You tried sculpting? Don’t do it, Davy.
Do not even try it.
pAVY: Why not? Do you think that it’s bad?
I think I did it well. At least take a look.
(Takes out of his pocket a figurine made from bread and shows it to RICHARD.)
See? It is Godwinson. He has a long coat,
a round head, a book in his hand and a mouth
from ear to ear. And the ears-see how they stick out?
Is not this what he truly looks like?
RICHARD (examining DAVY’S figurine little by little and then taking it):
Let me take a look. (Smiling) It really is Godwinson!
Is this the first time you have sculpted a figurine?
DAVY: No, the whole time we were at sea I sculpted things.
RICHARD: Then why didn’t I notice?
DAVY: Well, I was hiding them from Mother and Grandma.
They do not like it.
RICHARD: But why did you hide from me, Davy?
DAVY: I was embarrassed to show them. They were all bad.
RICHARD (examining the figurine): You see, Davy, his nose should be longer,
and his head should be hanging.
DAVY: That is true. But it can be fixed.
The bread is still fresh.
RICHARD: ... and should be tilted
to one side like this (fixing it),
and his hands should be folded on the book.
DAVY: No, his finger should be in the book, as if
he is marking the place in the text. (Mimicking a nasal voice)
“Chapter 10, Hosea, verse one.” (Laughing)
If only I could sculpt the way you do!
I would sculpt everyone: old Mrs. Stokeley,
that owl in the large glasses who will not let us play
games on Sundays, or stout Dick singing a hymn,
his face wrinkled up like a baked apple.
RICHARD: Why do you want to sculpt things like that?
DAVY: Because I like things that look funny.
RICHARD: What about those that are beautiful?
Do you not like them?
DAVY: Why would I not? It is
just that I would have to make them up.
And T am not good enough for that yet. (Moving closer to RICHARD)
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Uncle, let me look at the statuette you made
when we were still on the boat.
RICHARD: Are you really interested?
DAVY: I am!
RICHARD: Well, fetch it then. It’s there, in the closet.
DAVY (by the closet): May I also get whatever you
brought back from Italy?
RICHARD: No,
do not touch that. What are you doing there?
DAVY: I am reading the inscription, and
it is hard to understand Latin. (Reading slowly)
Pereat mundus, fiat ars. What does that mean?
RICHARD: “Let the world perish, but let art prevail.”
DAVY: Art?
RICHARD: You know: sculpture, music, painting.
DAVY: Oh, I understand. Who said that?
RICHARD: It was a kind of saying in Venice
at the sculptors circle, into which I was accepted.
DAVY: It must have been quite a merry life there, Uncle.
RICHARD: Oh yes, yes, my boy.
DAVY: How could you leave that circle?
RICHARD: Then who would have kept you from poverty
and feed your grandmother, mother, and you?
DAVY: I would have managed alone, somehow.
RICHARD: Just like your father?
DAVY: Oh, Da! Da! Tell me, why did they kill him?
RICHARD: Because of a book.
DAVY: What was in that book?
RICHARD: He wrote that images should not be revered
and that the Anglican Church is profane.
DAVY: But that is true! Grandma says that,
and even the Holy Scriptures say that.
RICHARD: Do you think men are not punished for speaking the truth?

DAVY stands holding the figurine silently, deep in thought.
JENNY CAMPBELL, a young girl, very plainly dressed, enters and pauses at the threshold.

JENNY: Oh, excuse me! Are you alone?
RICHARD: Come in, please. My good mother
and Belle will return shortly.

JENNY remains standing. Embarrassed, she plays with the edge of her apron and does not enter
the room.

DAVY (looking at the figurine he is holding and then at JENNY):
Miss Jenny, look this is your portrait!

JENNY: Where? (Steps forward.)

DAVY: Right here!

JENNY (pretending she does not see the resemblance):
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How can this be a portrait of me?
She is dressed just like a princess.
RICHARD: Are clothes so important? You too could dress like a princess.
jENNY: How could I do that? I am but a simple girl.
RICHARD: Believe me, Miss Jenny, no one would be
surprised to see you in clothes like this.
JENNY: Oh, Master Iron! You have grown accustomed
to giving compliments to ladies.
RICHARD: Why do you think that I was accustomed?
JENNY: Well, you were always in the finest company,
sometimes even at the royal court!
RICHARD: At royal artists’ homes, you mean.
JENNY: It is all the same! Grand ladies come to the court
to have their portraits painted.
DAVY: That is nothing! If only you could hear my uncle
describing the balls, comedies, and masquerades he has seen
around the world! That is worth listening to!
RICHARD: Don’t prattle on so, Davy!
JENNY (to DAVY): Do you think your uncle is interested in telling me that?
RICHARD: Miss Jenny, if I only knew you’d be interested in hearing it—
JENNY: Everyone is interested in listening to a worldly man.
DAVY: Uncle, tell us about the carnival in that city on the water.
What is it called?
RICHARD: Do you mean Venice?
DAVY: Yes! Yes!
JENNY: They say that it is beautiful there.
RICHARD: They call that city “the Queen of the Seas,”
but I would call it the cradle of beauty.
When, on an azure night, I looked at the marble city,
it seemed to me that human hands could not have built
those white palaces, but that they lifted themselves out of the sea,
the way silvery mists arise.

JENNY listens intently, leaning on the fireplace. RICHARD stares at her and pauses.

DAVY: Go on, Uncle! Why aren’t you speaking?
RICHARD: Give me a knife and some wood.
DAVY: What for?
RICHARD: It is easier to talk while I am carving.
(DAVY hands him a knife and wood. As RICHARD carves, he glances at JENNY.)
Whenever the black gondolas were in sight
and the boats’ sails shimmered on the horizon
as they sailed toward the city, it seemed to me
that mystic stars were sending Venice a gift
of incomparable dreams, and it was accepting them
delicately rocking them to sleep so as not to frighten them.
(The wood abruptly breaks in his hands. Annoyed, he throws it into the fire.)
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Give me some clay, Davy.
DAVY: The plain kind that we have?
RICHARD: If that is all we have.

DAVY leaves and quickly returns with the clay.

RICHARD (continuing without DAVY and then, while not interrupting his tale, taking the clay
and beginning to mould something from it):
As dawn would break and I would still be looking
at the enchantress that people call Venice.
As soon as the sun’s first rays hit the stone walls,
they would light up with a golden glow,
and it seemed as if the sea began smiling as it awoke
and saw the beauty of the magnificent queen.
The best time to behold her is when dawn is just breaking,
before the people have risen or just gone to bed.
Venice does not like to sleep at night. It is then
that the marble comes to life and the stone populace of statutes
seems to be performing a mystery play. The marble faces
change expression as though alive under the sun’s rays.
What a handsome people! It is no wonder that simple folk
believe nymphs and water sprites came from the sea
and climbed onto the walls to see how wide that world is,
but they became so engrossed in gazing at the beautiful city
that they did not notice the moon disappear.
When the sun shot through its sharp rays,
all the nymphs then turned to stone,
for they are forbidden to look at the sun.
DAVY: Are there really nymphs in the sea?
RICHARD: For those who believe in them, yes, there are.
DAVY: If I believe in them, will I see them?
RICHARD: I am certain that you will.
JENNY: But Dad says it is a sin to believe in such things.
RICHARD: But what if one believes in them?
JENNY: Read the Holy Scriptures, and the mind will become enlightened.
RICHARD: But the dream will remain.

EDITH and CHRISTABELLE enter. With them are GODWINSON and JOSHUA CAMPBELL. Both men
have short hair. GODWINSON wears a long coat, like that of a cleric or a scholar. CAMPBELL is
dressed in simple Puritan garb.

GODWINSON: Peace to this household!

RICHARD stands up silently and bows. DAVY and JENNY move to the side. JENNY exchanges
greetings with the women, while DAVY hides in the alcove.

CAMPBELL: Peace be with you!

RICHARD: How are you ... good Mr. Campbell?

CAMPBELL (not replying to RICHARD but speaking to JENNY):
Why are you here?
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JENNY (confused): 1 just arrived ... to visit Mistress Christabelle.
cAMPBELL (looking at RICHARD): Listen, Daughter, stop that formality.
We are all brothers and sisters in Christ.
We should address each other always by name,
Even the King himself. Do you understand?
JENNY: I understand, Father.
GODWINSON (to RICHARD):
And you, young man, perhaps you are not accustomed
to our simplicity, but now it is time for you
to forget your impious practices.
RICHARD: I never had any.
GODWINSON: Whoever spent three years among the papists
must have picked up their customs, too.
RICHARD: Italy may be behind us in matters of faith,
but it could teach even us some customs.
EDITH (fo CHRISTABELLE):
Prepare some food for your brother, for if we are
to go, we must get ready now.

CHRISTABELLE busies herself by the stove. JENNY helps her, and they converse softly.

RICHARD: Go where? I am not planning to go anywhere.
CAMPBELL: Just now at the meeting we decided to build a house
for pastor Godwinson.
RICHARD: But I thought—
GODWINSON: Yes, I do have a cottage, but the congregation,
in its goodness, wants to build me a stone house in its stead.
It is not for me—I would never agree to that—
but for the good of the whole community,
for people will gather at my house for pious discussions

on Saturdays. Now it’s cramped and hence not comfortable really.

But I did say to the congregation
that so much work would be a waste.
CAMPBELL: It is nothing, Father.
If the entire congregation performs the labour,
it will be built in no time. Perhaps even before winter.
RICHARD: Winter is fast approaching and it is doubtful
that all the citizens could do this work.
CAMPBELL: Why not?
RICHARD: Simply because not everyone has a home of their own yet.

EDITH: But at our minister’s residence, a spiritual fire would burn for us all.

CAMPBELL: Yes, Richard, take your tools and the boy—

RICHARD: The boy is very tired, and too young for communal work.
CAMPBELL: Then come alone.

RICHARD: I do not know if I shall come.

CAMPBELL: Why not?

RICHARD: I do not have the time. I have already promised
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our neighbour that I would build a fireplace in her
cottage as soon as I have finished here.
Today I must go to her.
EDITH: It seems to me
that your neighbour can wait a bit.
RICHARD: I don’t believe she can, Mother dear.
CAMPBELL: But the congregation decided
that everyone should take part in this task.
RICHARD: I was not at the council meeting.
CAMPBELL: You could have come.
RICHARD: But no one called me.
EDITH: I called you.
RICHARD: You did not tell me that such deliberations
would be taking place at that meeting.
I thought it was only for a prayer gathering.
CAMPBELL: That is exactly what it was, but
at the same time we decided to settle certain matters.
Nevertheless, whether you were there or not,
when the entire congregation decides a matter
everyone is obliged to observe the decision.
RICHARD: He who has the strength to oppose orders
always works only when he has the desire to do so.
EDITH: I would think that you have the desire.
RICHARD: Please allow me to do the thinking about it.
CAMPBELL: But the congregation does not ask any opinions of those
who go against its decisions. You may think
whatever pleases you, but you must obey.
The rule of the congregation is God’s rule,
and all other opinions must be silent before it.
RICHARD: It is not becoming for Puritans to speak this way.
CAMPBELL: Why is it not? Pray, explain.
RICHARD: For if we were not defending the freedom of thought,
then I'd not know what it is we fought for.
GODWINSON: For God’s word, and for civil freedom.
RICHARD: In your opinion, of what does civil freedom consist?
CAMPBELL: That neither the King nor Parliament dare
violate the verdict of the congregation,
which is a free and independent body.

GODWINSON (with a threatening voice): The congregation can then cut away any

of its unworthy sprouts and throw them into
the fire, and no one may defend them.

RICHARD (fo GODWINSON): In such a congregation there is truly freedom for all Pharisees.

GODWINSON: Richard, why did you say that?

RICHARD: Sapienti sat.

GODWINSON (rising): Oh, what well-mannered language!
EDITH: Son, you forget that you are younger and that you
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are speaking to a guest in our house. Good Teacher, forgive him,
and do not be offended by his impulsive words.
RICHARD: Mother, I have not said mea culpa yet!
cAMPBELL: What manner of Catholic prattle is that?
GODWINSON (taking his hat): May God give you peace.
gpITH: Honoured Teacher! Do not leave my house in anger.
Do not punish me so harshly for my son’s thoughtless words.
GODWINSON: Having regard for you, worthy Edith, I shall remain.

A very poorly dressed woman arrives, pauses at the threshold, and bows a few times to those
assembled.

WOMAN: Peace to this worthy household!
RICHARD: And peace to you, good woman.
(The woman remains at the threshold. She looks dejected and low-spirited.)
Join us, please.
GODWINSON (to CAMPBELL): I seem to have forgotten this woman’s face.
CAMPBELL (fo GODWINSON): That is because she does not come to the meetings.
She is the wife of Rivers, the one who fled
to Rhode Island after our last elections.
GODWINSON: He was an evil man. He sought to mislead
the congregation. What does she want?
WOMAN (fo RICHARD): Good Master, sir, I only came to ask you—
RICHARD: Yes, I know. I did not forget. I shall come today.
WOMAN: Forgive me ... for troubling you ...
I would not have dared, but times are so hard.
Autumn is here, while I have no place to light a fire
and keep my poor children warm!
GODWINSON: Have you no house?
CAMPBELL: They have one.
WOMAN: There is a house. My husband put together
a small hut, but it has no stove.
It is as damp there as in a cellar. My youngest
is in bed with a fever, and I myself
can hardly lift my head in the morning. We have lived
in misery, and now it seems the end has come.
There is no help from anyone ... or any advice.
The congregation is wrathful ... but how am I to blame?
If it were only me, but there are the children. (Cries.)
RICHARD (to GODWINSON): So, are infants responsible for the sins of their parents?
GODWINSON: I, Master, cannot speak for the congregation. It decides.
CAMPBELL (to the WOMAN): I advise you, poor woman, to wait awhile.
Once the congregation finishes its communal task,
we shall discuss the matter, and perhaps
then we shall help you, too.
WOMAN (looking at RICHARD with a tearful expression, then at GODWINSON and CAMPBELL):
I could wait ... but the child, I just hope he does not die.
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RICHARD (calling): Davy! (DAVY comes out of the side room.)
Gather the tools. We are going to do some masonry!

In the corner DAVY gathers up the tools brought in at the beginning of the act.

CHRISTABELLE (calling from the oven): Richard, you should eat something first.
RICHARD: Later. I am not hungry. Hurry up, Davy!
DAVY: I am ready, Uncle.
RICHARD (to the WOMAN): So, let us go.

(Silently bows to GODWINSON and CAMPBELL and leaves with DAVY.)
WOMAN (bowing): May God’s grace be with you.
CAMPBELL: Farewell!

The WOMAN bows again to everyone and follows RICHARD and DAVY.

GODWINSON: Edith, it is plain that your son wishes to engage
in a duel with the congregation!
CAMPBELL: Reverend, you are too hard on him. I see no sin
in the boy taking pity on that poor woman.
Compassion for the poor is a Christian obligation.
GODWINSON: That family is poor owing to its own ignominy ...
Now that she is poverty-stricken, this woman
is as obedient as a sheep. But she has
the soul of a wolf. (To CAMPBELL) She did not listen to you.
Obviously she needs the Master, not the congregation.
God shall punish her as He punished Sapphira,
Annanias’s sinful wife, who tried to hide
her husband’s sin from the congregation.
I am certain that Richard did not go to help her
just from the kindness of his heart.
CAMPBELL: Do not attack him so, Reverend. He is brave!
And to be honest, I do like bravery.
He is like a bullock that is not yet used to the yoke.
All in all, he has a good nature. I have known him
since he was a child. His late father, Jack, and I
shared our bread and salt for many years. Edith,
do you remember how your old husband and I
gave the Anglicans some hard times?
EDITH: Yes, Brother Joshua, I will not forget
the kind of friend you were to Jake.

GODWINSON sits down beside the hearth to stoke the fire, bends to pick up the poker, and notices
the bread figurine on the floor. He picks it up, looks at it, and then stands up and turns to Edith.

GODWINSON: Edith! Your son made this, did he not?

(Shows the figurine to her and places it in front of her on the table.)
EDITH (humiliated): Oh, what can I do with him, Reverend Godwinson!

My heart is rent in two that he is heading toward ruin.
GODWINSON: I am sorry that the Lord has punished a most pious mother
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with such a sinful son, but I can no longer
abide in a home where your son is the head of the household.
gDITH: Oh, good Teacher!
GODWINSON: No, I cannot!
May God be with you! (Leaves quickly.)
eDITH (clasping her hands): O Lord! Why do You punish us?
caMPBELL: What did he find there? (Looking at the statuette) Ha-ha-ha-ha!
That’s very well done! It truly does resemble
our teacher, Godwinson! True, perhaps it is sinful,
but it came out beautifully! See that, Jenny?
JENNY (coming closer and smiling): Why did our honoured teacher become so angry?
People have their portraits painted so why
Should not one make statues of them?
cAMPBELL: Well, Jenny, portraits are only paintings,
but anything that is moulded and carved is an idol, not a portrait.
JENNY: But Da, I thought that only likenesses of gods were idols.
caMPBELL: No, it is said that no one should sculpt or mould
“any likeness,” because it is loathsome to God.
JENNY: But if someone should mould a figure just for amusement,
is that a sin?
cAMPBELL: That? How should I say this?
If’s not that ...Well, it’s just not proper ...Why do you ask?
JENNY (ashamed): Oh, just because ...
CAMPBELL: I'm astonished at Richard!
A decent and honest boy, but he cannot seem to give up
this foolishness.
EDITH: Brother, you are too kind.
This is more than mere foolishness.
It is a sin, and a serious one, mind you.
This is my cross to bear. This is the wound
in my heart—this foolishness ...
CAMPBELL: Oh, Sister, now you are falling into sin,
the sin of despair. Richard is young. As he enjoys not drink
or courts a girl, he needs something else to play with ...
it is his young blood. One day he shall marry,
build his own nest, and forget his little toys.
EDITH: Please, God, let it be so! May your words come true.
Meanwhile, the blood in my veins runs cold when I see such “toys.”

She points toward several statuettes in an open cupboard. CAMPBELL looks closely at another
statuette and recognizes Jenny’s likeness.

CAMPBELL: Aha! And what is this, Joanna?

JENNY (very embarrassed): I don’t know, Da.

CAMPBELL (severely): You should understand that I do not allow such toys!
This had better be the last time!

JENNY: Yes, Da.
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cAMPBELL: I will tell Richard to destroy this so that it shall cease to be.
JENNY (involuntarily): Oh, Da!
CAMPBELL (sternly): Jenny!
JENNY: Nothing, nothing.
(To CHRISTABELLE ) Sister Christabelle,
I am such a sinner! I'm sorry for the figurine. (Goes to the alcove.)
CAMPBELL: Where are you heading, Jenny? It is time for us
to go home. I have not eaten since morning.
EDITH: Then stay here, Brother Joshua, and share whatever
God has sent us for our meal.
CAMPBELL: No, Sister, I must go. It is high time
to be at work. My axe will not come to me.
I must go home for it.
EDITH: Brother Joshua,
could you please take me to the place where
they will be building?
CAMPBELL: Why do you need to go there?
EDITH: I would go to work with the congregation.
CAMPBELL: Women are not called to go. Building a house
is not a woman’s work.
EDITH: In need, even a woman
must be able to do everything.
CAMPBELL: It is not yet of the utmost need.
EDITH: My family has never waited for the utmost need
to arise. We have always been in the vanguard.
If my son will not serve his congregation and God,
his mother shall go in his place. Then
no shame shall fall upon my family.
CAMPBELL: Edith, my Sister, that was beautifully said,
but a woman’s strength cannot match her words.
EDITH: I can carry bricks and mix the clay. The good settlers
will not disdain me. I'm certain.
CAMPBELL: As you wish. Come to my house, and I shall
lead you there, if that is your desire.
Peace be with you for now.
EDITH and CHRISTABELLE: May God be with you!

CAMPBELL and JENNY leave.

EDITH: Daughter, give me whatever you have as a repast,
and then get me a spade and some cloth and a rope.

CHRISTABELLE: Will you really go, Mother?

EDITH: Do I ever lie?

CHRISTABELLE: Mother dear, allow me to go and help.

EDITH: Whom do you want to help?

CHRISTABELLE: You, Mother.

EDITH: Then stay home.
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CHRISTABELLE: Why?
gDITH: Because that is what I wish.

Silence. CHRISTABELLE prepares the food. EDITH opens and reads the Bible. RICHARD and DAVY
rush in out of breath.

RICHARD: Belle dear, give us something to eat, and quickly.
CHRISTABELLE: You're back? So soon?
RICHARD: It’s only for a moment. It is because of
Davy. I see he is almost fainting from hunger, but
he would not go without me. I had to bring him here to eat.
(Paces around the room visibly upset while CHRISTABELLE prepares the food.)
O Lord! What misery there is upon this earth!
You cannot imagine, Belle, the misfortune of Rivers’s wife
and her children in that damp hut she calls a home.
And she is not the only one—-there are countless others like her ...
(Pacing silently, then pausing before EDITH)
You know, Mother, I was thinking that perhaps it truly
. is a sin to live the way I do.
EDITH (joyfully): Richard, have you finally come to that conclusion?
O, praise the Lord!
RICHARD: Today is the first time
I have seen human misery up close!
I have known just the poverty of artists. I have seen thrift,
unending work, but I have never seen convulsions
just from hunger or heard its stultified cries.
I did not see or hear or care! Mother,
is not such terrible indifference a sin?
I lived amidst beauty and dreams. I lifted myself
higher and higher on the wings of dreams, and now
I have fallen to the ground. Oh, Mother, how terribly isolated
I have been! It seems that a wing of my dreams
has been broken ... And it used to beat so freely!
EDITH: My Son! You seem to regret your dreams,
but now you understood that instead of dreams—
RICHARD: Yes, instead of dreams, it is bread
they need here! I will not cast a stone at them for that.
EDITH: Not only bread is needed here, but God’s word too.
Do not forget this! We should sincerely serve
those who give us the word of God.
RICHARD: Mother! Christ gave it to us long ago.
He did not hide the word in a secret place
under lock and key. Now everyone can take it.
There is no need for intermediaries.
EDITH: Son, you speak just like a Rhode Islander.
Rivers’s wife has led you to this. God strike her dead!
RICHARD: Do not curse her! She has already been stricken
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by misfortune. Mother, people who have called themselves

saints and sons of God offer their brothers

not bread, just stone! They shatter the wings

of bright dreams! It is they who deserve to be cursed!
EDITH: Enough words, for every word you utter is a new sin!
RICHARD: Yes, enough. For every word is a new poison

for you and for me.
CHRISTABELLE: The food is getting cold.

EDITH, RICHARD, and DAVY sit down at the table. CHRISTABELLE serves them. They eat in
silence. EDITH gets up first, takes the rope and spade, throws the cloth on her back, and goes to
the door.

RICHARD (to CHRISTABELLE): Where’s Mother going?
CHRISTABELLE: Well ... to work ...
EDITH (turning around at the threshold):

I, Son, am going to do work in your stead. (Slowly leaves.)
CHRISTABELLE (to DAVY): Son, you should go and help your grandmother.
DAVY: What do you say, Uncle Richard?

RICHARD: Do as you wish.
DAVY: I shall go with you.

DAVY begins eating diligently. RICHARD sits without touching his food.

CHRISTABELLE: Richard, you should eat now.
RICHARD: I cannot, Belle dear. (Silence.)
CHRISTABELLE: Campbell has scolded his daughter about this figurine.
He wants you to destroy it.
RICHARD (with sudden vehemence): 1 will not!
No one can order me to do so! (Someone knocks at the door.)
It is probably for me. (Rises.)
CHRISTABELLE (opening the door): Oh, my God!
Jonathan! Can you believe this, Richard?!
(Leads JONATHAN by the hand into the house.)
RICHARD (rushing to JONATHAN and greeting him warmly):
Where did you come from? I thought you had settled in Holland.
JONATHAN: I did settle there, but I could not stand it.
RICHARD: Why was that? Tell us everything that has happened to you.
Sit down, Jonathan!
(Seats him at the table and puts some food in front of him.)
And have some food, please.
JONATHAN: Thank you. 'm not hungry.
I had something to eat. My wife and I
have put up a tent, and we ate a little breakfast there.
CHRISTABELLE: What are you saying?! How can you live in a tent?
Until you build your own house, stay with us.
Right, Richard?
RICHARD: Of course, Belle. Naturally.
JONATHAN: But your mother—
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CHRISTABELLE: Oh, Mama will be very happy
to have you. I shall go and get your wife.
Where did you set up camp?

JONATHAN: How can I describe the place to you?

There, where the congregation is building something.
That is where we have set up camp.

CHRISTABELLE: Alright, I'll find her. (Exits.)

RICHARD: Well now, tell me, my friend:
why could you not stand it in Holland?
Was there no employment?

JONATHAN: No, that was not it.
I became disillusioned with the old world.
That ancient world has grown old sinfully.
It has become so set in its evil practices,
and even the vital spirit of the new faith
cannot resurrect that corpse! So it became clear to me
why God led Israel out of Egypt to a new land.
Had He not done so, that people would not have
become the chosen one. The old Egyptian abomination
would have taken hold of them like evil leprosy.
One day I shall tell you about my adventures in detail,
but now I do not even want to recall them.
I am glad I no longer have to think about it.

RICHARD: Nevertheless, Holland paves the way for new talent.
For this I would forgive even that “Egyptian abomination.”
JONATHAN: You speak this way, but you have not forgiven Venice
all its sins, despite the virtue of fine talent.

RICHARD: I have forgiven it no less than Christ forgave the harlot.

JONATHAN: You are admitting then that it is a harlot?

RICHARD: No, that is not what I meant. That would
not only be improper, but also ungrateful.

JONATHAN: But nonetheless the truth! I was afraid
that had I stayed any longer, I would never climb out
of its licentiousness.

RICHARD: I did not fear
that in the least.

JONATHAN: Then why did you flee from it,
just like Joseph ran from Potiphar’s wife?

RICHARD: Remember the Inquisition? Besides that, you know
serious obligations called us both home.

JONATHAN: That is true, yet you left Venice without regrets.

RICHARD: You noticed that? I did not realize it then myself.
(Becomes slightly preoccupied.)

And yet it is true! I was eager to leave. I was sated
with that splendour, the banquets, the tender beauty
of the Venetian women and the flatteries of the men.
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And what is worse is that this Puritan neck did not know
how to bend in the Catholic manner. My feet
did not want to step through the Doge’s high doorways
and slipped on the smooth floors of the patrons’ palaces.
In those palaces select talents flourish like imported flowers,
but in a hothouse they languish rather than bloom.
Though they are descendants of giants, they have been diminished,
their beauty debilitated and pampered.
JONATHAN: It is true the artists there grow lazy, like the hirelings
of some rich lord unaccustomed to God’s sun,
used only to the artificial light.
RICHARD: That talent has perhaps uttered its last words
and now, it seems, is ready to become mute.
JONATHAN: Yes, it seems that way. And is it not terrible,
Richard? Since we have linked our own fate to our talent.
RICHARD: But our destiny, dear Brother, shall not perish.
Italy is not the whole world! For us
the world has just begun here. We shall still fight.
Thank God were not born to be lackeys to magnates.
Other stars are in our horoscope.
While sailing here I gave much time to thought.
It became a great ocean of thoughts.
I remember how in the evenings our congregation would often
gather on the deck as one family. There, in the light
of the eternal bonfire that the Lord Himself
lit in the sky, and we sang hymns. The figures
of the singers looked as though cast from bronze:
severe, hard, full of strength and power.
Under the light of the stars they seemed immense,
and how much new beauty was there in them,
which was unknown in that Italian world
where I studied the rudiments of art!
It was then, I dreamt, that in this congregation,
in a new land, I would light a new fire of eternal beauty.
These were such passionate dreams ... If only you knew!
JONATHAN: What happened? Did they disappear?
RICHARD: No, they have not left me yet,
though they did fade a little. In this new land
I see that many thickets must be cleared out first,
and only then can a bonfire be lit—
JONATHAN: Thickets? What thickets? Are you speaking of the wilderness?
RICHARD: No, that wilderness frightens me the least,
though it destroys my strength the most.
You know, there isn’t even any decent clay here.
But even that is not important. Perhaps we shall find
some later ...but here, among people evil thorns grow.
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JONATHAN: Who are they?
RICHARD: After you've lived here for a while,
you will see for yourself ... Oh, Jonathan,
what a hard day this has been for me.
Thank God it has ended so happily!
(Puts his arm around JONATHAN’S shoulder.)
My faithful friend! My sincere, dear friend!
My brother in sacred talent. God himself
has brought you here to help me.
Together we will move mountains. Shall we not?
(Laughs with joy and jokingly shakes JONATHAN by the shoulders.)
joNATHAN: Ouch! Ouch! Let go! I'm not a mountain!
Well, Brother, you have gained the strength of Goliath here.
The wilderness has been of benefit to you.
RICHARD: Everything has been of benefit! The wilderness as well
as the thorns! Now there is nothing I fear!

Act Two

The same house as in Act One, only it is more orderly. On the fireplace mantle are many
sketches, miniatures, and various sculptures. On the walls hang sculpting and masonry tools.
There are many shelves, some filled with sculptures, others with new dishes. In one corner stands
a potter’s wheel. The entire house has the look of both a sculptor’s studio and a pottery work-
shop. There are many unfinished works. Busts covered with wet cloths rest on moveable stands.
In the interior of the house is an alcove, where, instead of a bed, there is a small platform. On it
stands a young INDIAN GIRL in native garb. RICHARD is sculpting a life-size statue of her. He is
doing this intently, stepping toward and back from the statue, taking a closer look, and making
changes to the girl’s pose or the sculpture. His passion and ecstasy are discernible in his swift and
energetic hand movements.

RICHARD (to himself): This way. That will be better. No, that way!
That’s right! Stand, girl, and do not move.
Are you tired perhaps? (The INDIAN GIRL shakes her head.) Then stand a bit longer,
and I will give you beads for this. Lovely,
and shiny ones. Do you like beads? (Takes beads from the shelf and shows them to her.
She smiles and claps her hands.)
Eh, you ruined the pose! (Goes and corrects her pose.)
You can smile, but do not move your hands!

He gestures that she should not wave her arms and smiles. There is a knock at the door.

VOICE (on the other side of the door): Is Master Richard home?
RICHARD: I am here!

As soon as she hears the knock, the INDIAN GIRL jumps up and pulls the drapes around the
alcove so the visitor cannot see her.

JONATHAN: Good day, Richard!
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RICHARD: Good day to you!
I have not seen you in such a long time.
It seems that you have been avoiding my house,
dear Brother.
JONATHAN: No, I have not!
RICHARD: Sit down then, please, and be my guest.
I shall continue working for a while.

He moves the curtain aside and brings the INDIAN GIRL into view. JONATHAN quickly turns
away from RICHARD and the girl.

RICHARD: Because the clay dries quickly, as you well know.
Time does not stand still.

JONATHAN silently opens a large book lying on the table and leans over it.

RICHARD (fixing the INDIAN GIRL’S pose and then singing while starting to work):

Lily white flowers
I saw on the knoll.
Fly to my darling,
My yearning soul.

(Speaking) Oh, Jonathan, I am truly having a holiday!
Look at the clay I was able to find here!
Even sculptors in Italy would find it priceless!
(Hands JONATHAN a lump of clay.)
JONATHAN: It truly is good clay.
I must take some for myself.
RICHARD: You are working again?
Thank God! I am very happy you have returned to work.
JONATHAN: I have, but with a different heart and soul.
Having cast pride aside, with humility in my soul,
I have dedicated myself to the service of God.
RICHARD: And what exactly do you do?
JONATHAN: Whatever the congregation needs.
RICHARD: And what is that?
JONATHAN: Oh, each day brings new needs.
RICHARD (listening inattentively because he is working, and then singing):

Oh, azure bluebells

I saw in full bloom.

For whom d’you weave the garland,
My beauty, for whom?

JONATHAN: What are you singing?
RICHARD: A Florentine song. (Singing)

“Red pomegranate blossoms.” (The INDIAN GIRL lowers her hand.)
Again? You must be tired? Well, just stand there

one more minute, and then I will let you rest. (Fixing her pose)
You know, my friend, this statue will be something new.
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My heart has not been as inflamed as it is now.
It seems to me that I could work day and night.
A model like this is not so easily found!

I searched all year and found her just today.
What a lovely wild child! Look, Jonathan!

JONATHAN: Richard, to be honest with you, I never thought
that you could ever come to this.
RICHARD: What do you mean, Jonathan?
JONATHAN: You know quite well what I mean.
RICHARD: No, indeed, I do not.
JONATHAN: Oh, that is enough!
Who does not know what models mean to a young sculptor!
Had you chosen at least a Christian one.
RICHARD (hurt, stopping his work):
Oh, Jonathan! If Godwinson had said that
I would not be surprised, but to hear you,
an artist, say such a thing to a fellow artist,
I am astonished, and I pity you.
Had you been born a true artist, your thoughts
your imagination, would be more chaste.
You know that during that majestic time
when we create, we are removed from the world
of sin and are surrounded by a world of dreams,
that Kingdom of God on earth that most
people seek rather in vain.
JONATHAN: And you think you have found it?
RICHARD: I know I have.
JONATHAN: Then you are most fortunate.
RICHARD: I have had enough of being miserable!
Enough of weeping and wailing, moaning and gnashing
of teeth. The earth is not hell, people are not cursed,
and joy is not a sin. It is God’s gift to man.
JONATHAN: If that joy truly comes from God.
But what has made it come to you now?
A woman’s body is sinful beauty!
You wish to lure others with it.
What kind of Kingdom of God on earth is that?
RICHARD (Without saying anything at first, walks away silently, gives the INDIAN GIRL beads
and a string, closes the curtain around the alcove, and covers the statue with a wet
cloth before turning to JONATHAN.):
Then let not sinful beauty entice your saintly eyes.
Oh, Jonathan! Who clouded your vision with cataracts?
There was a time when you held a different view.
I was so happy when you came to our colony here!
Jonathan, I greeted you as a dear brother!
Do I now see an enemy before me?
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JONATHAN (thinking a while before giving RICHARD his hand):
No, Richard, you do not see an enemy.
People do not become enemies so quickly, and I hope
to walk with you down the same road.
It appears to you that I have grown blind,
but I think you have not begun to see yet.
RICHARD: Well, all right then, let us abandon this dispute.
What were you reading there?
(Looking at the book) The Bible? About the Exodus?
JONATHAN: Well, I wanted to ask your advice about—
RICHARD: But I, Brother, am such a poor theologian.
JONATHAN: No, it is not about theology. It is something else.
The congregation needs a candlestick for the prayer meetings.
I think that perhaps here it would be possible
for the artist and the Christian to be in accord.
The congregation wishes to have a candlestick made
according to the description found in the Bible. Listen:
(reading the description) “And thou shalt make
a candlestick of pure gold. Its shaft and its branches,
its bowls, its knobs, and its flowers, shall be of the same.”
I cannot figure out how many bowls or what kind of knobs.
I can’t understand it! Here, you read it.
RICHARD (reading silently and then pushing the book away):
My advice is this: if you wish to remain an artist,
close this book and do not read this text again.
JONATHAN: I wish to remain a Christian.
RICHARD: You are placing yourself into Egyptian captivity!
Along with Godwinson our congregation understands beauty
about as much as my walking stick, and perhaps even less!
JONATHAN: Richard, be thankful that you said this to a friend,
for if these words ever reach the ears of the congregation
and the pastor—
RICHARD: Oh my! And how you frighten me!
I am ready to say it to their faces:
there is no sin in the truth.
I told them something quite similar when they asked me
to mould date palms above the school’s windows
and doors. In his wisdom, Godwinson devised this adornment
after reading about it somewhere in the Scriptures. (Laughs.)
JONATHAN: By the way, I wanted to tell you that it is
in vain that you have begun wrangling with the congregation,
and with Godwinson especially.
RICHARD: What Is Godwinson to me?
JONATHAN: It is enough that he has great power in the congregation.
RICHARD: Let him have his power in the congregation.
I am in seclusion, and that is enough for us both.
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JONATHAN: You plan to stand alone against the congregation?
What is the point of your work then?
RICHARD: It is for beauty’s sake.
JONATHAN: Who needs that kind of beauty?
RICHARD: Both I and those who will follow in my footsteps need it.
JONATHAN: Where do you see such people?
RICHARD: There is Davy, at least.
JONATHAN: That boy?
RICHARD: That boy.
And Davy’s smile means more to me than all
of Godwinson’s curses. As for the congregation,
I give it what it needs. (Pointing to the earthenware)
I have settled all my accounts.
JONATHAN: No, Richard, not all your accounts. Your honourable mother—
RICHARD: That is enough! I am not accustomed to speaking
about this with anyone. It is enough for you to know
that I will never become a prisoner in my own home.
JONATHAN: Where does your obstinacy come from?
RICHARD: All of my kin were like that: followers of Wycliffe
and Lollards, Dissenters, Independents. Such were my ancestors.
All of my relatives strove for freedom from the King,
the Church, and Parliament, as I do now. It is in my blood.
JONATHAN: These are proud words. But they do not reflect
a tranquil soul.
RICHARD: Why do I need tranquility?
I am still alive. It is much too early to rest.
JONATHAN: I would like to know one thing: are you always as sure
of yourself as you are now? Don’t you ever
know suffering or hesitation?
RICHARD: And why would I not know them?
Everything that you are saying I have told myself
more than once. But I have overcome that hesitation
and suffering. I have lived through them once and for all.
My mind, my heart, and my faith tell me
that my chosen path is true. Yet, there are other doubts.
Overcoming them is much more difficult for someone
so alone. Jonathan, a short while ago
you gave me your hand in friendship. You are the only one
in this wilderness who could really help me,
if you would only want to.
JONATHAN: If only I could. The will is there.
RICHARD: Then you must tell me, Brother, truly (uncovering the statue)
what is badly done in this statue?
JONATHAN: In my view, the whole thing is wrong.
RICHARD: Is it wrong, or is it just pagan?
JONATHAN: It is pagan.
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RICHARD: For a moment, forget that you have already become a saint,
and look at it with your former eyes.
When we still roamed together through Italian palaces,
if someone had suddenly shown you this statue,
what would you have said about it?
JONATHAN: I would have said, “It is a beautiful creation.”
RICHARD: And if someone had asked you to indicate what to change in it?
JONATHAN: I would have said, “Nothing.” But I would only have said
this as a pagan. Now, as a Christian, I say, “Destroy it!”
RICHARD: Then I shall spare no cost to have it cast in bronze.
JONATHAN: Richard, I must warn you, before it is too late. (DAVY enters.)
DAVY: Uncle, some people are here to see you.
RICHARD: Then ask them in.
DAVY: I did, but they will not come in.
They say that they would speak to you in the orchard,
because it is more comfortable there.
RICHARD: Who are these people?
DAVY: They are from Rhode Island. Go, they are waiting.
RICHARD: I am on my way. Stay a while longer, Jonathan. (Exits.)
JONATHAN: Does your uncle not know anything yet?
DAVY: But you were supposed to tell him.
JONATHAN: I did not get the chance. Tell him yourself.
DAVY: Do not worry about me! I know what to do without you.
JONATHAN: You are not very polite today, Davy.
DAVY: Oh, leave me alone! (Moves toward the door.)
JONATHAN: Where are you going, Davy?
DAVY: I am going to find out what is going on out there.
JONATHAN: Wait a minute, and I shall go with you.

They both exit. The INDIAN GIRL leaves the alcove and walks about the house smiling and
looking at the statue.

JENNY (rushing in): Oh dear! And where is Richard? Help! (Seeing the INDIAN GIRL)
Who are you? Why are you here?

(The INDIAN GIRL remains silent and glares with hostility at JENNY while leaning against the
statue’s pedestal. JENNY suddenly notices the statue.)

Oh!? So it is true then? You do live with him?
(Aggressively approaching the INDIAN GIRL)
Get out! Out, or I will kill you!

JENNY grabs a walking stick and begins swinging it at the INDIAN GIRL. The latter cries out,
grabsg a sculptor’s hammer, waves it about like a tomahawk, and advances on JENNY. EDITH
and CHRISTABELLE run into the house upon hearing the clamour. The INDIAN GIRL immediately
hides in the alcove. JENNY falls to the ground and begins weeping.

CHRISTABELLE: Sister Jenny, what is the matter, dear?
EDITH: What happened here, and why do you cry, Daughter? (Both approach JENNY.)
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JENNY (pushing them away and squirming like a child):
Leave me alone! Don’t touch me! I shall never
come here again. No wonder Father forbade me
to come here ... Oh, misery, how unhappy I am!
(Runs out of the house crying.)
gDITH: What is the matter with her?
CHRISTABELLE: Oh, that Jenny, she is still such a child.
It does not take much for her to start crying.
(Becoming pensive and sighing)
Oh, Mother!
EDITH: Why are you sighing?
CHRISTABELLE: You know why, Mother!
EDITH: There is no use in feeling pity.
CHRISTABELLE: Oh, Mother dear, Mother! Are they coming today?
EDITH: Yes.
CHRISTABELLE: You must defend Richard.
EDITH: We must defend only the truth, the truth alone.
CHRISTABELLE: But Richard is your son, he is of your blood.
If anyone were to attack my Davy, I would throw myself
at them like a flame.
EDITH: [ have already lost a son,
and now you are taking away my daughter?
CHRISTABELLE: Oh, Mother, what are you saying? God forbid!
How can you renounce your own children?
That is a sin, Mother. Christ does not want this.

EDITH (taking the Bible from the table and opening it at a bookmarked page):

Look here and read this carefully, Daughter.
Read it aloud. Right here, read it!
CHRISTABELLE (reading with a trembling voice):
Think not that I come to send peace on earth:
I come not to send peace, but a sword. For I am come
to set a man at variance against his father,
and the daughter against her mother, and
the daughter-in-law against her mother-in-law.
And a man’s foes shall be they of his own household.
(Stops reading with a groan.)
I do not have the strength to comprehend this, Mother!
EDITH: Go on reading! Do go on.
CHRISTABELLE: Oh Christ, Son of God!
(Her voice gradually weakens.)
He that loveth a father or mother more than me
is not worthy of me: and he that loveth a son or daughter
more than me is not worthy of me. (Her voice breaks.)
EDITH (finishing reading with a strong but solemn voice):
And he that taketh not his cross and followeth after me
is not worthy of me.
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RICHARD enters. As he does, CHRISTABELLE jumps up and goes to the side room.
EDITH stands over the book at the table but stares ahead with a dark, solemn, look.

RICHARD (sitting down on the bench by the fireplace and looking at his mother while quietly
saying to himself):
For some reason Mother is so solemn today ...
I am probably the cause of her sorrow ...
This sadness becomes her face, however ... she is aging
so beautifully. That look, those simple lines, even her clothes——
a true Mater Dolorosa.
(Takes some wax from the mantle and, studying his mother, begins moulding.)
EDITH: Son! What are you doing?
RICHARD: Nothing, just keeping my hands occupied. (Continues moulding rapidly.)
EDITH: Are you playing again?
RICHARD: And what is wrong with that?
Children play, and Christ loves children.
EDITH: Yours are not children’s toys, and you are not a child.
(Silence.) Listen, Son!

More silence. RICHARD continues moulding.

RICHARD: I am listening, Mother. Go on! Go on!
(Begins moulding even more swiftly.)
EDITH: You once said it is a sin to live the way you do.
RICHARD: That was long ago. I think differently now, Mother dear.
EDITH: And what exactly do you think?
RICHARD: I believe that everyone on this earth has
his own purpose and his own cross to bear.
EDITH: What do you think your purpose is?
RICHARD: My talent and my dream.
EDITH: You said once that what is needed here is bread, not dreams.
RICHARD: But later, Mother, I learned differently.
EDITH: Where did you learn this?
RICHARD: From the very book you are holding now.
I carefully read there a parable—
EDITH: The one about talents, Son? You certainly misunderstood it.
RICHARD: No, Mother, I read a simpler parable,
one that even a child can understand.
I read about Martha and Mary.
EDITH: Is that a parable?
RICHARD: It is the same thing, Mother. What matters here is how one understands it.
EDITH: And how did you understand it?
RICHARD: It’s quite simple really: while Martha cared
about the things that are of this world,
Mary craved that which is eternal.
EDITH: So you think—
RICHARD: To follow in Mary’s footsteps.
CHRISTABELLE (calling out with a tearful voice from the side room):
Come to me, Brother!
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RICHARD: What's the matter, Belle?

(Leaves his work on a stool in front of the fireplace and goes quickly to the side room.)
gDITH (hurrying to see the work RICHARD was moulding):

It is my face! Oh, God have mercy and save him!

He is lost forever and ever.

RICHARD and CHRISTABELLE come out of the side room, arm in arm.
CHRISTABELLE: Mother dear, look at me and him.
EDITH waves them away and, with exasperation and her head bowed, leaves the house.

RICHARD: What is the matter with Mother today, Belle?
You, too, are acting rather strangely.
CHRISTABELLE: It is nothing ...
It has passed. Richard, tell me, who were
those people in the orchard?
RICHARD: They were merchants from Rhode Island.
CHRISTABELLE: Why were they here?
RICHARD: They invited me to come to Rhode Island
to take a teacher’s job there.
The pay is not so small.
CHRISTABELLE: What did you tell them?
RICHARD: That I will not go.
CHRISTABELLE: Why not?
RICHARD: Are you surprised?
CHRISTABELLE: No ... Yes ...
It seems to me that if the pay is good,
Then ... perhaps it is worth—
RICHARD: Are you saying
that I should leave my family for that salary?
CHRISTABELLE (with forced self-restraint):
Don’t think of us. Go to Rhode Island, Richard.
It will be best for you.
RICHARD: What is this?
Are you pushing me out? Are you tired of me too, Belle dear?

CHRISTABELLE covers her face with her apron. RICHARD, astonished and troubled, comes up to
her. Suddenly JONATHAN enters. He stands at the doorstep and looks around the entire house.

JONATHAN: Has anyone been here yet?
CHRISTABELLE: No one.

JONATHAN leaves quickly.

RICHARD: Why did he ask that? Who was supposed to come?
CHRISTABELLE: Who? I don’t know ... Perhaps ... No, no one!

She bustles nervously around the house and then begins covering the statue with a cloth.

RICHARD: What are you doing, Belle? Take hold of yourself!
CHRISTABELLE: Just so it would not dry up.
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RICHARD (laughing): Oh, so you are concerned about it? I'm very pleased,
but leave it just the same. I, Belle dear, had better cover it myself.
(Covers the statue with a cloth. Someone knocks at the door the door. CHRISTABELLE
shudders.)
What is wrong? It is just the shutters. (Silence.)
CHRISTABELLE: Richard, perhaps you really should go there ...
RICHARD: Where?
CHRISTABELLE: To Rhode Island ... for a little while, at least.
RICHARD: Why? For what reason?
CHRISTABELLE: Well, not everyone here in the congregation likes you.
RICHARD: What news! I know that. ’'m used to it.
CHRISTABELLE: You really are sharp-tongued. If only
you would relinquish things from time to time.
RICHARD: Relinquish what? I cannot relinquish my talent.
CHRISTABELLE: Not completely, but perhaps for a while.
RICHARD: As Peter renounced Christ?
CHRISTABELLE: Oh, I do not know!
If only you wanted to, you would find a way.
Things would be good then and Mother would be happy.
RICHARD: Oh, now I see! You want me to renounce my sculpture?
I cannot do that because I was not born a traitor.
And if T were to betray it, as Judas did,
I would also surely hang myself, as he did.

Suddenly DAVY runs in.

DAVY: They're coming!
CHRISTABELLE: Oh!
RICHARD: Who?
DAVY: All of the elders and Godwinson! (Runs into the side room.)
RICHARD: So that is it! Now I understand.
So let them come. Do not be afraid, Belle!

GODWINSON, CAMPBELL, CALEB PADDINGTON, ABRAHAM SMITH, JOHN MILLS, JEREMIAH
ORTWIN, MATTHEW FIELDING, and a few other elders enter. EDITH and JONATHAN are behind
them. There is a moment of awkward silence.

CAMPBELL: Good day, Richard. You were not expecting company?
RICHARD: No, I was not. But I do welcome you. Please, be my guests.
GODWINSON: We do not come as guests into this house.
A higher duty can force one to enter even a pagan temple.
RICHARD (furious, but restraining himself):
Such language has never been heard in this house.
Verily, if it were not for these good citizens, I would know
how to respond to what you have said. (To the others) Fathers, please sit down.

The elders sit in a row on benches behind the table. EDITH stands at a distance. JONATHAN sits
on a stool closer to RICHARD.
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CALEB PADDINGTON (fo RICHARD):
Son, you should thank the congregation,
whose members care for you in such a fatherly fashion.
Even I, the eldest one of all, have taken
the trouble to come here to you.

RICHARD (restraining himself): I thank you for the honour.

cALEB: If we desired it, we would have the right
to call you to a congregation trial.

RICHARD: To a trial? I am not a criminal!

JONATHAN (quietly to RICHARD): Come now, Brother, how can you interrupt an elder?

CALEB (o RICHARD): Your anger is in vain. The point is
that we did not summon you to a trial, but decided first
to come to you, to see how you live and to ask a few questions.

All kinds of gossip are being spread about you.
(To CAMPBELL) Go ahead, Joshua.
CcAMPBELL: I would rather remain silent,
Brethren, because it is so-—well, how should I put it.
(To RICHARD) Richard, you have brought dishonour upon my daughter.
RICHARD: I, Father Joshua?! I honour your daughter wholeheartedly.
I have never said a frivolous word to her,
for I would have considered it improper.

cAMPBELL: I do not know ... I thought that you are a decent lad.
But you have befuddled Jenny all the same.

CHRISTABELLE (coming out of the side room and addressing CAMPBELL):
Father, you should be ashamed! What evil could have befallen Jenny
in our house? You know my mother and me.

Do you think we would ever permit anything indecent here?

EDITH: The congregation knows that I am not hiding the sins of my son.
So I say to you in all sincerity:
as far as I know, my son has never been a deceiver.

As for him making your Joanna lose her senses—

CAMPBELL (hurriedly): I do not say that he made my daughter
lose her senses. She is not of such a stock.

(Pauses, weighing his words and searching for the right ones to express his thoughts.)
. No. What I am saying is, he has befuddled Jenny ...

One time he shaped a likeness of her clothed as a princess.

Since then the lass has seemingly lost her senses.

(Having gathered his thoughts, he becomes animated and begins speaking quickly.

His embarrassment has left him.)

She cares about nothing but her garments now.

I broke her mirror, so now she gazes at her reflection

in the water. She adores that likeness of herself so much

that it seems as if her very soul has entered into that cursed doll.

(To RiCHARD) I blame you because you did not destroy

that likeness, as I had requested, and thus you have led

Jenny onto the road to eternal perdition.
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RICHARD is about to say something, but JONATHAN gets up before him.

JONATHAN (to the entire group): Fathers, may I say something?
CALEB: You may, as long as it pertains to this matter.
JONATHAN: It is difficult for Richard to speak of this matter,

but how is he to blame that the girl wants clothes?

It may have been so even without that likeness here—-

we all know that such is a woman’s nature.

You, Father Joshua, have not truly proven that Richard

has brought dishonour upon your Jenny.

Why did you say such a thing then?

CAMPBELL: Fear not, my words are not baseless.

Why is it that all the women tease Jenny by calling her

“Edith’s daughter-in-law”? What can I say?

I myself have seen how Richard looks at her.

Why did he make a likeness of her? Are there no other girls here?
CHRISTABELLE: Fathers, I know that my brother has never courted Jenny.
CAMPBELL: Indeed! He did not court her, but he has befuddled her!
CHRISTABELLE: Ask her yourself. If she fears God, she must tell the truth!
CALEB: Yes, Brother Joshua, let Jenny come and tell us

if Richard ever promised to take her as his wife.

If she says so and proves that he really did promise,

then he must marry her. The congregation will not permit deceit.
CAMPBELL: But it is embarrassing for a girl to speak of such things in public.
ABRAHAM SMITH (haltingly, resolutely, sternly, but with a measure of kindness):

She should speak. This is a matter for the congregation.

We need to set an example. Otherwise young men

will become wanton, and then what will we do?

CAMPBELL: If we could send someone—
CHRISTABELLE: I will send someone. (Addressing DAVY in the alcove)

Run and fetch Jenny, Son, and quickly.

CAMPBELL: Tell her that her father orders her to come. (To the others)

Otherwise she will not have the courage. I know. (DAVY leaves.)
CALEB: Meanwhile, let us proceed. We still have things to discuss. (To RICHARD)

As I said before, there are nasty rumours about you:

that you keep company with savages in the wilderness

and that you bring them here ...

RICHARD: Father, I did not know,

that Christians are supposed to scorn God’s other creatures.

Christ himself went to the Samaritans and the Canaanites.

How are these savages any worse than those people?

GODWINSON: Observe, Brethren, how insolently he compares himself to Christ!

(To RICHARD) Tell us, just why did Christ go to those non-believers?

Was it to learn and adopt idolatrous profanity from them?

Surely you will not say that you went to communicate

Christ’s teachings to those savages?
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RICHARD (to CALEB):
Father, you had assured me that you did not intend

to put me on trial, yet a judge has already been found here.
You should know that I shall not answer him.
GODWINSON (rising and addressing the elders):
Brethren, you must judge either him or me. (Pointing at RICHARD)
From the start, for me this man has been like a stumbling stone
on the road, though I never wished him any evil.
Just quite the opposite, I cared for his soul as for my own.
What kind of thanks did I receive? Brother Joshua
will bear witness to the kind of mockery this hateful creator
of idols has made of me. (To CAMPBELL) Do you recall that likeness he moulded
to mock me? I knew by its garb that it was my image.
CAMPBELL (hiding an involuntary smile):
Of course I recall it! He probably still has it. (To RICHARD) Show it to us!
GODWINSON (quickly): I do not insist that it be shown.
RICHARD: Why not? I can show it.
. (Goes to the closet and gets the figurine that Davy had moulded.)
Here it is. See for yourselves.

Some of the elders cannot hide their amusement and duck behind their neighbours.

JEREMIAH ORTWIN (quietly to FIELDING): I would recognize it not just by its garb.
GODWINSON (angrily): Think you that he revealed his obedience to your will

by showing this thing? If his shameless, vile act does not find

condemnation from the congregation, then I will take

this as a sign that it is time for me to search elsewhere

for a place to rest my weary head, because here

any buffoon may freely cover it with shame.
CALEB: Calm down, good Teacher. You can

be sure that we shall not abandon you to young men’s scorn.

- (Takes the figurine of GODWINSON.) Richard, tell us why you made this figure.

RICHARD stays silent. At that moment DAVY and JENNY enter into the house and pause at the
door. DAVY freezes upon seeing CALEB holding his figurine.

CALEB: We take your silence to mean that you have no excuse
and that you understand the baseness of your act.
Our fatherly counsel to you is to make amends
for your wrongdoing through contrition.
Our Teacher, as you know, is full of brotherly love,
and he shall forgive you as a Christian should
if you apologize to him in public.
GODWINSON (hurriedly): And destroy this statuette.
CALEB (to GODWINSON): Of course! That goes without saying. (To RICHARD)
Son, there is nothing to ponder here. Go to him,
bow humbly, and say, “I have sinned, Father, before God
and against you.” Well? Why do you balk at this?
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RICHARD: I will not apologize to him.
CALEB: In that case there will be a trial!
(RICHARD nods in agreement.)
DAVY (upset): But I made it! It’s not Uncle Richard’s work at all!
GODWINSON (to DAVY): Truly, my Boy? And who taught you to make such things?
DAVY: No one did. I made it myself!
With God as my witness, I did it myself!
GODWINSON: Do not call upon God. It is an impious habit. (To the group)
Naturally, I do not wish to put the child on trial.
And I do hope that not everyone in his family
will praise him for his action.
EDITH: The boy will receive the punishment he deserves.
CHRISTABELLE (fo CALEB): Forgive him. He will apologize.
CALEB: Of course he shall, but, to set an example, the rod should not be spared
DAVY (to CHRISTABELLE): I will hang myself if you beat me!

CHRISTABELLE tries to calm him quietly, but he shakes his head, with tears of anger in his eyes.

RICHARD: My nephew is not being entirely truthful when he says
that he made it himself. We made it together.
(DAVY wants to say something, but RICHARD silences him with a gesture.)
Since I am older, I must take responsibility, and I am
ready to do so. I am asking for a trial myself.
But first, let us settle another matter. (To CAMPBELL)
Your daughter has come. It is not proper to leave a girl standing
at the threshold for such a long time.
CALEB: That is true. We shall question her now.

During the scene with JENNY, GODWINSON leafs through the Bible and marks some texts with
bookmarks. CHRISTABELLE leads DAVY into the side room.

CALEB (to JENNY): Did Richard Iron ever promise to marry you?

The girl remains silent, her eyes lowered.

CAMPBELL: Why are you silent? Answer when you are asked a question!
JENNY covers her face with her sleeve and sobs.

RICHARD: Miss Jenny, I ask you to answer the question clearly.
Your father has disparaged my honour
by publicly accusing me of befuddling you.
JENNY (sobbing but overcoming her shame):
Of course! Who else compared me to a princess and a nymph ...
and ... I don’t know to whom else?...
Who spoke nonsense in order to detain me?
RICHARD: I assure you that my intentions were all innocent,
but if I have carelessly disturbed the tranquility of your heart,
I would like to know about that.
SMITH: Well, where is the difficulty? Marry, and the matter shall be settled!
JENNY (with a rush of vicious stubbornness): Never in my life would I marry him!
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cAMPBELL (confused): Come, Daughter, this is not right! It appears you are being capricious.
jENNY: No! I do not wish to marry him!

Am I the lowliest of all girls for him to—

(Again covers her face with her apron, and her words are muffled.)
CAMPBELL (thundering): Joanna, stop blubbering! Speak properly!

What is wrong with you? Well? Speak!
RICHARD: Yes, Miss Jenny, verily, you should explain your words,

for this is an insult to me.
JENNY (addressing RICHARD threateningly):

Well, all right, then. I shall explain. (To the others)

Good people, since Richard Iron already has a woman

in the house, let him stay by her side.

She runs to the alcove, draws back the curtain, and points at the INDIAN GIRL huddled in the
corner. People gasp, some turn their backs, others spit from disgust, and still others clasp their
hands in shock.

CAMPBELL (rising and going over to JENNY):
Daughter, let us go home now.
May this house meet the fate of Sodom and Gomorrah!

He takes JENNY by the hand and leaves in a rage. The INDIAN GIRL, seizing the moment before
the others regain their composure, sprints out through the open door.

£DITH: How could you commit a sin in our house?
You should at least be ashamed before your sister and me!
RICHARD: Mother dear, I can explain this.

EpITH indignantly turns away. CHRISTABELLE, covering her face with her hands, goes into the
side room.

GODWINSON (to the group):
What more is there to ask, my Brethren?
I think we have seen enough. Call it by its name:
catching the thief in the act!
SMITH: That is true!
MATTHEW FIELDING: This is unheard of!
CALEB: It’s an offence to God!
MILLS: We cannot permit something like this!
ORTWIN: Obviously!
GODWINSON (taking the Bible from the table): I think we should read what
was done in Israel to men who sinned with pagan women.
RICHARD: I will not allow the matter to be presented this way!
GODWINSON: He still wishes to deny it! Who does he take us for!?
SMITH (to the elders): For fools, obviously!
JONATHAN: Fathers, let me speak.
FIELDING: Everyone knows that you are his friend
and that you will stand up for him.
JONATHAN: Father, I have always been an obedient son to the congregation.
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I believe it is a sin to mislead it. Besides,
I value truth above all friendship.
CALEB: Well, speak then.
JONATHAN:I spoke with my friend
about this pagan girl. And he assured me
that he did not bring her here for sinful purposes.
I’'m certain that he’d admit the truth to his own friend.
CALEB: So why is she here, then?
JONATHAN: Honoured Father,
I understand that his purpose is also not right,
but it is not as repugnant as the one that you are thinking of.
He brought the Indian girl here to make a statue of her.
It is true. I myself saw him moulding it.
GODWINSON: You say that this purpose is not as repugnant? To make an idol
of a good-for-nothing pagan is a greater sin!
With this he has violated God’s great and terrible commandment.
For this God will wreak vengeance on us for generations to come
if we do not avenge it ourselves. And the fact that Richard
did not make this alone (indicating the figurine DAVY made), but led a minor
to help in this abomination, is also
an unforgivable sin. The Holy Scriptures state:
“But whoso shall offend one of these little ones who believe in me,
it were better for him that a millstone were hanged about his neck,
and that he were drowned in the depth of the sea.”
RICHARD (sarcastically pointing to GODWINSON’S likeness):
You think that this, too, is an idol?
GODWINSON (lowering his eyes to the Bible):
Talking to the godless can defile even the lips of the righteous.
(Turning to the group) Whoever carries such grave sins in a soul
forged from baseness will find neither forgiveness nor redemption.
CALEB: So it states. Still, to be just, we should measure
ten times before we cut the way we should.
JONATHAN: Yes, my Father. Holy wisdom itself speaks
through your lips. It is true that my unfortunate friend has brought
grave sins upon his soul!
RICHARD: Jonathan,
“is it with a kiss that you betray me?”
JONATHAN: No! My life may serve as proof here:
I once lived no better, but God tolerated my sins,
and when I stood on the edge of the abyss
He let me see the righteous path.
SMITH: There are times when God calls at the last moment.
JONATHAN (to SMITH): And thus Our Lord Jesus Christ said to forgive not only-
GODWINSON (painstakingly searching through the Bible, occasionally stopping to make a
comment. He then makes such a sudden gesture to JONATHAN that the latter stops
talking from surprise.
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In tne 77
GODWINSON (to CALEB): Brother, you were wrong to let him speak in public.
See what is written here:
(Pushes the book to CALEB and reads, omitting some phrases and stressing important
words. CALEB follows what is being read with his eyes. He moves his lips silently, as if
repeating after GODWINSON, and nods in agreement when the other makes an
emphasis.)
“The carver and work master ... give themselves to counterfeit imagery
and watch to finish a work. The smith and ...
the potter set their minds to finish their work ...
All their desire is in the work of their craft,
without these cannot a city be inhabited.”
But “they shall not sit on the judge’s seat ...
they cannot declare justice and judgment.™
CALEB (after reading, striking his forehead):
Yes, it is so! Oh, the memory of the aged!
It clearly states here that no artisan is to speak at a trial.
(To JONATHAN) Be silent, Son, and sit down now.

JONATHAN bows obediently, sighs, and sits down.

GODWINSON (taking the Bible again):
There is more (reading): “He that saith unto the wicked,
Thou art righteous; him shall the people curse,
nations shall abhor him.”

sMITH: O God, save and protect us!

JONATHAN: I did not call him righteous-

He stops in mid-sentence after glancing with dread at CALEB, who makes a sign for him to be
silent.

CALEB (fo JONATHAN, kind-heartedly):
Fear not, we shall judge everything justly.
But do be silent. It is not fitting for you to speak.
GODWINSON: So that you are not tempted, it would be better for you to leave.

JONATHAN, before leaving, looks sorrowfully at RICHARD, who responds with an ironic smile.

CALEB: That no one would call Richard righteous goes without saying,
but we would not want to deprive him of salvation.
RICHARD: I am not perishing!
FIELDING: What insolence!
CALEB (to RICHARD): No, Son, you are perishing, indeed,
even if you cannot see it yourself. (To the others)
Brethren, I think that we should give him respite.
God gave even Sodom respite. Perhaps he will come to his senses.
GODWINSON: Good Brother, if he has not yet come to his senses,
what still gives you hope? What signs of repentance do you see?

' From the Apocrypha, which, although part of the Orthodox Bible, were not in the Puritan Bible.
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CALEB (troubled): It is true there appear to be no signs ...
Nevertheless, it is still worth speaking to him.
Richard’s mother is a virtuous, God-fearing woman.
Perhaps she will set him on the right path.
EDITH (softly but resolutely): I must confess that I have given up hope in my son.
He does not take my words to heart.
GODWINSON: Yet another commandment violated: he does not honour his mother.
RICHARD: Mother, how can you slander me this way?!
EDITH (sternly): It is true, Richard.
GODWINSON (pointing to EDITH): Did you hear, Brethren?
SMITH: His heart has turned to stone. I feel sorry for the boy.
His soul has petrified. He shall perish, indeed.
CALEB: All the same, let us not lose liope of saving him,
for after all God did give him more than enough ability.
When we were discussing the candlestick, I recalled the parable
about talents. Brethren, let us not allow those talents
that the Almighty gave to our children to go to waste
or be buried in the ground.
GODWINSON: This man has already
wasted his talent. He has misspent it like a drunkard.
Could he not have learned some decent skills or some useful
knowledge when he was abroad? No, he dedicated
himself to the devil’s skill—to sculpture.
SMITH: Some say that even that art is from God.
GODWINSON: In all time there were only two masters who did not stray
from God’s path: Bezaleel and Eliab, who worked
in the Jerusalem temple. The rest belong to Cain’s tribe.
They are all descendants of Sidon and Tyre. They should
be subdued with an iron yoke! Who were the first artists?
Jubal and Tubal-Cain. And who was their father?
FIELDING: Cain, of course. Everyone knows that.
CALEB: I plead, as Abraham did, for the godless city. (Pointing to RICHARD)
This soul has perhaps not been totally consumed by sin.
Perhaps there is still one virtue within it,
one feeling that is not offensive to God!
RICHARD (sarcastically): Thank you for such a flattering thought!
CALEB (to RICHARD, disregarding his sarcasm):
It is difficult to hurl a stone at a brother. (To the others) I recommend,
Brethren, that we place him under the supervision of the congregation.
If within a year’s time, he has not become obedient and has not begun
living according to our will and that of God,
as Jonathan has, then we shall treat him as the publican and the sinner.
SMITH: That is just!
MILLS: This is the law of Christ.
FIELDING: Do you think he shall repent?
SMITH: God is omnipotent. For God everything is possible.
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orTWIN: We should take him under our supervision.

cALEB: For a year.

FIELDING: A month is long enough!

sMITH: For half a year.

orRTWIN: Three months is time enough!

MiLLs: For forty days!

riCHARD: How long will this go on?

You are haggling over my soul as if at a marketplace.

For the first time I must admit that he is right.

(Pointing to GODWINSON)

If I have not renounced my art by now,

then it is clear that I never will. My soul

has already conquered all and has become

as free as a deer in the mountains. And you would wish

to bridle it and lead it by the reins of your virtues to him (pointing to GODWINSON)
to be put in an iron yoke?

GODWINSON (beginning to shake as RICHARD speaks, then staring straight ahead, extending his
arms as if to some apparition, and, yelling out in an unnatural, ecstatic voice, cutting
RICHARD short): '

Woe unto us! My Zion! Oh, new Jerusalem!

Whither are they leading thee? Oh, what do I see?

What do I hear? Oh, sorrow! Oh, woe!

Cymbeals, drums, psalteries, and reed pipes ...

a youth dancing frantically before the figure of Moloch.?
A virgin in sumptuous garb being readied for the service
of Astoret.? Oh, shed tears, ye people!

He grabs his head. The people are overcome by distress. Some cry, while others shake deliriously.
CHRISTABELLE weeps. EDITH, her hands clasped, stares ahead in despair.

FIELDING (rushing toward GODWINSON):

Teacher! Our Father! Advise us! Save us! What should we do?
GODWINSON (changing his sorrowful tone to a stern one):

God is great in his wrath! Listen, Daughter of Zion!

Robbers with copper faces fly at thee ...

There is no salvation for thee ...

Thy God hath forsaken thee for thine idolatrous betrayal ...

He lowers his arms and closes his eyes, as if exhausted by despair.

CALEB: Teacher, are these terrible visions not of doom, but a warning?
Surely it is so?

GODWINSON remains silent and does not open his eyes.

* Moloch (Molech), or Baal in Hebrew: a false god to whom sacrifices were made.
* Astoret: in Finnish mythology, the goddess of bounty and love.
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CALEB (pushing the Bible closer to GODWINSON): Open the Holy Book.
Let it advise us what to do.
GODWINSON (supposedly opening the book randomly but actually opening it to an already
chosen text, reading in a hollow voice):
“Cursed be the man that maketh any graven or molten image,
an abomination unto the Lord, the work of the hands of the craftsman,
and putteth it in a secret place.”™
(Stops reading and addresses everyone.)
Do you know what the nation of Israel answered?
CALEB (sorrowfully and dryly): “Let it be so0.”
FIELDING (fanatically): Let him be cursed!
SMITH (meekly): Yes, let it be so.
MILLS: My own soul is dearer to me. I agree: let him be cursed!
ORTWIN: It cannot be otherwise.
EDITH (loudly and clearly): And I curse him!
CHRISTABELLE: Oh, Mother! Mother!
RICHARD (to everyone): So, you have cursed me already? But do you know why?!
CALEB (pointing to the covered statue): For the vile thing you keep in hiding.
RICHARD: Who told you that I hide my creation?
Here is my creation. Look!

He suddenly removes the covering from the large statue. Silence ensues. It is obvious from the
faces of the people that their sanctimonious aversion is in conflict with their natural admiration
for a beautiful work. A triumphant look appears on RICHARD’S face.

GODWINSON (o everyone): Now his sin is even greater than before!
He seeks to entangle us in the web spun by the Prince of Lies himself.
He seeks to divert the holy congregation from the true path.

The people turn away to avoid looking at the statue.

FIELDING: He must have listened to the devil while making this!
RICHARD: I only listened to a higher inspiration.
But to whom did you listen? (Pointing at GODWINSON)
A whitewashed grave! You created an idol, not I!
You should curse yourself!
GODWINSON (to the others): Will you tolerate these loathsome words
and deeds much longer? What are you waiting for?
What did Moses do with the golden idol?
FIELDING: He burned it and gave the ashes to idol-makers to drink.

GODWINSON: We should do the same! (Pointing to the statue) Burn it!
Burn all this loathsome idolatry gathered in this house.
RICHARD: I will not allow it!

At that moment FIELDING knocks the statue off its pedestal with his walking stick. It falls and
breaks. The people grab all sculpture-related objects that are at hand: sketches, busts, even im-

* A passage from the Apocrypha.
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plements. They trample, break, and throw these items into the fireplace, where CALEB is lighting
and fanning a fire.
GODWINSON (springing to the cabinet that RICHARD is already guarding):

Here are the worst idols! Behold!

RICHARD struggles with him to stop him. The others rush to help GODWINSON. For several min-
utes, ever since the fight began, DAVY has been trying to open the door of the side room, where
he has been shut in. CHRISTABELLE and EDITH have been holding the door shut so that he would
not get out. But for a moment EDITH lets down her hands, shocked at what is happening by the
cabinet. DAVY breaks through the door, grabs a sculptor’s hammer lying by the broken statue,
and, pushing through the crowd to RICHARD, gives him the hammer.

pAvY: Uncle, here is a mallet!

RICHARD (closely hugging with one arm the only statue he has saved from those hidden in the
cabinet—the one with the inscription “Pereat mundus, fiat ars”—and taking the
hammer from DAVY with his free hand and waving it around):

Hey! Move back!

He slightly injures GODWINSON, who lets out a piercing scream. Shouting ensues:

He is possessed by the devil! Let’s drive him away! Into the wilderness! Chase him
away!

The people advance upon RICHARD with sticks. Some throw broken pieces of the clay statue at
him.
RICHARD (in a loud voice): Silence! Silence, you miserable brood!

Philistines! I am leaving you myself!

The wilderness may be inhabited by savages,

but you are just as savage! Get out of my way!
Let me pass! Otherwise I will pave my own road! Watch out!

He pushes through the crowd, clearing a path to the door with the hammer.

CHRISTABELLE: Brother, come to your senses! Oh, Mother, dear! (Rushes-to EDITH.)
EDITH (firmly): He is cursed by God: he is no longer a son to me

or a brother to you.
DAVY (rushing after RICHARD, through the crowd): Oh, Uncle! Take me with you!
CHRISTABELLE: Davy! Dear Son! Don’t go! Do not leave me!

I'll die without you! Davy! Oh!

Her voice falters. She staggers. DAVY, after a moment of hesitation, turns back when she cries
out and throws himself into her arms.

DAVY: Mother, I will stay with you.
CHRISTABELLE hugs DAVY. RICHARD reaches the door and opens it.

GODWINSON and THE PEOPLE (calling after him): May you be cursed!
RICHARD (turning around, laughing in anger): May your curse return to haunt you!

He disappears. The others pursue him with fierce cries, throwing pieces of clay and sticks after
him
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Act Three

A schoolroom on Rhode Island. It also serves as RICHARD'S living quarters. Most of the room is
filled with school benches, a teacher’s desk, a blackboard, and so on. One-fourth of the room is
separated from the rest by a curtain, and an alcove is filled with RICHARD’S things and sculpting
implements. In one corner stands a cabinet; in the other, a small, unfinished statue of a woman
and a skeleton for the study of anatomy and sculpture.

RICHARD is sitting at his desk. In front of him stands a student reading from a book. Other
students—both children and adults—are sitting on the benches.

STUDENT (reading):

E disse lei: nessun maggior dolore
che ricordarsi del tempo felice
nella miseria!

RICHARD: Now translate it.
STUDENT (translating): “And she said: there is no greater pain
than to remember happier times in misery.”
Maybe it would be better to translate it as “in misfortune?”
RICHARD: It is the same thing.
STUDENT: What strange words!
I would think that a pleasant memory would always remain pleasant.
RICHARD: May God grant that you never change your mind.
STUDENT: Should I read further or analyze it?
RICHARD: No. That is enough for today.

The students gather their books, bow, and leave. One student stays behind and comes up to
RICHARD.

RICHARD: What is it, Charlie?
CHARLIE: I gave my father the figurine that you made,
but he said that there is no reason for him to keep such goods
in his store because you shall not find buyers for it
around here. So I brought it back. (Reaches into his bag.)
RICHARD (stopping CHARLIE with his hand): Take it, if you wish, as a keepsake.
CHARLIE: If you allow it, I would like to give it
to my little sister. She asked for a doll.
RICHARD: Sancta simplicitas.
CHARLIE: What did you say, Teacher?
RICHARD: Nothing. Yes, go ahead (in thought).
CHARLIE (hesitantly): So, will you permit me to give it to her as a gift?
RICHARD: As you wish.
CHARLIE: Thank you! (Goes to the door and bows to RICHARD.)
RICHARD: I wish you good health. (CHARLIE leaves. RICHARD is alone.)
Is there no power or desire in the world
that can attract these people to beauty and art?
If I can make a stone come alive, why can’t I
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do the same for these people’s hearts? Their hearts

are not of stone. They fought so sincerely for freedom,

for truth, and God’s holy word.

They do not live here just for bread alone.

I have seen their austere gazes glisten with tears like dew

when the organ shook the walls and the people’s souls

with its majestic song. I was sad and envious

that music rules both the walls and people

while my beloved talent, my sculpture, is scorned,

like a dethroned empress ... No, I will not believe

that my empress has truly lost her power.

It is I who am at fault, and my impotent dream.

My mind, my artless hands, cannot find something

that would move everyone like an organ’s thunder.

What would it be, and where should I seek it?

(Drawing back the curtain, walking up to the statue, and unveiling it)
What is lacking in this work of mine? Who can tell me now?
People pass by it silently as if they were deaf and dumb,

as if their eyes were filled with dark water,

eyes that behold but do not see! Was it not better

when the hands of fanatics crushed my works into dust?

At least it was an acknowledgement that my talent could truly
have power. To them it was evil, inimical, impious,

but still powerful! They fought fiercely against me,

and then I fought too ... Now I would be happy

to have an enemy, but there is none ... (To the statue)

At least you should respond to me, you lifeless clay!

What are you missing, and me as well, so that we both

could be alive among living people? (Making some changes)
Will this make the line clearer? ... Perhaps this position

will make it more interesting to them? This gaze perhaps?

No, I should lower it ... No, this is a bad expression ...

It looks hypocritical. This way then? No,

it reminds me of ancient goddesses ... And this, of Madonnas ...
And this, of the shattered statue. (Stops working.) If I only knew
just what these people need, perhaps then I would be able

to mould it, but now—No, surely, for one’s soul to speak

to another, it is necessary that both be kindred spirits.

But what will bring them together? O Holy Spirit!

Give my work another soul, or take mine away!

(Someone knocks quietly at the door. RICHARD pays no attention at first. Someone
knocks again.) ‘
Come in!

(MRS. BROOKLEY, a seamstress, enters carrying a bundle. Silently they greet each
other.)

It is you.
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BROOKLEY: I brought you my work. (Pulls out and undoes a long sculptor’s smock.)
RICHARD: Ah, is it ready? Thank you. Here you are.

(Taking out some money) This is for everything that you have sewn for me.
BROOKLEY (putting her hands to her chest and refusing to take the money):

No, Schoolmaster Iron, I did not take it then,

and I will not take it now.
RICHARD: Really?! Why is that?
BROOKLEY: I am so grateful to you because of my Thomas.

My boy respects you more than all the other schoolmasters.
RICHARD: I am very happy when students do not dislike me.

But take the money please, for otherwise

I cannot take this work from you.

He folds the smock and hands it to MRS. BROOKLEY. She puts the bundle on a chair.

BROOKLEY: No, Schoolmaster, if that is the case, then there is something
I would like to ask of you ... But how couldI...
it would be even more expensive ... then again,
perhaps I could work it off when I have the time.
RICHARD: What is it that I could do for you?
I would do it willingly and without compensation.
BROOKLEY: Could you give me this figure?
(Pointing to the statue) It is unlikely that it may be of any use to you.
But I certainly could use it.
RICHARD: And for what purpose?
BROOKLEY: Ladies are always capricious, you can never satisfy them ...
Whose fault is it that they will not stand still?
RICHARD: What do you mean? Excuse me, but I don’t understand.
We were talking about the statue.
BROOKLEY: I would fit dresses on it, so as not to tire the ladies.
RICHARD: What?! (Becomes speechless, burning with anger.)
BROOKLEY (fearfully): Forgive me ... I, I did not know ... I didn’t want to ...
RICHARD (slowly regaining his composure):
Fine. It does not matter ... Leave me alone, please.
I feelill ... But do take the money. Goodbye.

BROOKLEY, confused, takes the money, curtsies, and exits, leaving the door opened. Just after she
leaves, three settlers enter: JONES, O’PATRICK, and MACHARDY.

ALL THREE: Good evening!

RICHARD (turning toward the statue to hide the fact that he is still upset): Good evening,
Gentlemen!

JONES: Are you working?

RICHARD: Well, yes!

O’PATRICK (looking at the statue):
What will this be? Did some congregation commission it?

RICHARD: No one commissioned it.

JONES: But you are probably planning to sell this work
to some Catholic church far away?
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ricHARD: I don’t think that anyone would buy it.
MACHARDY: Then why are you making it?
ricHARD: To tell you the truth, I do not know myself.
MACHARDY: Meaning, for pleasure’s sake?
o’PATRICK: What will it be? A saint?
ricHARD: How can I explain it? It’s a dream.
o’PATRICK: All right, it’s a dream. But what is it? What is it for?
RICHARD: It’s hard to say why we need to have a dream
and what it is exactly, but it is certain
that no one in this world has lived without one.
MACHARDY: Of course! It is so when people are still young,
They are always full of all kinds of dreams.
0’PATRICK: Naturally, it is part of being young!
RICHARD: But a dream does not beautify life just for the young.
MACHARDY: Verily, someone may be grey-haired,
yet still play like a youngster.
RICHARD: A dream does not always simply entertain.
Sometimes people shed rivers of blood for a dream.
MACHARDY: May God protect us from such madness!
RICHARD: May God protect us, although He has not protected us!
Even in our own merry England a good deal
of blood was shed for dreams.
O’PATRICK: Are you saying that the Episcopal Church, the tithe,
and the prayer book are just dreams?
MACHARDY: What about the “right to petition? Or the “articles™?
RICHARD: They are all dreams!
MACHARDY: Be fearful of God!
What are you saying, Master Iron?
O’PATRICK: Are you saying that we rushed all the way
across the sea just in pursuit of dreams?
RICHARD: Yes, a dream led us across the ocean.
To reach it we made our way through wildernesses.
For it that we suffered great hardships.
O’PATRICK: SO, what kind of delusion was this, in your opinion?

RICHARD: A sacred, magnificent dream that perhaps people could be free ...

JONES (Having not taken part in the discussion for quite some time and wandered around the
room in boredom, takes advantage of the break in the conversation to address

RICHARD.):
I have come to you on business, Master Iron.
You see, I bought myself a piece of land

with a clay pit on it, but I need to know if the clay is good.

Look, here is a piece. You know about such things.
RICHARD (examining the clay): It is of no use for sculpture.
JONES: No, not for that ...

But would it be all right for making crockery?

The three of us want to set up a pottery partnership.
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We do not want to sell simple dishes, only fine ones.
Praise God, people are prospering. Perhaps this trade
would go well for us. I have the clay,
he (pointing to O’PATRICK) will provide the building,
and this gentleman (pointing to MACHARDY) the money.
And I would ask you to make the models—
you are a skilled and worldly man.
In Italy you have seen all sorts of china ...
now those are some beautiful goods! So I thought:
instead of Master Iron making dolls for himself
for no reason at all—
RICHARD (jumping up and grabbing his hat):
Excuse me, Gentlemen ...
It is time for me to go to school ... I mean ...
I mean to church ...I have to go ... Farewell! (Leaves quickly.)
JONES: Has he gone mad?
O’PATRICK: He is offended.
MACHARDY: I told you that he is a strange one.
It really was not worth approaching him.
JONES: But what offended him?
O’PATRICK: Merition of the dolls.
JONES: That was an insult to him? Really?!
A person makes a little joke—
MACHARDY: He is the kind who cannot take a joke.
O’PATRICK (looking through the window):
Look at that: Master Iron has run into the organist
and the Master by the gate. They are discussing something.
MACHARDY (looking through the window): It looks like all three of them are coming here.
JONES: Let us take our leave, or I shall be
ill at ease with Master Iron now.
O’PATRICK: We really should go. They are learned men,
and we are not fit to talk with such people.
JONES: Maybe some of us are, but that is not important.
' It is just not worth wasting our time.

All three men leave. The MASTER and RICHARD enter, heatedly continuing the discussion they
began outside. The ORGANIST follows after them. At first he does not join, but only listens or
paces, looking around the house. RICHARD draws back the curtain that separates the main room
from the side room.

MASTER: You, Master Richard, should look further afield.
Your horizons are much too narrow here.
RICHARD: No, Master, we simply look in different directions:
I look upwards, while you look around.

MASTER: If that is so, though I doubt it ...
let us draw a parallel. For you your talent is dear.
I am not debating whether it deserves to be.
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That is not the question. Your talent is dear to you,
while for me learning is dear.
picHARD: This is true.
MASTER: Yes. Non dubitandum est. Let us go further:
in your art you reached the highest level
at one time.
RICHARD (with sorrow): At one time!
MASTER (moving with his hand as if to stop RICHARD):
In a discussion composure is essential.
It is a conditio sine qua non.
RICHARD: Go on.
MASTER: You must know this, my honoured colleague,
that the universitas gave me the title of magister.
RICHARD: I it perhaps with an honoris causa?
MASTER: Nunc prosequor. And now I teach arithmetic,
and you teach Italian and anatomy.
Although I am a scholar and you are an artist.
RICHARD: Too bad for us.
MASTER: Perhaps for us,
but not for knowledge and not for art.
People and generations are simply links
in the long chain of universal life, and that chain
cannot be broken. Archimedes® was killed by
an ignorant man and did not manage to complete
his theorem. But a year later, or perhaps
after a hundred years, someone was
able to finish writing this theorem.
And no one can say which is the work
of the originator and which is the work of the follower.
They are both blended in one theorem.
RICHARD: Master, I will answer also with an example.
An artist, whose name is not known, although he is famous,
left us a statue without any arms. Years,
centuries, and even millennia have passed ... And to this day
that statue has no arms. I have seen many attempts
to add new arms ... and by no means they were not
inferior artists who made them ... But what of it?
Nothing matches this statue. The work of generations
has not blended with it.
ORGANIST (joining the conversation):
This only means
that the sculpture’s time has passed.
And for that may God be praised!

——

* Archimedes (287-212 BC), a Greek mathematician and thinker killed by a Roman soldier.
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RICHARD: If that is so, what is there to rejoice in?
If music had disappeared completely from the world,
I would not rejoice.

ORGANIST: But music shall not disappear.
Even a little song may live for ages. It changes,
comes apart, grows together again, and it passes

from the people to God’s church. That is a Christian talent.

RICHARD: Do you mean that sculpture is cursed by Christ?
ORGANIST: I do not say that, but if in the Christian world
it no longer take us back to paganism,
then it merely amuses us.
RICHARD: What are you saying then?
That the great Michelangelo created only for amusement?
ORGANIST: I have not seen any statues by Michelangelo,
and few people are able to. But all the hymns
that I play here on the organ in church
can also be heard throughout the Christian world.
MASTER: That is no argument, my friend.
ORGANIST: Perhaps that is so.
I am no artist when it comes to debates.
However, no one lives in this world without songs,
while only the rich can be owners of statues.
RICHARD: Dew glistens on every stalk, while diamonds sparkle
on expensive ornaments. Both are God’s gifts.
MASTER: That too is no argument.
RICHARD: What I meant
to say is: if that diamond were placed at a crossroads
or in a church, everyone could gaze at it
as they do at a dew drop.
ORGANIST: Our church is too poor to buy expensive diamonds.
MASTER: Friends, we have strayed from the topic. Let us begin
ab ovo and accept ad hoc, without proof,
that sculpture is eternal. It is possible, Master Richard,
that you have ceased to exist here as a sculptor.
RICHARD: Would it not be better to die altogether then?
MASTER (paying no attention, continuing calmly):
As an anatomist, you give instruction to youths
who some day may outweigh you in talent,
and when the proper time comes, your labour, painstaking
and unnoticed, will prepare the blossoming of brilliant
talent in the community. And in this way,
my friend, you will become the invisible
foundation wall in the sanctuary of art.
RICHARD: Think you that people’s souls are stone that they
can be placed on foundation walls? Think you that

—
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only the human body is afraid of death

but that the living soul is not afraid to perish?
maSTER: Our faith teaches us that our soul is immortal.
picHARD: Oh, Master! That is what I used to believe too,

but now I see that it is possible to quash the soul.

And even sooner than the body.

He moves a bit to the side and, seized with remorse, leans on the window sill.

MASTER (not looking at RICHARD):
My friend, who here among us quashes the soul?
In foreign lands, yes. But here, in Rhode Island,
a yoke is not placed upon the soul. Have you
yourself ever experienced any bondage here?
You came here freely, and you live in freedom.

RICHARD shudders at these words.

ORGANIST (softly): Let him be, Master, he is trembling
like an untuned string. (Loudly) Master,
it is time for me to go home now,
and then to church for a rehearsal. Shall we go together?
MASTER: Let us go, my friend.
ORGANIST: You should come, Master Iron.
I shall play Stabat Mater for you,
the piece you have enjoyed so much.
RICHARD: Thank you, but I would request that you play
the Requiem instead.
ORGANIST: Do not worry, Master Iron, no indeed!
RICHARD: I am not worrying.
ORGANIST: Well, then goodbye, Master.

The MASTER and the ORGANIST shake hands with RICHARD and go to the door.
MASTER (while exiting): We will finish our discussion some other time.

The MASTER and the ORGANIST leave. RICHARD stands still for a moment, looking sad. Then he
quickly goes to the window, opens it, and shouts.

RICHARD: Mr. Bryde! My good sir!
ORGANIST (coming up to the window): What is it, Master Iron?
RICHARD: Do you know the little song about the grasshopper in the grass?
It chirped and chirred but no one listened to it,
and when it died, it was forgotten. There is a refrain,
“Oh woe, woe, they forgot the grasshopper!”
ORGANIST: Why do you ask?
RICHARD: For no reason. Just that it is rather a nice song.
ORGANIST: I am an organist, not a singer. Goodbye! (Goes away offended.)
RICHARD: Mr. Bryde! ... He is not listening ... And he is angry!
[ have unwittingly offended the man. He did not understand ...
But is it the first time that people did not understand me?
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And why should they? They gave me sanctuary, a job,
peace, and truly freedom. Who is to blame

that in my breast my heart is restless,

that it has been burned by a great fire that is

of no use for cooking or baking. Perhaps it could burn
great offerings on a great altar ... Where are those altars?
I am like a captive in a foreign land who is

exalting God, unknown to anyone there.

(Becomes pensive and then looks out the window.)

It seems to be getting dark ... From the wilderness

a shadow has spread. The road stands out like a ribbon ...

It seems as though someone is coming by foot
or by horse. That is how I came here once upon a time.
It was a difficult road. Davy would not have made it.
(Singing softly)
“Where art thou going,
Oh, why dost thou stir
At such a late hour,
Dear Richard, good sir?”

“Pray to God,

This’ll ease your heart,

O Empress,

O my dear Queen.” (Stops singing.)
I have forgotten the words, but I do remember the tune.
Father often sang it ... But Mother hated ballads ...

(Singing)

“Where art thou going,

Oh, why dost thou stir,

At such a late hour,

Dear Richard, good sir?

(Stops again.)

How night falls here so suddenly ... Why is that?

It’s the same in the wilderness ... I will never forget that road.

(Singing)

“T’is a dark night on the sea,
I’'m sure thou would prefer
To stay until morning,

Dear Richard, good sir.”

—

(Stops abruptly, peers out the window, then straightens up and stares attentively at the

road.)

Is someone really coming? Here? It seems ...How is it possible?

My God! It is Jonathan!

(Rushes to the door, meets JONATHAN, and they fall into each others arms.)
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Dear friend! Jonathan!
(Fusses over JONATHAN, sits him at the table, and offers him some food and drink,
which he takes from a cupboard.)
Sit, Brother, rest. Please help yourself.
You have surely been wandering a long time in the wilderness!
JONATHAN: No, not very long. After so much time
the road has become well trodden. After all, it has been
many years since you had left us. (Looking closely at RICHARD)
And yet, it seems that it is much too soon for those years
to have put so much silver into your black curls.
Have I also changed much?
RICHARD (looking at JONATHAN): You? No, not much ...
What brings you here? Certainly not I?
JONATHAN: Yes, most of all. Also, I must visit Rivers.
I have a matter to discuss with him.
You see, he recently passed on a request
to us, asking permission to return.
RICHARD: And?
JONATHAN: Permission was granted.
RICHARD: Oh, really? So, how is your family?
JONATHAN: Well, thank you.
RICHARD (with obvious effort and agitation): And ... mine? Are they all alive?
JONATHAN: Alive and well. They send their greetings.
Your sister asked me to inquire
whether you would wish to return to her.
RICHARD: My soul yearns constantly to be with her.
JONATHAN: Well, then you should return!
RICHARD: Why are you saying that?
You know that I was banished by the judgment of the congregation.
JONATHAN: It was not so much a judgment as an impulse.
If only you could have waited out that impulse.
RICHARD: I did not know how ...
JONATHAN: You did not want to.
RICHARD: It is useless to talk about it now.
JONATHAN: Yes, that is true. It is in the past.
But now the congregation is ready to forget its judgment.
RICHARD: If that is so ... But who asked them to do that?
Was it my sister perhaps?
JONATHAN: No, with her tears Christabelle reawakened
your mother’s heart, and it was your honoured mother
who agreed to go and beseech the congregation.
RICHARD: My Lord! So the mother recognized her son, after all.
JONATHAN: She hopes that you will still return, like the prodigal son.
RICHARD: Did she say that?
JONATHAN: She said it to the congregation.
RICHARD: To call me a prodigal son in public?!
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JONATHAN: The congregation accepted it benevolently.
Godwinson himself said that if you would return humbly,
with remorse and your heart filled with repentance,
he will forgive you, as will the congregation.

RICHARD: Does he really think that I would ask his forgiveness?

JONATHAN: He will not demand words of contrition.

RICHARD: So I am supposed to repent through deeds?

JONATHAN: That is obvious.

RICHARD: You are right—it is obvious.

JONATHAN: I suggest that you accept it humbly,

Richard. Believe me, my friend, you would find peace
in such submission, that spiritual peace that you
have never had before.

RICHARD: And never shall.

JONATHAN: There was a time when I thought that way too,
until I overcame and broke my own conceit.

But since the time that I renounced myself,
I feel peace and benevolence in my heart.

RICHARD: How long it has been since I heard such things!

JONATHAN: Then listen to me now! Do not let my voice
cry out in a desert. I say to you,

I cry out and beg you: Richard, submit!

RICHARD: I do not know how, my Brother. Let God
judge me and those people! My neck does not bend before
Godwinson! My heart cannot stand falsehood, even when
it is from my own mother!

JONATHAN: But for the sake of your own sister?

RICHARD: What good would a humble Richard be to her?
Unless perhaps to lay him in a casket?

JONATHAN: Richard, you should cast away such proud words.
They are like wasteful smoke! Think of the living!

You have loved your nephew Davy like your own son.

RICHARD: How is he doing now?

JONATHAN: Alright. He is a good boy.

RICHARD: He does not sculpt?

JONATHAN: No, his love is painting. He would like to go
to Holland with some friends to study there,
but he does not have the money. It is a shame,
for he does paint quite well. He has the desire,
and his family is not opposed to it,
for he does not paint anything sinful.

RICHARD: What does he paint?

JONATHAN: Mostly portraits.

He painted his own. I brought it with me. Here.
(Takes out a small portrait painted on wood.)
He sends it to you as a gift.

——
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rICHARD (looking at it, his voice shaking): My Davy ...
He has grown more handsome ... His beard is getting darker ...
The same piercing and sincere eyes,
the same sparkle in his gaze. My boy!
My soul’s dear son!
JONATHAN: Return to him. (Silence.)
riIcHARD: Why would I return! To stifle the young soul?
At least now he will remember forever
that once he had an Uncle Richard who was brave,
and free, uncompromising, and submissive only to truth
and beauty. I do not want to tarnish this memory.
I do not want my dear Davy and his young friends
to shake their heads at me and say, “Once he was strong,
but life has worn him down.” That would be the worst.
JONATHAN: It is just your pride. Richard, would you give up
your soul’s salvation for fame and glory.
RICHARD: For glory? Where is it? What glory do I have?
Oh please, do not break my heart!
JONATHAN: I am sorry, I meant to say—
RICHARD: What more is there to say?!
We have said all there is to say, I think.
JONATHAN: What I should add is that besides me and your family
you also have some other friends at home.
RICHARD: Who are these righteous souls?
JONATHAN: There is Mrs. Thomson.
RICHARD: I do not think I know anyone by that name.
JONATHAN: She is Thomson’s widow, the former Jenny Campbell.
She was not married long, and now she is already—
RICHARD: Enough! Do not continue! Be she Mrs. Thomson
or Miss Campbell, is all the same. I do not know
the woman.
JONATHAN: What should I say to your sister about you?
RICHARD: Simply say this: there is no going back.
JONATHAN: Is this is your last word?
RICHARD: Yes, my last. (Turns away.)
JONATHAN: No, Richard, do no hide your tears. I see them.
I will tell your sister: he cried when he said that.
RICHARD (regaining his composure): As you wish ... And tell my Davy that
it is absolutely necessary that he go to Holland.
(Goes to a trunk, takes out some money, and gives it to JONATHAN.)
Here. Give him this money. Let my bitter earnings
not be spent on daily bread this time.
Tell him this: Uncle Richard asked you to be an artist
and not submit.
JONATHAN: I will give him the money.
RICHARD: And the message?
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JONATHAN: No, they are sinful words.
RICHARD: So don’t then! My Davy will understand everything,
even without any words. (Silence. JONATHAN puts the money away.)
JONATHAN: I should leave now.
I see that I shall not accomplish anything else here.
So I should leave.
RICHARD: Where are you going? Spend the night here!
JONATHAN: No, I will go to Rivers’s place. I wish you well!
(They shake hands. JONATHAN goes to the door.)
And what should I say to your mother?
RICHARD: Nothing.

JONATHAN exits. During their conversation night has slowly fallen. Now only faint starlight illy-
minates the house. '

RICHARD (listening as JONATHAN’S footsteps recede outside, then sitting down at the end of the
table):
How alone I am! O righteous God!
So, I have achieved what I have always wanted—
I am free. I broke all the chains that bound my heart,
and my heart with it. Yes, I am free.
In the darkness there is.no stopping.
There is no road, not even a goal ...
I have reached the end ... Is it really possible that now,
after I have overcome everything, I shall be overcome
by languishing? No, let that for which I have renounced
everything save me now. O heavenly spark!
You have burned down my native dwelling place.
Now serve as my light in this strange land
and be the hearth in my home here.
(Rises, lights a lamp, places it on a pedestal, draws open the alcove,
goes up to a statue, uncovers it slightly, and then stops.)
What did I want to change in this here statue?
What should I work on? Should I finish it? No ...
Should I make it more natural? But there is no model ...
Or should I let my imagination run wild?
My imagination does not beat its wings, because they are broken ...
(Removing the covering) My thought, why are you silent? Save me, please!..
My heart has stopped for some reason. Has it grown tired of beating?
Yes, it has ... And so have 1. (Sitting on the edge of the pedestal)
Perhaps it was all just an illusion?
And maybe it was not a heavenly spark at all,
Just a firefly over the marshes, leading a traveller
astray ... And perhaps none of them were wrong, only I was ...
I have devoted my entire life to an unfaithful
and ungrateful idol ... At a time of tribulation
my idol has betrayed me ... May it be cursed!



In the Wilderness 59
Intne 7

Oh, what did I say! Is it not a sin to have lived
to see this? Forgive me ... And whom am I beseeching?
An impenetrable wasteland? How frightening it is here, God!

He runs out of the house, leaving the door open. The light on the pedestal flickers from the draft,
and dark shadows of the statue, the skeleton, and the school benches dart across the walls and
floor. The house is empty for about a minute. Then the MASTER and MONSIEUR ANTONIO enter.
ANTONIO is a man of many years, and his clothing and manners are those of a seventeenth-
century Venetian nobleman.

ANTONIO (standing at the doorstep and scanning the house with surprise):
Hgonourable Master! May I ask if you are certain
that this is his home?
MASTER: There can be no mistake about this, my good sir.
ANTONIO: It is strange.
MASTER: May I leave you here
since you are in such a hurry to leave Rhode Island.
ANTONIO: I am forced to make haste!
MASTER: And I must gather
our congregation for an immediate consultation
about some commercial laws. I must translate
the Latin phrases because not everyone here
has been educated in this language.
ANTONIO: I owe you immeasurable gratitude, my most praiseworthy
Master, for having accepted my case so diligently.
If your learning equals your courtesy—and in this
there is no doubt—this new land may take pride
in such a great and unusual beacon of scholarship.
MASTER: The learning and courtesy of this new land dares not
compare itself from afar with the virtues of old Venice.
ANTONIO: I have no words to answer you as you deserve.
I surrender to your kindness, dear Master, sir.
MASTER: My good sir, I am happy to be of service to you.
(Leaves after bowing ceremoniously.)
ANTONIO: Is this an artist’s studio? No, it is a deserted house.
It does not look like the studio of young Riccardo,
where once the muses and graces united lovingly.
The solitary statue stands like a monument on a grave,
and the skeleton smiles at it in silent mirth.
Is it possible that the inhabitant of this house is one and the same?
It is too terrible even to contemplate!

RICHARD appears at the threshold. Upon seeing ANTONIO, he is taken aback.

RICHARD: Heavenly Powers! Monsieur Antonio!

I must have lost my mind! This is an apparition!
ANTONIO: Do not be frightened, my dear friend!

Tonio has aged but he is still alive,

and he even wants to enliven trade here with you.
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RICHARD (greeting him warmly without words):

My honoured friend! Here in my house the sun
of Italy has joyfully risen!

ANTONIO: Just at the right time, for it is dark here.

RICHARD hurries to light more lamps. Through the open window an intense sound from the
organ is suddenly heard.

ANTONIO: What is that? Gloria in excelsis?

What kind of music is this!

RICHARD: There is a church nearby.

ANTONIO (listening): The local organist plays well.

RICHARD: In this entire colony he is the only artist.

ANTONIO: I see that you have learned humility, like a true Puritan.

RICHARD: Not humility but sincere truth. There is
no other artist here except the one
who plays now in the church.

ANTONIO: What about the master of this house?

RICHARD: I am not an artist here. I was a potter
and a mason, and now I am a schoolteacher.

ANTONIO: When in need, an artist takes such jobs
that come his way. Even Apollo once worked as a mason.

RICHARD: If Apollo had lost his lyre and his voice
and only worked with masonry,
he probably would have been called a mason, not a god.

ANTONIO: Now now, Maestro! Such humility is worse
than conceit itself. Would you have me
believe that you could have truly lost your talent
in the wilds of New England?

RICHARD: My talent?

Oh, it’s been so long since I heard that word!
Monsieur Antonio, I will say to you what is

so very hard to express ... My talent now seems
like a meteor that has already burned out.

It flashed so suddenly that it gave out

neither light, nor warmth ...

ANTONIO: But it enchanted everyone who saw its luminous light.

RICHARD: But who managed to see it?

ANTONIO: We did, the academy. The flower of Venice.

RICHARD: You come to me like Ulysses, who called the dead Achilles
out of Erebus and spoke with his ghost of past matters
and heroic deeds. Between the dead and the living
lay the threshold of Erebus’s gate,
and the discourse gave the bloodless shadow
so much grief that his extinguished eyes
kept weeping ... Accademia delle Arti.

That is another world that is now foreign to me.

ANTONIO: It could be yours. Maestro. In Italy you would not
be a meteor. In our country you would become
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another Michelangelo and would
attain a glory to equal Donatello’s.
rICHARD: I can tell these are Italian concetti.
ANTONIO: No, these are not concetti, not compliments.
I am just saying what my own memory tells me.
It has faithfully preserved everything that you once created
and what you had said.
rICHARD: What I said I can no longer remember.
ANTONIO: Who was it in our cenacolo who lifted
his enlightened forehead so high,
who raised his gilded goblet so happily,
who loudly proclaimed “Evviva arte!” louder
than anyone else?
RICHARD: That is all in the past.
The golden goblets have all rolled away
and good wine is now evaporating in vain,
while a once young forehead has become stooped and withered.
ANTONIO: What keeps you from returning to Italy, to that happy land
where laurel and myrtle were strewn in your path?
RICHARD: Not only laurel and myrtle were there,
but also the Inquisition’s decrees. You do remember that?
ANTONIO: Do not be concerned. Times have now changed.
RICHARD (sadly): Yes, they have. There will be no decrees
or laurels now.
ANTONIO: This conversation is both
sad and fruitless. It would be better to show me
your work—1I do not believe it does not exist.
Even when an artist’s hands may be chopped off,
he will not cease creating.
RICHARD: But there is nothing much to show now.
Except for this, perhaps ...
(Goes and unveils the statue.)
My honoured friend,
among us you had long been the “judge of art.”
Now I await your verdict. You do not realize
how dear to me your judgment is, and your every word!
It is as if I had been in the desert without hearing
a single human voice, and suddenly then
here I hear my native tongue being spoken.
How could it not be dear to me even though
it brings a death sentence?
ANTONIO: There is no point of speaking of death sentences.
Nunc delectandum est.
(Attentively examines the statue for some time. RICHARD nervously follows his gaze.)
Tell me, Maestro, when did you begin this creation?
RICHARD: When did I begin it? How can I
describe it: the idea first arose in Venice.
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It was then that I made some small models,
but the idea persisted no matter where I was.
When I was in Massachusetts, I made a statue.
However, it is no more.
ANTONIO: Where is it?
RICHARD: It would be a great kindness
to me not to make me answer that question.
ANTONIO: Do you expect to finish this one soon?
RICHARD: My road will probably end sooner.
ANTONIO: That would be a pity. The statue is a fine one,
though it is, as they say, a bit tormentata.
RICHARD: It is no wonder! I myself am extremely tormented.
ANTONIO: Do not take my words that way, Maestro.
My friend, I did not mean that you lack creative ability,
but only that you have allowed your deliberations
to rule over it, that hesitation is evident
in this work ...
(Becomes silent, searching for words to express his thoughts.)
RICHARD: Monsieur, do not feel sorry
for me. I am not asking to be spared!
ANTONIO (trying to hide his discomfort):
And you have no need of it, my friend.
This is only a criticism, and criticism is usually
harsh, sometimes even excessively so ...
You said that you had made many models.
I would like to compare them with this statue.
RICHARD (getting a little wax figurine from the cabinet):
This is the only one that remains.
I carried it out with me like the body of a friend
killed in the final battle.
ANTONIO (examining the figurine, an ecstatic look quickly crossing his face):
Maestro! Listen! This is so exquisite!
It is a sin to hide something like this from the world!
As a Puritan who grew up on Biblical texts,
have you forgotten the parable about talents?
RICHARD: My honoured friend, I know that parable only too well..
ANTONIO: In the name of Apollo and all the Camens! Tell me,
Maestro, when did you create this jewel?

RICHARD: When I was in Venice. Later I made some changes to the face a bit.

ANTONIO: I think this work is based on the figure of Carolina D’Orsi.
RICHARD: Quite possibly.
ANTONIO: It is not without reason
that a foreign man of genius courted this Italian woman.
RICHARD: No, you are mistaken. I did not court her.
I learned the religion of beauty from her. I would have
viewed any amorous advances as profanation.

——
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ANTONIO: But the signora herself is not of this opinion about advances.
(Placing the statue on the table) She always has three cicisbei besides her husband.
RICHARD: Is she married?
ANTONIO: For quite some time now.
To that rich and corpulent Fiasci.
rICHARD: Is she still an epitome of beauty?
ANTONIO: She is holding on to her beauty quite well,
though, of course, the years have taken their toll.
RICHARD: Monsieur Antonio, why are you tell me this?
ANTONIO: Dear friend, do not let my stories disturb you!
What I have recounted is life, while this, which enchants me
(pointing to the figurine)
is a dream! Life and dreams are not in agreement,
and they are always in conflict, though they desire peace.
As a result of this battle, life passes, but the dream remains.
This is what “Pereat mundus, fiat ars” means.
(Points to the inscription on the pedestal of the figurine. RICHARD does not answer and
becomes pensive. ANTONIO takes RICHARD by the hand.)
Maestro, I beseech and adjure you as my friend and an artist
in the name of your art: go back to Italy!
I am certain that your dream and fame shall revive there
and your talent shall flourish under our sky.
My ship and I myself are at your disposal.
(Puts his hand to his heart and bows to RICHARD.)
RICHARD: Thank you, my friend. But I cannot accept
your most kind offer. Forgive me and please understand.
Though your Italian sun is bright, it cannot make
a blind man see, but only bring tears to his
unseeing eyes. It is too late now.
How can I return to the land where once everyone
saw me in full bloom and had such great hopes for me?
What could I show there now? What could I be proud of?
This is how I began (pointing to the figurine) and look how I ended up!
(pointing to the statue)
No, after this, one can no longer be resurrected.
And you are asking me aboard your ship?
No, my friend, do not take a corpse with you.
It would be bad luck, or so seafarers tell us.
(Smiles bitterly.)
A MAN (entering): Honourable sir! Could you please come to a meeting
of the congregation to settle our business?
ANTONIO: I shall be right there. (The MAN leaves.) I must go,
and then it will be time to sail. I have been
travelling around the New World a long time now,
and the road back to the Old World is not a short one.
Seafarers have no time to waste. So,
what do you say, Maestro?
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RICHARD: It is hard to repeat
what was not easy to say even once.
Give my regards to Venice and to those sculptors
who still remember their friend. And please convey
my grateful greetings and deepest respect to Signora
Carolina, if you do happen to mention me.
Of all the people I have ever known on this earth,
she gave me something quite unique—she gave me
my greatest dream. May God bless her for this!
And to you, my honoured friend, goes
my most sincere gratitude for your friendship.
ANTONIO: It is a pity that you have not benefited from it.

They shake hands. ANTONIO starts to leave.

RICHARD: Monsieur Antonio!
ANTONIO: What is it, my dear friend?
RICHARD (giving him the figurine):
Please take this dream. Let it go to that sacred land
that gave it its birth. I do not want my soul
to die with me. Take it and place it where once
I was crowned with laurels, and tell everyone, “This is Richard’s soul.”

ANTONIO takes the figurine solemnly, almost religiously. Silent bows are exchanged,
and ANTONIO leaves.

RICHARD (alone): My soul will sail across the ocean, while I

remain here in a soulless body among bones

together with this stillborn monstrosity. (To the statue)
How repugnant you are! I hate you!

I am burning with shame just for showing you.

So die, accursed thing, together with me here.

I do not wish to be remembered after my death!

Let everything perish and not leave a mark.

—

(Raises his arms to push the statue from the pedestal, but then drops them.)

No, I cannot raise my own hand against you,

child of my own sorrow and grief. I feel sorry

for you, so deeply sorry, like a father

for his unfortunate child who was born to be a cripple forever ...
This creation of mine can never expect to be in

bronze or marble. It shall not outlive its creator.

Before my own dead body turns to dust,

this clay will dry out and fall apart. So let it

stand until then. And what about me?

My testament is ready. What else is there to wait for?

It is time to face eternity now. (An organist playing Requiem is heard.)

My good friend remembered my request after all
and is playing Requiem. I shall be
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grateful and listen attentively. (Sits by the window and listens.)
What terrifying sounds ... they foretell eternal torment
in hell ... But I am there already ...

Oh! Is that an echo of heaven? ... It promises
eternal peace ... peace and nothing more ...
Once I wanted no peace. And now I feel

my strength dying like that very chord ...

I could not live by bread alone ...

What powerful thunder! It is an angel’s clarion!
It is a call from heaven! When will

the angel of death call me to him?

I hear him now. The wait will not be long ...

Sapienti sat
mea culpa

Act 2

Mater Dolorosa

Act3

Sancta simplicitas
Non dubitandum est
conditio sine qua non
Nunc prosequor

ab ovo

ad hoc

Accademia delle Arti
concetti

cenacolo

Ewviva larte

Nunc delectandum est
tormentata

Camens

cicisbei

Translated by Roxolana Stojko-Lozynskyj

Latin and Italian Phrases in the Text
Actl

for the wise man, it is enough.

through my fault.

Mother of Sorrow (the Virgin Mary gazing at her
crucified son).

holy simplicity

There is no doubt

a necessary condition
Now let us continue
from the beginning

for this case

Academy of Arts
compliments
company, circle, group
Long live art

Now it is time to be delighted
weary, tormented
Muses

lovers



Mykola Kulish

Mykola Kulish was an eminent and innovative playwright who created the greatest achieve.
ments of twentieth-century Ukrainian drama. His plays reflect many European stylistic trends
and innovations.

Born in 1892 in the village of Chaplynka just north of the Crimea, Kulish served in the
Russian Imperial Army (1914-17) and the Red Army (1917-18), and then worked as a teach-
er in the town of Oleshky (now Tsiurupynsk) near Kherson. In 1918 he headed that town’s
council and was imprisoned for five months by Hetman Pavlo Skoropadsky’s regime. When
the Russian Volunteer Army invaded Ukraine in 1919, Kulish organized and led several par-
tisan groups and the First Ukrainian Dnipro Revolutionary Regiment. That year he also
joined the Bolshevik Party. In 1920 he was the chief of staff of the Red Army’s Kherson
Group. From 1922 to 1925 he lived in Odesa and worked there as a superintendent of ele-
mentary schools.

Kulish’s first literary efforts were satirical verses and one-act plays. In 1918 he began writ-
ing a never finished autobiographical novel, “Lemish” (The Ploughshare). In 1924 Kulish
completed his first multi-act play, 97. Thereafter he played a prominent role in the rebirth of
Ukrainian drama as the author of the plays Komuna v stepakh (A Commune in the Steppes,
1925), Otak zahynuv Huska (Thus Died Huska, 1925), Zond (Blight, 1926), Khulii Khuryna
(1926), Narodnii Malakhii (The People’s Malachi, 1929), Myna Mazailo (1928), Zakut (The
Nook, 1929), Patetychna sonata (Sonata Pathétique, 1929), Proshchai, selo (Farewell, Village,
1933; a.k.a. Povorot Marka [Marko’s Return, 1934]), Maklena Grasa (1932), and Vichnyi bunt
(The Eternal Revolt, 1932).

From 1925 Kulish lived in Kharkiv, the first capital of Soviet Ukraine, and was active there
in the proletarian writers’ group Hart (Tempering) and its successor, Vaplite (the Free Acad-
emy of Proletarian Literature, 1925-28), which he headed for the first two years. He also orga-
nized and headed the Association of Ukrainian Dramatists and Composers (1926-31); served
on the editorial boards of the major literary journals Chervonyi shliakh, Literaturnyi iarmarok,
and Prolitfront; wrote several poems; and translated Russian literary works into Ukrainian (his
name was omitted from the Ukrainian-language edition of Maxim Gorky's Egor Bulychov
[1934]).

Bolshevik critics castigated Kulish’s activities and plays as “bourgeois nationalist” and “an-
ti-Party” for several years before the NKVD arrested him on 8 December 1934. During the
search of his apartment, his unpublished play “Taki” (Such Ones) and script for a subsequent-
ly cancelled feature film about the Paris Commune were confiscated (they were presumably
later destroyed). On 28 March 1935 an NKVD tribunal sentenced Kulish to ten years’ strict
isolation in an Arctic prison on the Solovets Islands. On 3 November 1937 NKVD officers
executed him, the Berezil Theatre director Les Kurbas (Kulish’s close friend and collaborator),
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and many other writers, scholars, and political prisoners in the Sandarmokh forest near Med-
vezhegorsk in Soviet Karelia.'

Kulish’s name and plays were not mentioned publicly in the USSR until the post-Stalin
Thaw. In 1957 97 became the first of his plays to be republished since his arrest. This Russian
translation was staged two years later, and 97 was finally republished in its original Ukrainian
in 1960. Patetychna sonata, which premiered at the Moscow Chamber Theatre in December
1931, was first staged in Soviet Ukraine nearly three decades later—in Odesa in 1958—but was
not published there until 1968.

Selected Editions of Kulish’s Works

Tvory. Spohady pro M. Kulisha—Antoniny Kulish. Ed., with commentaries, endnotes, a biographic essay,
and a bibliography, by Hryhorii Kostiuk. New York: Ukrainian Academy of Arts and Sciences in
the U.S., 1955.

P'iesy. Ed. M. M. Ostryk. Intro. by Ie. I. Starynkevych. Kyiv: Derzhavne vydavnytstvo khudozhn'oi litera-
tury, 1960.

Tyory. Ed., with an intro. and notes, by Vasyl' Iaremenko. Kyiv: Molod', 1968.
P'iesy. Lysty. Ed. S. S. Zinchuk. Intro. by Iurii Kobylets'’kyi. Kyiv: Dnipro, 1969.
Tvory v dvokh tomakh. 2 vols. Ed., with an intro. and notes, by Les' S. Taniuk. Kyiv: Dnipro, 1990.

Translations of Kulish’s Works

Kulisch, Mikola. Die Beethovensonate: Ein Stiick aus der Ukraine 1917. German trans. (bowdlerized
script) by M. Ovrutska. Berlin: Deutsche Biithnenfassung von Friedrich Wolf, 1932.

Kulish, Mykola. Sonata Pathétique. English trans. by George S. N. Luckyj and Moira Luckyj. Intro. by
Ralph Lindheim. Littleton, Colo.: Ukrainian Academic Press, 1975.

———. 3ona/ Blight: A Play in Three Acts. English trans. by Mariia Popovich Semeniuk and John
Woodsworth. New York, Ottawa, and Toronto: Legas, 1996.

Kulish, Nikolai. Pateticheskaia sonata. Maklena Grasa. Russian trans. by P. Zenkevich and S. Svobodina.
Moscow: Isskustvo, 1964.

Kulisz, Mykola. “97.” Polish trans. by Edward St. Bury. Dialog (Warsaw), 1967, no. 10: 67-96.
———. “Sonata Patetyczna.” Polish trans. by Edward St. Bury. Dialog (Warsaw), 1972, nos. 4-5: 111-45.

Kulish, Nikolai. “Vechnyi bunt.” Russian trans. by Pavel Zenkevich and Sofiia Svobodina. Sovremennaia
dramaturgiia, 1983, no.11: 175-204.

Selected Works about Kulish

Andriienko, L. M. Mykola Hurovych Kulish (1892-1937): Bibliohrafichnyi pokazhchyk. Kherson: Kher-
sons'ka oblasna universal'na naukova biblioteka im. M. O. Hor'koho, 1992.

Dyky, Luba M. “Some Aspects of the ‘Sonata Pathetique’ by Mykola Kulish.” Annals of the Academy of
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Hordynsky [Hordyns'kyi], Sviatoslav. “Ideas on the Scaffold: Mykola Kulish and His Sonata Pathetique.”
The Ukrainian Quarterly 5, no. 4 (Autumn 1949): 331-39.

———. “Postskryptum do ‘Patetychnoi.” Suchasnist’, 1979, no. 10: 107-108.
———. “Spravzhnii ‘Narodnii Malakhii.” Kyiv (Philadelphia), 1953, no. 4: 191-95.

' Between 27 October and 4 November 1937 the NKVD shot or beat to death (in order to save bullets) 1,111 prisoners

there, 300 of whom were Ukrainian. This mass-burial site, containing the remains of over 9,500 prisoners, was dis-
covered in 1997.
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About The People’s Malachi

The first plays that Kulish wrote received a very enthusiastic welcome from critics and audienc-
es. However those that followed, specifically Khulii Khuryna and especially Narodnii Malakhii
(The People's Malachi), were soon branded as reflecting “political insecurity” and other “unde-
sirable” elements. The People’s Malachi was first performed at the Berezil Theatre in Kharkiv on
25 March 1928.2 In order to satisfy his censors, critics, and various theatre repertoire commit-
tees, the author had made many changes in the play. In the spring of 1929 he finally received
temporary permission to stage the third version; it stimulated an unprecedented public discus-
sion of the play and the production by Berezil’s avant-garde director, Les Kurbas. That same
year Kulish managed to publish the third version (which had an added scene about Malachi
visiting the factory). The play was banned in 1929. Thereafter it was not staged in Ukraine until
1989, but only by postwar Ukrainian theatre troupes in West Germany and Canada.

After the first performance of The People’s Malachi, both Kulish and his play were attacked
in the Soviet press. The primary criticism was that the play’s main character, Malachi, a social
reformer in a socialist country, is not in step with the workers and is a deranged man and,
even worse, a petit bourgeois. In this expressionistic work, Malachi gets away with numerous
exposés and criticisms of Soviet reality. The play’s title is a satirical reference to the high pres-
tige of “people’s commissars” in the USSR. In Kulish's earlier play, Zond (Blight, 1926), the
protagonist is an old blind man who was not a revolutionary. In The People’s Malachi Kulish
goes even further by choosing to present the protagonist as someone who is not a Party official
and even not a sane man. Instead Malachi is an unbalanced agent of misfortune, whom Kulish
uses as the vehicle for his satirical critique of the fruits of Communist teachings. Consequently
it is hardly surprising that Soviet critics were up in arms.

Kulish’s literary contemporary, Yurii Smolych, even went so far as to claim that the author
took “the repugnant idea” of demonstrating the need for social reforms from the Ukrainian

* Various dates have been provided for the premiere of The People’s Malachi, including 31 March 1928, and 2 March
1928 for the preview. See Valerian Revutsky, “Mykola Kulish in the Modern Ukrainian Theatre,” The Slavonic and
East European Review 49, no. 116 (July 1971): 359.
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modernist writer Volodymyr Vynnychenko, who was unacceptable to Soviet critics. Smolych
considered Kulish’s choice a paradox, because Kulish did not admire Vynnychenko and evep
wanted Malachi to be played by Antin Buchma, who could be made up to look like Vynny..
chenko.’ Later the Soviet drama scholar Yosyp Kyseliov detected the influence of Mykola
Khvylovy’s ideas in the play, especially when Malachi refers to the “azure yonder.” In contrast
to Kulish’s earlier plays, which were marked by realism and simplicity, Kyseliov described The
People’s Malachi as abstract, with “obscure symbolism, decadent mannerism, deliberate com-
plications, displaying indifference to the semantic and thematic unity of the work.™

In the West, however, the postwar émigré critic Yurii Sherekh was free to write about the
play from a wider perspective and compared its protagonist and the play itself to Jean Girau-
doux’s La folle de Chaillot (The Madwoman of Chaillot, 1943, first performed in 1945).° Other
critics noted similarities between Kulish’s and Georg Grosz’s stark and sordid presentations of
reality.

In order to decode the play’s various planes of reference, let us first consider its protago-
nist’s name. Two of his most prominent namesakes are associated with religion and reforms,
Malachi, the last of the Hebrew prophets in the fifth century BC, complained about his people’s
lax morals (including divorces and marriages to foreigners), “indifference to worship,” and
reluctance to pay sacred dues. As God’s messenger, he was to “purge away” these attitudes and
behaviour, bring back prosperity, and reward those who were religious and observed Moses’s
laws. Malachy, a twelfth-century Irish archbishop who was later canonized, also strove to re-
form the individual (he promoted monastic life), and society (he brought the Irish church into
the Roman Catholic fold). In a somewhat similar manner, the eighteenth-century Ukrainian
philosopher Hryhorii Skovoroda travelled across the country on foot and preached spiritual
reform of the individual, but on a more basic level. He made no promises of an “azure yonder.”

Kulish’s Malachi considers religion to be “the opium of the people.” Thus he draws atten-
tion to Communist ideology and the Bolsheviks’ promises of reforming humankind and
providing a better future, albeit in the rather distant future. The Soviet critics did not miss
these satirical juxtapositions or the play’s ironic tenor.

In his play Kulish makes use of various dramatic and mythical imagery, supplementing
them with a strong dose of irony and a Soviet setting. He replaces traditional drama’s royal
protagonist with a modern-day correlative—a commissar; and instead of a dove as a symbolic
bird, he gives us a chicken, which is killed in the end. He substitutes traditional mythical set-
tings—a garden or a forest—with the garden of a sanatorium; and instead of a temple, his play
offers a factory and a brothel. Every image, every idea, and every dream is permeated with
irony and irreality.

Malachi’s quixotic reformist mission only appears to be directed at universal and social
concerns. However, he is equally fixated on specific situations reflecting the state of contem-
porary cultural, social, and political affairs and issues in Soviet Ukraine.

? Lurii Smolych, Rozpovid' pro nespokii (Kyiv: Radians'kyi pys'mennyk, 1968), 61.

* Tosif Kiselev, “Mikola Kulish,” in his Vstrechi s sovremennikom: Dramaturgi Ukrainy (Moscow: Sovetskii pisatel’
1979), 148.

> Iurii Sherekh [George Y. Shevelov], “Don-Kikhoty pomizh nas (‘Narodnii Malakhii’ Zhana Zhirodu),” in his Druha
cherha (Munich: Suchasnist', 1978) 72-81. See also his“Druhe narodzhennia ‘Narodn'oho Malakhiia,”” in ibid., 102-
114. For an insightful discussion, see Mahdalyna Laslo-Kutsiuk “Masky’ Mykoly Kulisha,” in her Shukannia forny
(Bucharest: Kriterion, 1980), 233-366. See also Oksana Kohut, “Mesiini vizii heroiv: Svoieridnist' dramatychnoi dii
ukrains'koi ‘prorochoi p’iesy,” Bibliia i kul'tura (Chernivtsi), 2000, no. 1: 106-108.
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While the play’s New York edition of 1955 was based on its above-mentioned third ver-
sion, it is the drama’s first version that made more direct references to Ukrainians.® In most
cases they are commentaries on matters of national consciousness, the Bolshevik restraints
placed on scholarship, and the state and use of the Ukrainian language. Although Kulish made
numerous revisions, even the expurgated final version of his play was held against him, and its
stage life was cut short in 1930. Kulish was forced to recant the work, and in a public letter of
apology (published in Literaturna Ukraina on 28 February 1931), he denounced his use of
«pationalist aphorisms” and the ideas his Malachi expressed as “reminiscent of Trotskyist the-
ories.” Nonetheless Kulish managed to write three other outstanding dramas in which he fur-
ther developed several ideas he introduced and tested in The People’s Malachi, emphasizing
the individual in relation to his or her personal identity, society, the nation, and the world.

* Sviatoslav Hordyns'kyi provides the sections that appeared in the first version in his article “Vypysky z pershoi (‘be-
rezil'skoi’) redaktsii ‘Narodn'oho Malakhiia,” in Mykola Kulish, Tvory, ed. Hryhorii Kostiuk (New York: Ukrainian
Academy of Arts and Sciences in the U.S., 1955), 446-49. Translations of these variants are provided in appendix 2
below. For a description of one staging of the play, see Larissa Onyshkevych, “On the Stages of Ukraine, 1990: From
Shalom Aleichem to Mykola Kulish,” Slavic and East European Performance 11, no. 1 (Spring 1991): 48-57.
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The People’s Malachi
(1928)
In the tragic mode
CHARACTERS

MALACHI MYNOVYCH STAKANCHYK, a former mailman
TARASOVNA, his wife

VIRA, his eldest daughter

NADIA, his middle daughter (aka Nadiia)

LIUBA, his youngest daughter (aka Liubov and Liubunia, a diminutive of Liuba)
GODFATHER, Malachi's friend and godfather to his daughters
FIRST SUPERINTENDENT

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT

OLIA, a pale girl, a nurse and later a prostitute

APOLINARA, a middle-aged madam in a brothel

TROKHYM IVANOVYCH, an old bachelor and hospital orderly
AHAPIIA SAVCHYKHA, an old woman pilgrim

MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES

MATYLDA, a prostitute

LITTLE OLD MAN

A COURIER

FIRST PATIENT IN AN ASYLUM

SECOND PATIENT IN AN ASYLUM

THIRD PATIENT IN AN ASYLUM

FOURTH PATIENT IN AN ASYLUM

FIFTH PATIENT IN AN ASYLUM

FIRST WORKER

SECOND WORKER

THIRD WORKER

A SWEATING WORKER

FIRST VISITOR in the brothel

SECOND VISITOR in the brothel

THIRD VISITOR (“NO TIME”) in the brothel

FIRST GIRL, a prostitute
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SECOND GIRL, @ prostitute
A MUSICIAN

A BASS
A TENOR
NEIGHBOURS, PATIENTS, WORKERS AND PROSTITUTES

Act One

Scene 1

MADAME! TARASOVNA STAKANCHYK is sobbing from grief in her house at 37 Philistine’ Street.

TARASOVNA: Oh, who can tell, who can let me know—can you, Daughter, can you, Little Bird,
or you, dear Mother of God—where, to what unknown place, he is fleeing and to
what fate he is forsaking poor me-ee-ee? ...

The canary in the cage hangs its head. The icon of the Holy Mother takes on a sorrowful appear-
ance. Silence prevails. Only the MIDDLE DAUGHTER anxiously tends to her mother.

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: Mama!

TARASOVNA: Don’t interrupt!

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: Drink this, Mama dear.

TARASOVNA: What is it?

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: Valerian drops.

TARASOVNA: Go away! Leave me alone! How can mere valerian drops quell the drama that’s in
my heart? ... Poison is what I should be given!

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: Wouldn't it be better if you sat away from the window?

TARASOVNA: Why?

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: People are passing by the windows—

TARASOVNA: Get me some crushed glass. I'll poison myself!

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: The neighbours can see and hear.

TARASOVNA: Let them see! Let them hear! If they’re friends, let them pity us; and if they're
enemies, let them rejoice that there’s such a drama in our house, that my lawful
husband is running away-ay...

Scene 2

The ELDEST DAUGHTER enters.

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: Did you call Godfather?
ELDEST DAUGHTER: He’s on his way.

L o . P . . .
Ihe use of the title is intentionally ironic.

2' [ ) . « . » [3 « » « . : » :
In the original, the name of the street is “Mishchanska,” which means “Burgher,” “Petit-Bourgeois,” or, figuratively,
“Philistine.”
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TARASOVNA (abruptly seizing the moment): Where is he? Far?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: He'll be here right away.

TARASOVNA: I'm asking you: where is he?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: And I'm telling you, Mama dear. He'll be here in a minute ... He had to
make a quick stop in you know where, he got sick to his stomach—

TARASOVNA (wiping herself): For Heaven’s sake, Girl! Why didn’t you say so in the first place?
Did any of you tidy up in there?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: I did, yesterday.

MIDDLE DAUGHTER (to the ELDEST DAUGHTER): Did you tell Godfather that Papa has already
gone to get his passport?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: Of course.

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: And what did he say?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: He said he already knew about it.

TARASOVNA: Did you call the basses from the church choir?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: Liubunia ran to get them.

TARASOVNA: What about whiskey for the basses?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: She’ll buy the whiskey, too.

TARASOVNA: Go make some hors d’oeuvres for the folks, dear. Cut up some onions and
radishes and put some oil dressing on them.

ELDEST DAUGHTER (exploding): It’s always me, always me! Go get Godfather, go invite the
singers, and now go cut the onions! While she just stands there with her hands
folded, doing nothing—

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: And who, pray tell, watered the flowers? Who got the valerian drops
ready? You must be blind!

DAUGHTERS (pinching each other, but in a way their mother cannot see):

—Ouch!
—Ouch-ouch!

TARASOVNA: Oh, I'll die and die again because of such daughters. I see darkness before my
eyes, the sun has turned pitch black, and they keep adding to my grief ... Get me my
cards! I'll lay them out for him one more time ... Just one more time. (Laying out her
cards, looking at them, and suddenly drawing her hand to her bosom) Oh, I see an
open road again! ...

DAUGHTERS: Are you sure, Mama dear? It can’t be!

(One to the other) You must be blind! Can’t you see the red six?

TARASOVNA (her eyes wide with profound, mystical terror): I lay out the cards again and again,
and as always this card appears ... And my dream confirms it: there is this road in a
field and above it a crescent moon, so sad and so pale ... It rolls away beyond the
horizon as if fleeing ... And I stand by the road like a solitary shadow ... The moon
... That’s our father, Girls. I feel it in my soul, he’ll flee ... He'll ro-o-1l away and
perish on the way-y-y—

DAUGHTERS: Hush, Mama! ... The neighbours are coming.

TARASOVNA: I can’t stay quiet! I have been quiet long enough! We’ve hidden this thing far too
long. It’s time to let everybody know the kind of drama that’s in my house and in my
heart.
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Scene 3

NEIGHBOURS walk in quietly and solemnly, as is fitting on such an occasion. They stand there.
The two DAUGHTERS are coddling their mother like two swallows.

DAUGHTERS: Should I get you a compress, Mama dear? ... Shouldn’t you lie down and rest,
Mama?

NEIGHBOURS (sighing, shaking their heads, and, as is fitting in such a situation, saying philo-
sophically):

—Perhaps one day we will all finally be able to rest at the cemetery’—
—You can be sure of that. There we’ll sleep to our heart’s content—
—Good day, Tarasovna!

TARASOVNA (rising with utmost difficulty and exchanging greetings): Sit down, dear
neighbours. Although I am ill and there is great suffering in our home, I beg you, do
sit down. (Giving her handkerchief to the MIDDLE DAUGHTER) Get me another hanky!

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: It’s soaking wet ... Is it right to cry so much, Mama dear?

NEIGHBOURS (smiling at such a question):

—Hmm ... And why not?—
—She asks—
—It goes without saying: the younger they are, the greener they are—

TARASOVNA: I'm not as sorry for myself as I am for them, my poor children. One can’t sleep.
“Mama,” she says,“I just can’t.” The second one can’t sleep either, but lies there
crying softly into her pillow. And the third, darling Liubunia, stands guard at my
bedside all night long like a shadow ... But their father doesn’t care: he’s deser-r-r-
ting us.

NEIGHBOURS: Is it possible that Malachi Mynovych would do such a thing at his ripe age? It’s
hard tobelieve.

TARASOVNA: He’s already packed for the road. Look here: a walking stick and a bag of dried
bread.

ELDEST DAUGHTER: He dried it himself.

TARASOVNA: Secretly he dried it ... Just now he’s gone down to the Executive Committee* to
get a Soviet passport. He'll be taking off today.

NEIGHBOURS: Where to? Though it’s bad luck to ask, Tarasovna, but tell us where’s he going!

TARASOVNA: Don’t ask!

ELDEST DAUGHTER: He won’t say.

TARASOVNA: He won’t tell us, dear neighbours. Godfather tried asking him, I paid for a
supplication in church, we even got him drunk, and still he won’t say.

NEIGHBOURS (even more amazed): Hmm ... It must be true then: a walking stick and a bag.
That’s the way some people go on pilgrimages ... Maybe he’s gotten ready to travel to
Kyiv to fast and pray at some holy icon or something?

TARASOVNA: An icon? Not after the surprise he pulled, forbidding me to bake Easter bread—

NEIGHBOURS: You don’t say!

. L « 2 i i ’ '
Ihe original has “v komkhoza na dachi” (at the collective-farm director’s dacha), one of the many Soviet euphe-
misms for the final resting place.

*Alocal governing body of the Communist Party.
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TARASOVNA: To the pigs ... I dyed a basketful of Easter eggs and he threw them all to the
pi-i-igs ... It’s been like this for the past seven years—no peace or consolation in thig
house; now the seventh year is passing, and on top of that he’s running away from
ho-o-ome—(Wails loudly.)

DAUGHTERS: Oh, oh, Mama, oh! ...

NEIGHBOURS: Come now, Tarasovna! Come to your senses! You're carrying on as if he were
dead already. Shame on you!

TARASOVNA: I can’t come to my senses, dear neighbours. It would be better if he were dead
already, better if I were seeing him off to the next world. Instead he’s running off to
who knows where ... You can at least go to the dead for consolation, you can lean on
the cross and cry away your woe, but when he runs away, where shall I go? Where
shall I look for him? In what lands, on what roads? ... He won’t be seen dead or
ali-i-ive—

NEIGHBOURS (now also moved, blowing their noses into their handkerchiefs and aprons): What
a drama! It’s so moving, who needs movies?! (After a pause) Tell us at least when all
this began, how, and why?

DAUGHTERS (eagerly):

—1It all started when the soldiers burned down our fence—
—That’s a lie! It began when a bullet struck the vestibule—
—T'll tell the story!

—No, I will!

TARASOVNA (stopping the DAUGHTERS): No one can recount my husband’s story better than I,
his lawful wife. Only I ... But like a swallow, dear neighbours, I must flit through it
quickly, for today is a working day ... It was back when the Revolution of 1917 broke
out, when it broke out, oh, how it broke out—

DAUGHTERS:

—The soldiers—
—Don’t interrupt, idiot!—
—Burned down our fence.
NEIGHBOURS: That was when the ruthless soldiers® of the Red Army slaughtered our pigs.

TARASOVNA and her DAUGHTERS interrupt each other.

TARASOVNA: That’s when it all started, dear neighbours. At first, Malachi drank water
secretly—

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: Until Papa’s teeth chat—

TARASOVNA: Don’t interrupt, because it was I and I alone who saw it ... Three daughters, three
big girls at home, but only I saw how my Malachi drank water and how his teeth
chattered—

ELDEST DAUGHTER: My teeth chattered too, Mama—

TARASOVNA: You're lying! You slept even through the Revolution. It was darling Liuba, poor
thing, who clenched her teeth to keep herself from crying over the Revolution—

DAUGHTERS: We all clenched our teeth.

> In the original, krasnoholovi makedony (red-headed Macedonians), a nickname for the Red Army referring to its
rough conduct, but also to its success in conquering others.
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[ARASOVNA: Be quiet! ... And at night, before dawn, dear neighbours, when the Revolution
had already begun to slumber, we huddled together and wept, and wept, and wept—
NEIGHBOURS (becoming anxious): The Revolution hit hard. It hit every single one of us!
1ARASOVNA: But why did it hit me the hardest? Why?
DAUGHTERS (one after the other):
—Then when—
—Don’t interrupt!—
—The postmaster was killed—
rARASOVNA: Quiet! Then when the postmaster was killed, Malachi began trembling and
shaking and he walled himself up in the storeroom.
NEIGHBOURS: Huh?! What?
DAUGHTERS: —Papa—
—Walled himself up—
—and plastered up the door.
TARASOVNA: Two years he stayed there.
NEIGHBOURS (so astounded that they rise to their feet):
—You don’t say!
—Two years in the pantry?
TARASOVNA: Just think what torment it was to stay silent ... I said nothing, and they said
nothing, as though our lips were sealed.
NEIGHBOURS (glancing at each other): So it turns out that Malachi Mynovych did not go to
visit his brother in the village as rumour had it?
TARASOVNA: No, no ... Only now can I reveal it to you, dear neighbours, only now can I tell
the whole truth.
NEIGHBOURS: And he was not working there?
TARASOVNA: No, no! Only God knew that my Malachi was walled up, only God, and I, and the
girls, and Godfather.
NEIGHBOURS (vexed that they had not learned of this earlier):
—Well, who would believe it!
—What a drama—
—We used to hear something at night—
—But how did he, pardon the question, answer the call of nature?
MIDDLE DAUGHTER: Through a little window.
TARASOVNA: Hush! ... Through a secret little window, into a little pot.
NEIGHBOURS: The one that’s chipped? ...
TARASOVNA: The very same one. I bought it when I was still carrying little Liuba.
NEIGHBOURS (shrugging their shoulders):
—Hmm ... Every morning when I looked out—
—The pot was on the fence ... Who could have known that Malachi Mynovych was
walled up in the storeroom?—
—Sitting—
TARASOVNA: Then when the New Economic Policy® began ... You remember, dear neigh-
bours, when Godfather was allowed to deal in icons?

—

* Lenin introduced this policy known by its acronym, NEP, in the spring of 1921 to enable the war-torn Soviet state to
get back on its economic feet by allowing limited private enterprise. Having served its purpose, NEP was replaced by
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NEIGHBOURS: How could we forget? For the first time since the Revolution began, we could
finally buy incense—

MIDDLE DAUGHTER: Only then did Papa come out—

TARASOVNA: Hush! ... It would have been better if he had stayed walled up forever, because
now, having read all those Bolshevik books, he’s running away from ho-o-me.

Scene 4

Then LIUBA, the youngest daughter, rushes in. She puts her basket on the floor and her hands on
her heart.

LIUBA: You cry and you grieve here, not knowing that Papa has already left the Executive
Committee. (TARASOVNA lets out a gasp.) He kissed me and was so happy and
cheerful...

TARASOVNA: Did he get a passport?

LIUBA: I don’t know ... He went to the district chief of police. In the meantime I ran into the
church, fell to my knees, and prayed: “God,” I said, “God, don’t grant me a happy
future, just make sure Papa stays home.” Then I kissed the floor. (Cries and
demonstrates how she did it.) Was it right that I did that, Mama dear?

TARASOVNA: Yes, child ... And what about the basses?

LIUBA: They’ll be here any minute.

NEIGHBOURS: Did you ask for a supplicatory service, or what?

LIUBA: No. Godfather said we should ask a bass and a tenor from the church choir to try and
stop Papa by singing church hymns. Oh, I forgot! ... Mama! Mokii Yakovych said
that Papa’s favourite hymn is not “The Grace of Peace,” but “Why Hast Thou
Rejected Me?”

TARASOVNA (bustling about): We must let Godfather know about this at once ... (To the
ELDEST DAUGHTER) Run and get him!

ELDEST DAUGHTER: How can I get him if he had to ... make a quick stop!

Scene 5

But she bites her tongue because GODFATHER, quite exhausted, slowly enters.

TARASOVNA (as if to God): How could you take so long ... when there is such misery, such
great misery, Godfather!

GODFATHER (still holding on to his stomach): Calm down! ... I would have flown here on wings
if I could have, Tarasovna, but I couldn’t. Listen! (Continues after a pause, when
everyone has had a chance to listen.) Do you hear it gurgling? ... Phew ... So, he’s
running away, you say?

TARASOVNA: He’s already left the Executive Committee.

the first Five Year Plan in 1928. Under NEP a new Soviet bourgeoisie arose. Malachi and Godfather are allegedly
representative members.
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GODFATHER (with authority): I know.

11uBA: He kissed me and was so happy and cheerful.

GODFATHER (with more authority): I know that, too.

rARASOVNA: He went to see the district chief of police.

GODFATHER (with supreme authority): That’s no secret to me either.

TARASOVNA: But what have I done to deserve such a tragedy, Godfather? What?

GODFATHER (deep in thought, pointing upward with his finger): Only He knows.

NEIGHBOUR (agreeing): That’s the truth, for sure ... Only He knows what.

GODFATHER (to the NEIGHBOURS): Good day to you all!

NEIGHBOURS: And a good day to you!

GODFATHER: What sorrows we must bear! Malachi is running away from us, but where to—he
probably doesn’t know it himself.

TARASOVNA: All the cards point to a journey—

GODFATHER: I know that, too, and I say: let that journey lead him to the graves rather than
there.

ARASOVNA, DAUGHTERS, and NEIGHBOURS: Lord, where? Where, Godfather? Where?

GODFATHER (to the cage, sadly shaking his head): Hello, birdie! Are you sad? Are you also
grieving because your master is running away? (Turning to the NEIGHBOURS) No
wonder there’s a song that says: “A canary warbles sadly.”” (Then, becoming complete-
ly dramatic, announcing gravely) Listen, Tarasovna, and you, my godchildren, and
you, neighbours! I have just found out that the executive committee has no power to
stop Malachi from running away.

TARASOVNA (fottering, then saying to GODFATHER and the others): There’s ringing ... in my
ears ... There’s a high-pitched ringing ...

GODFATHER (noticing that LIUBA is staring strangely, motionlessly): Are you holding up all
right, Godchild? '

LIUBA: Godfather, during the Revolution everyone drank water and their teeth chattered ... I
was the only one who stood through the Revolution as if through the Passion. It just
hurt here. (Pointing to her jaw) Now it hurts here (pointing to her jaw), and it hurts
here (clutching at her heart), and it hurts in my knees and it hurts—

GODFATHER: And even the district chief of police told me, he did ... There is no Soviet law, he
says, that would prohibit running away from home, even more so, says he, since your
friend is a grown man.

TARASOVNA, DAUGHTERS, and NEIGHBOURS:

—What is to be done now, Godfather?
—Godfather, please advise us!
—What a tragedy! What a tragedy!

GODFATHER: Calm down! ... At last you’ve completely understood what caused my stomach,
nerves, and everything else in this world, to ... It was because of Malachi! ... Did you
invite the singers?

LIUBA: They said they’d be here right away.

GODFATHER: Listen to me again! ... Calm down—that is, don’t cry, and most of all do not faint
until I tell you to—that’s point number one.

NEIGHBOURS: Listen to him! Listen to him!

————

7
A quote from a Russian song. Many Soviet Ukrainian urban dwellers were Russified.
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GODFATHER: Bring the canary here! Closer to the table! That’s it .,. Light the icon lamp!

TARASOVNA: He'll smash it, Godfather!

DAUGHTERS: Papa doesn’t believe in the icon lamp any more.

GODFATHER: Light it, I say! ... Is there any incense in the house?

TARASOVNA: Yes, there is ... Get it, Daughter; it’s on the icon case.

GODFATHER: Burn enough incense to shock his nerves. It makes no difference that today he is
against religion. For twenty-seven years the man was fond of canaries, of the
fragrance of incense, and he loved the sound of church singing. How could he not
still be affected by it all? That’s point number two—

NEIGHBOURS (nodding vigorously):

—Oh, yes, yes!
—Yes, of course!

GODFATHER: Now, which chicken did my good friend like best?

TARASOVNA: The yellow one, the one with the golden crest.

GODFATHER: Kill it!

TARASOVNA: Are you out of your mind, Godfather! A beautiful chicken like that!—

GODFATHER: Kill it, I say! And let’s have one of the girls run into the house ... You, little
Liuba! ... No, you will be playing the harmonium ... You, dear Vira! ... Run into the
house with the chicken and scream at the top of your voice that your neighbour
Tukhlia has killed the chicken by hitting it on the head with a cudgel—

TARASOVNA: But the chicken is priceless, Godfather!

GODFATHER: So much the better! Kill it with a stake so that one of its eyes pops out and he
becomes upset! Maybe, God willing, he will start a lawsuit, as he did before the war
when his rooster was killed: that case dragged on for three years—

NEIGHBOURS: That’s true! What a clever tactic ... One of you, hurry!

TARASOVNA: Hurry, Vira dear!

ALL (to VIRA and VIRA to herself): Run, run!

She rushes out.

GODFATHER: That was only point number three ... Here’s point number four. Calm down. On
my way here, I observed nature ... And do you know what I noticed? (After a pause)
I noticed that nature, too, is not what it used to be under the old regime. (After a
pause) Why is that? ... Because the Communists have damaged nature as well ... In
this manner, with mere questions I will entangle Malachi. He won’t run away. Not
long ago a speaker from the centre spoke at the district community building, and I
bombarded him with questions as though with rocks, I did. Oh, here come the
singers.
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Scene 6

As soon as the singers appear at the door, everyone makes way for them. The TENOR, who
stutters, speaks first after exchanging greetings.

TENOR (stammering, bowing): I-I-I heard th-th-that—
Fortunately, the BASS takes over.

pass: Malachi Mynovych is running away?

coDFATHER: Had he committed suicide, my heart would not be as heavy, even if it had
happened today. To think, the man is forty-seven years old, with a family and an
untarnished reputation, and suddenly, out of the blue, he’s running away.

TENOR: But wh-wh-wh—

BAsS: Where is he running to?

GODFATHER: “I'm leaving, buddy,” says he. “Where to?” I ask. “T'll tell you later,” he says.

TENOR: Th-th-that’s strange!

BASS: Strange indeed!

GODFATHER: I began to feel a sharp pain in my heart, as though he had struck me with nettles.
We've been friends all our lives; we spent whole nights talking about what was in our
hearts, and suddenly it’s all over. He withdrew, became silent, immersed himself in
dark thoughts and suddenly, it’s all over! He’s running away, and suddenly that’s it!
He’s running away today.

TENOR: Wou-wou-wouldn’t he react better to—(Giving the pitch and singing) “The wise thief
who in a single moment was™—

GODFATHER: No, no! Only Dekhtiarov’s Eucharistic canon “The Grace of Peace”! He likes
“The Grace of Peace” best. Whenever we went fishing together he’d quietly sing “The
Grace of Peace.” He would say, “I'm enraptured by it, I have heavenly visions when I
hear it sung.”

Scene 7

ELDEST DAUGHTER (at the door): It’s Papa! ... Dear Papa’s coming!
There is general alarm. Everyone stits.

TARASOVNA: Is he far off?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: He’s coming up to the yard.
TARASOVNA: Godfather, what should we do now?!
BASS: Should we begin?

TENOR: Do-sol-mi-do!

Everyone turns to GODFATHER. He raises his hand as if holding a mace.

GODFATHER: Calm down, everyone! I'll give you a signal ... Kill the chicken! Bring out the
censer! ...
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Scene 8

MALACHI enters. He stops in the doorway. Silence. Only the eyes rustle.

GODFATHER: Why have you stopped in the doorway, my dear friend? Don’t you recognize
anybody? Your friends have gathered here having heard that you’re running away
today.

MALACHI (dreamy-eyed, stepping across the threshold): 'm not running away, I'm leaving.

GODFATHER: It’s all the same. You’re running away.

MALACHI: Oh, why can’t we understand and not even see the rights, the glorious rights, that
the Revolution has given man! Truly, one needs to have new eyes to see them.

GODFATHER: What are you getting at, friend? Although, I think I know.

MALACHI: He was going to deny me permission to go on a trip ... Some district chief of police
he turned out to be! He, like you, my friend, can’t comprehend that it’s the
Revolution that has given me the right to go on a great journey...

GODFATHER: So, that means you're going?

MALACHI: Yes, my old friend! Yes, my friends!

GODFATHER: Where to?

MALACHIL: Where? ... Into the azure yonder.

NEIGHBOURS (like rushes in the breeze—sh-sh-sh): Where did he say he’s going? Where? How’s
that?

GODFATHER (drilling MALACHI with his eyes): Don’t joke! Tell us where you’re going!

TARASOVNA: The people have come to see you off. At least tell them: where are you’re going?

MALACHI (his eyes flooded with dreams): Oh, my dear friend, and you, good neighbours! If
you only knew—I feel as if I were hearing music and really seeing the azure yonder.
What ecstasy! I'm leaving! ... By the way, put out the icon lamp!

GODFATHER: Is it possible the icon lamp is hindering you from running away?

MALACHI: Not me, but it’s hindering you from escaping from the captivity of religion. Put it
out! ... Soon there’ll be no need for the moon itself—because of electricity!® And you
bother with an icon lamp—

GODFATHER: I have a question!

MALACHI: I smell incense ... How dare you burn it! Open a window!

TARASOVNA makes a move, but GODFATHER stops her with his glance. Having noticed this,
MALACHI himself opens a window and puts out the icon lamp.

GODFATHER: Calm down. I have a question I'd like to ask you.

MALACHI: Go ahead.

GODFATHER: But calm down! Are you for socialism, Malachi?

MALACHL: [ am.

GODFATHER: And even for co-operatives?

MALACHI: And are you for icon lamps?

GODFATHER: Calm down! Since you let me ask the questions, I’d like to hear your answers!
MALACHI: Go ahead. I'm listening!

% The Soviet government promised to implement general electrification of the countryside by the end of the 1920s.
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GODFATHER: How can you be for socialism, and even more so for co-operatives, when it’s all
completely false, down to the last button?

MALACHI: Meaning what?

GODFATHER: Calm down! Why was it that when I bought some Soviet fabric in the co-op-
erative store, it faded and fell apart in less than a month? Now, that’s a fact as plain as
two times two equals four.

NEIGHBOURS: That’s true? You get some blue fabric for a kerchief or a flag,” and, before you
know it, it’s faded and turned white."

MALACHI (smiling): Go on!

GODFATHER: Why was it that when my wife bought a comb of Soviet make, deliberately
choosing the finest grade, and had she combed her own hair one wouldn’t have
wondered, but ... (Turning to the others, as if to witnesses) It was little Nina, an in-
nocent child, with hair as soft as silk ... (The others begin nodding as if to say “We
know.”) So why, I ask you, did three teeth fall out of the comb right away? And that’s
also a fact.

MALACHI: Three teeth. Go on!

GODFATHER: Why do the threads rot and why do stockings wear out on the third day after you
buy them? Why isn’t the bathhouse as clean as it used to be, and why can’t you get
hold of a doctor even if you were to die three times over?

MALACHL: Stockings and the bathhouse. Go on!

GODFATHER (in a loud voice, like a tribune): And why is it that for the third year in a row we’ve
had no real spring, only some sort of freakishness in nature: it’s cold, there’ll even be
snow, and then, all of a sudden—clap! bang!—like in the upper berth in the bath-
house! Is this not a fact?

BASS: It’s a fact!

TENOR: It’s a fact!

NEIGHBOURS: It is. Indeed it’s a fact.

MALACHL: Is that everything?

GODFATHER: Let it be everything for now, although I have a million of such questions.

MALACHI (his eyes filled with tears): Tell me, why was it that before the Revolution I, you, my
dear friend, and all of us were afraid to think, but today I can think about anything,
anything I choose?

GODFATHER (retreating to the canary): Go on.

MALACHL: Tell me, why was I afraid to dream, even though I really wanted to take my bag, my
walking stick, and go like that far away? I had to dispel such dreams, but now ... I
can freely take up my stick, a bag full of dried bread, and depart—

GODFATHER (sarcastically): You mean flee. Go on!

MALACHI: Tell me, why did I tremble in front of the bosses at work and tiptoed about at home?
(Tiptoeing) Like this, like this ... Why did I give flies the right of way, but now (Looks
queerly at everyone.) I can write letters to the Council of People’s Commissars'' of
Ukraine and get a reply? (Taking out a letter and solemnly raising his voice) Will
everyone please rise! (Reading) “The Ukrainian Socialist Soviet Republic, The Admin-

> An allusion to the blue-and-yellow Ukrainian national flag.
" An allusion to the anti-Bolshevik Russian White Army.

o . . .
Ihe executive arm of the government of Soviet Ukraine.
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istration of the Council of People’s Commissars, Kharkiv, date, number. Dear Com.
rade: In answer to your questions, the Office of the Council of People’s Commissars
informs you that your projects and letters have been received and have been referreqd
to the People’s Commissariat of Education and to the People’s Commissariat of
Health” ... What ecstasy! The Council of People’s Commissars of Ukraine, the
Olympus of proletarian wisdom and power, advises me, a former mailman, that my
projects have been received ... (A bit grandly) My projects! That’s where I'm going. As
for all of your questions, my friend, the answers are in my projects. As soon as they
have been examined and approved, you, dear friend, and all of you, all of you, I say,
will immediately receive answers to all your questions. I repeat—immediately; and
now I must leave. Liuba dear! Get me a shirt and a pair of drawers for the road!

GODFATHER: Don’t go, Malachi!

MALACHI: Don’t you get it? The projects have been submitted for preliminary consideration ...
I must hurry without delay because I'm afraid there may be a few items in the
projects the People’s Commissars might not understand and I'll have to explain ...
My shirt and drawers, please! (Exits into another room.)

Suddenly everyone falls silent.

TARASOVNA (whispering with deathly pale lips): Dear Mother of God! Godfather! Neighbours!
Help me! ... Help me, I implore you! ... I beg you, don’t let him go! ...

GODFATHER: Calm down! ... A disclosure at last ... So that’s what it is! So that’s what he’s been
writing at night all year long and why he borrowed money from me to buy stamps...

LIUBA (clinging to her mother): Oh, Mama! Godfather! I'm scared! Today, as I prayed in
church, I suddenly felt as if a breath of cold air was blowing at me ... I looked up, and
in God’s eyes I saw sadness and the shadow of the inevitable ... The shadow of the
inevitable.

TARASOVNA: My heart has just skipped a beat! I, too, sense he’s going on a fatal journey—

GODFATHER: Calm down! He’s aiming to go to the All-Ukrainian Central Executive Com-
mittee and the Council of People’s Commissars. His conceit has gone to his head,
and he’s acting as if we’re slaves and nincompoops ... Some dear friend he is! No! |
won’t let him go. I won’t rest, I swear to God, until I bring him back home. I'll stop
him in his tracks. I'll go to the Central Executive Committee myself! ... As for now,
here’s what we’ll do: as soon as he comes out of the room, I'll make a speech, while
you, Mokii Yakovych, will start the others singing “The Grace of Peace”—

TENOR (eagerly): Do-do, sol, mi, do-do. Liuba! Na-dia-dia! Get your harmonium ready—

GODFATHER (raising his arm as if holding a mace): Calm down! Not yet, I say. We'll do it in
this order: first my speech, then the canary, then “The Grace of Peace,” then tears,
and then the chicken! Make sure you keep this straight! I'll give the signal.

ALL (repeating in a whisper): The speech, the canary, “The Grace of Peace,” tears, and the
chicken.

Scene 9

MALACHI walks in ready to leave. GODFATHER blocks his way.
GODFATHER: Are you really going, Malachi?
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MALACHI: I am, my friend.

GODFATHER (glancing at everyone, quietly): Speech. (Loudly) Listen, Malachi—and not just
you, but everyone who is present in this house! We all thought that you would reach
your old age normally and that you would breathe your last in our—your friends’—
arms, and that we would walk behind your coffin singing “Holy God, Everlasting,
have mercy on us” ... Some water, please! (Drinks, and then sighs heavily.) Calm
down! We all thought that I would be making this speech by your coffin—or you by
mine, because it’s all the same; but things have turned out differently. You have
chosen to go in the wrong direction and betrayed your religion, the law, your wife
and children, and us, your relatives and friends ... Man, just think where you'’re
going! ... Drink some water, Tarasovna!

TARASOVNA (drinking some water and then saying with great difficulty): I won’t be able to
endure it alone; I'll die, Malachi darling.

Someone else wants to have some water, but GODFATHER gives him a stern look and closes the
decanter.

GODFATHER: I simply don’t believe it, I don’t believe that you will embark on such a dark path,
for who, if not you, was the most faithful Christian among us and sang for twenty-
seven years in the church choir? As for the Holy Scriptures, you know them by heart,
to the very last letter! Don’t go! The church congregation implores you, they want to
elect you President of the Parish Board, and that’s a fact—

BASS, TENOR, NEIGHBOURS: As a matter of fact that’s right, at our meeting this Sunday!

GODFATHER: As you leave, take a look around you, see how your wife grieves and how
downcast your daughters are, like willows by a pond in the steppe ... Look, even the
canary is sad!

MALACHI (Going over to the cage, becoming pensive while everyone stands with bated breath,
and then taking down the cage): That’s exactly what I have done—spent the best years
of my life in a cage. (Going over to the window and freeing the canary) Fly away, little
bird, fly into the azure yonder. (Turning to the others) Goodbye!

GODFATHER (signalling to the TENOR and speaking to MALACHI): Malachi, don’t go; you'll
perish!

MALACHI: So be it!

GODFATHER: For what reason, man?

MALACHI: For a higher cause.

LIUBA begins playing on the harmonium, the TENOR flaps his arms as though they were wings,
and singing resounds.

CHOIR (singing to Dekhtiarov’s music): “The grace of peace, a sacrifice of praise.”

MALACHI stops and tries to say something. But the BASS won’t have it: he drowns out all of the
voices and the harmonium. The veins in his neck bulge as he sings.

BASS: “We lift them up unto the Lord.”

MALACHI (smiling painfully and speaking to GODFATHER): I've swept the cobwebs of religion
out of my soul, and yet, I know not why, this song still stirs me so wondrously—

CHOIR: “It is fitting and just to worship the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost—the one and
indivisible Trinity”—
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MALACHIL: I remember: when I was still a little boy and this hymn was sung in church on
Whitsunday, I imagined that God Himself had descended to earth just beyond our
town and walked up and down the sown field, incensing ... He looked like an
ordinary little old man with grey hair, a white tunic, and very sad eyes ... He censed
the rye, the flowers, and all of Ukraine ... (To the NEIGHBOURS and GODFATHER) Can
you hear? The censer is jingling and the meadowlarks are singing!

GODFATHER: Malachi, on Sunday, the choir will sing “The Grace of Peace” even better! Stay
with us! (Takes MALACHI by the arm and is ready to take the bag from him.)

MALACHI (suddenly recovering): Let go! ... Down with this noxious singing! Shut up!

GODFATHER (with his hand): Sing on!

MALACHL I see! You've deliberately asked the church singers to come here to poison me again
with hymns and incense. You will not succeed, I assure you! For you see: someone in
red whose face is not visible is approaching your little old God and hurling a grenade.

CHOIR (thundering): “Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of Sabaoth, heaven and earth are full of Thy
Glory”—

MALACHL: Do you hear the thunder? Fire and thunder in the florid Ukrainian steppes ... It’s
crumbling, look, the shattered sky is falling; there, the forty martyrs are topsy-turvy,
Christ and Mohammed, Adam and the Apocalypse are plunging on all fours ... and
the constellations of Cancer and Capricorn have been pulverized ... (Singing at the
top of his voice) “Hark, the clarions have begun to sound...” I hear the clarions of the
Revolution. I see the yonder of azure socialism. Off I go! (To his wife) May health and
fortune be with you, my dear—

TARASOVNA (starting to weep): Don’t go, Malachi darling. I'll perish without you! ... Grief will
creep into our bedroom in the middle of the night like a hunchback, and will seat
itself at the head of our bed ... It will wither me, it will smother me!

Scene 10

Suddenly the ELDEST DAUGHTER rushes in with the slaughtered chicken.
ELDEST DAUGHTER: Mama! Papa! Our chicken’s been killed!
Silence ensues.

GODFATHER: Which one?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: The yellow one, the one with the golden crest...

MALACHI (taking the chicken and examining it): Who killed it?

ELDEST DAUGHTER: Vasyl Ivanovych Tukhlia. He bashed it on the head with a club.

GODFATHER (to MALACHI): See, my friend! You haven’t even left the yard and your enemies
are already on a rampage. If I were you, I would never let Tukhlia get away with it. I'd
immediately call the police and have him taken to court—

NEIGHBOURS: Of course, he must be taken to court!

TARASOVNA: That chicken was worth its weight in gold. Do you remember, Malachi darling,
how you used to feed her millet porridge when she was just a little chick, and how,
when she’d finish eating, she’d flutter up onto your shoulders?

GODFATHER (seeing that MALACHI has become pensive): Call the police! I will be your witness.
Folks! Look at this barbarity! An innocent chicken is slaughtered, and for what!
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MALACHL: Yes. It is barbarity.

GODFATHER: So call the police and have them make out an official report.

MALACHL: No, it’s no use. You can neither destroy evil nor build socialism with official reports.
This foul deed convinces me once again that I should immediately hasten to the CPC
to speed up the approval of my projects. For the most important thing today is the
reform of humankind, and that’s precisely what my projects are about ... I'm off!

GODFATHER (now also confused): Don’t go, Malachi! Remember, when we were just school
boys, how we would eat Easter eggs on Good Friday?'? (MALACHI puts on his cap.)
Don’t go, or I'll punch you in the nose, so help me! ...

LIUBA falls to her knees before her father and entreats him with her eyes.

MALACHIL: You have moved me, you have shaken me ... But I can’t, my Daughter, I can’t, my
dear friend, I can’t remain here, for I have been moved and shaken by the Revolution
a hundred times more.

Scene 11

In the meantime, TARASOVNA rushes in from the kitchen with a sweet babka.

TARASOVNA: Malachi, darling! I've baked you your favourite babka ... Don’t go, dear! It
turned out so fluffy and so aromatic ... Look, there’s even a five-pointed star on it
that I made for you out of raisins.

Three times more MALACHI staggers and then starts to leave. He walks with great difficulty, as
though trudging through mud. Beyond the threshold his walk becomes freer. TARASOVNA drops
her babka. Her knees buckle. She clutches the shards of the shattered bowl.

NEIGHBOURS: The bowl has shattered.

TARASOVNA: Not the bowl, dear neighbours—it’s my life that’s been shattered. (Sobs quietly
but intensely. The DAUGHTERS have fainted. LIUBA is like a statue, petrified.
GODFATHER, having opened the door, watches MALACHI depart.)

NEIGHBOURS (rustling like reeds at eventide): What a drama! What a time to really cry one’s
eyes out!

Act Two

Scene 1

The phones are ringing at the Council of People’s Commissars of the Ukrainian Socialist Soviet
Republic. The SUPERINTENDENTS are complaining that MALACHI STAKANCHYK is causing
trouble.

" In the Ukrainian Christian tradition, no meat, dairy products, or eggs are to be eaten on Good Friday. Early on
Easter Sunday the faithful bring these foods in a basket to church to be blessed by a priest after the liturgy, and only
then are they taken home and eaten.
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FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: Is this the CPC duty secretary? I'm calling from the superintendent’s
office. Comrade, we request a directive. What is to be done with Malachi Stakanchyk?
... The crazy one, the one who invents projects. For three weeks he’s been coming
here day in and day out. If he came alone, it wouldn’t be so bad, but he’s been bring.
ing others. Who? Well, for instance, a man had a fight with his wife, he brought him
in; someone berated somebody else, he dragged them both here; a drunk urinated in
an alley, he even convinced him to come. He demanded immediate reforms for them
... ’'m listening, Comrade! Yes. Yes. Yes. But what if he doesn’t pay attention? What
then? (Slamming down the receiver) A fine directive!

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: What did he say?

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: “Tactfully and delicately advise the old man to return home. The
District Executive Committee has been sent instructions to give him a post” ... As
the proverb says, “even the censer won’t help an old woman if she has gone mad!”

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: You think he’s insane?

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: If he isn’t, then either you or I must be; it can’t be any other way.

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: Oh ... he’s just an odd fellow!

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: And what about his projects?

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: They transcend insanity. I've heard it said at the CPC that the man
has simply created a mishmash, jumbling the Bible with Marx, an acathistus with
the Anti-Diihring.'

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: Well, if it’s that simple, please advise him tactfully and delicately to
return home. There, he’s coming.

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: Alone?

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: Of course he’s not alone. He’ll make a mash of flies and oil—and
you’ll have to swallow it all, tactfully and gently.

MALACHI (heard in the distance): “O People, People!”"...

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT (clutching his head): Hear that? ... It’s starting.

Scene 2

MALACHI enters with his walking stick. He is followed by a group of confused and frightened
people who squeeze their way through the door. A LITTLE OLD MAN with a loosely hanging cloak
and an umbrella, a FORMER MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES, a middle-aged madam
(APOLINARA) in a hat with a quivering pink plume, a painted young woman (MATYLDA), a pale
girl (OLIA), an old bachelor hospital orderly (TROKHYM IVANOVYCH), and an old peasant
woman on a pilgrimage (AHAPIIA).

MALACHI (letting them pass in front of him): “O People, People,” wrote Taras Shevchenko. (To
the SUPERINTENDENTS) And it’s happening right here in the capital, I should add!
SECOND SUPERINTENDENT (in the same tone): What is happening? Tell us.

1¥ A prayer of praise to Christ, the Virgin, or the Saints.

14 The abbreviated title of Friedrich Engels’s Mr. Eugen Diihring’s Revolution in Science (1878), which presents a com-
prehensive summary of Marxist communism.

15 The first three words of an 1860 poem by Taras Shevchenko, in which he chastises people for allowing inhuman
conditions to prevail on this planet.
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MALACHI: What? First, convey my greetings to the proletarian Olympus. To be more specific,
to the People’s Commissars and the Chairman. Venerable social Fathers! As I await
the approval of my projects (it’s already been three weeks) I greet you on this, my
saint’s day. How will you entertain me on this predestined and holy day? I ask you:
How? ... Because the shadow of Ukrainian sorrow has fallen on my shoulders, too: a
month has been lost, the wheat is scorched, the landlady threw me out of my room—

An uproar ensues.

VOICES: —Wheat?
—What landlady?
—What’s that got to do with us?
—Why have we been—

SOMEONE’S VOICE (interrupting): For what reason have we been—

TWO voices (together): Brought here?

MALACHL: Have I not untangled and solved enough questions and problems? A footnote:
problems are the seals with which the doors to the future are shut tight. They include
(1) The immediate reform of man, especially of the Ukrainian stock, because with the
status of peasants and translators we will lag behind in that other world;'¢ (2) The
reform of the Ukrainian language from the standpoint of full socialism, and not like
it is at the telegraph office, when, at night, a double rate is charged for each word—at
night;'” (3) An addendum: a plan for rebuilding Ukraine with its centre in Kyiv, be-
cause Kharkiv looks like an office building.'® Social Fathers! Once again I urge you:
make haste with my projects, especially with the one that deals with the urgent re-
form of humankind. The visual proofs of its urgency are here. (Pointing to the people
he has brought along) One, two, three, four, five, six, seven! ... Yesterday there were
five; the day before yesterday, three—

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT (to all): What happened? Why has he brought you here?

The clamour becomes even louder.

VOICES: We don’t know ourselves—

LITTLE OLD MAN (fussing): We were standing by the church chatting about this and that, when
suddenly...

APOLINARA (her pink plume quivering): Pardon! This girl felt faint in church, so I went in and
led her out to get some fresh air. You know how pungent the air gets in church on
Pentecost: birch branches, grass, flowers ... I led her out into the shade, when sud-
denly he walks up. (Pointing to MALACHI) “I'm taking you to the Council of People’s
Commissars,” he says. “Me?” “You” ... “As you wish,” I said. “Ordinarily, I would
not leave the church, but going to the Council of People’s Commissars will be a plea-
sure!”

"“Heis advocating original creative effort rather than dependence on translations or second-hand products.

" Although the Ukrainian language was to be officially used, it is hinted here that this came at a price. The Ukrainian
word in the text is the adverb vnochi ‘at night,’” derived from the preposition v ‘in/at ’and the noun nich ‘night’ (loca-
tive case: nochi).

* From the time the Soviet government was established in Ukraine and until June 1934, Kharkiv, an important indus-
trial centre, was the capital of Soviet Ukraine.
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MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES (shouting, as though barking): I was standing there. This
old woman, this citizen ... came along ... She asked me something ... Then suddenly
I hear: “Go to the Council of People’s Commissars!” ... I beg your pardon, I am
member of the Associations for the Advancement of Children, Aviation and Chem-
istry, and Co-operative Housing, and you want to take me to the Council of People’s
Commissars? Why? What for?

MALACHL: What for? ... Oh, People! It was even written in the ancient Indian books of Rig-
Veda: “never strike a woman even with a flower.” But what did you do? (To the
MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES and the OLD MAN) On the eve of socialism you
shoved a woman out of the way, smiting her with a disdainful word!

MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES: I? I hit her?

MALACHI: And you (to APOLINARA and the ORDERLY) did something even worse: you were
hunting for a girl near the church. (Pointing to the PALE GIRL) Oh, People!

APOLINARA: Me? On the contrary, I ... I'm a woman myself!

MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES (upset): Excuse me, Monsieur! Did I hit someone? Whom
did I hit?

MALACHL: Whom? (To AHAPIIA) Citizen, what did you want to ask them? I see you have come
from the countryside.

AHAPIIA: Aye, dearie. People told me that the road to Jerusalem has now been cleared—

MALACHI: Excuse me for interrupting you, but what did you ask them?

AHAPIIA: I asked them if they knew whether there was a road to Jerusalem now.

MALACHI (to the LITTLE OLD MAN and the MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES): And you ...
what did you tell her?

LITTLE OLD MAN: We?

MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES: Excuse me, do you mean me?

MALACHL: Yes! Both of you! ... Instead of telling her not to go to the tomb in Jerusalem but to
Lenin’s Mausoleum, the new Jerusalem plus new Mecca, to Moscow, you said con-
temptuously, bitterly, “Go away, go away, grandma.” And to whom did you say that,
I ask? To a woman, to a peasant!

MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES: I did not utter one unpleasant word! On the contrary,
have been in the military since childhood. Courtesy is part of my nature! It is my
ideal!

MALACHI (to the LITTLE OLD MAN): And you ... Instead of proving and corroborating all of
the aforesaid, that the time will soon come, very, very soon, when the universe will
sing praises to Moscow—"“Be blessed, be blessed, O new Jerusalem! For the glory of
the Revolution shall shine upon thee!”—you said, “Leave us alone! Go to the
employment office!”

LITTLE OLD MAN: I didn’t know we were supposed to direct such people to Moscow.

MALACHI (with even more zeal): Aha! He didn’t know! ... Here is visible proof, I say, and allow
me to demonstrate further. (To OLIA) Please tell me, and forgive me for asking: what
were they luring you with, to what work did they (pointing to APOLINARA and
MATYLDA) entice you there, near the church today?

OLIA remains silent.
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Didn’t they offer you thirty karbovantsi a month, good food, even sweets, nice
underwear, and clothes?

APOLINARA (her pink plume trembling): Pardon! You should be ashamed. (To OLIA) Tell him,
dear. (To MATYLDA) Tell him what I said, Matylda dear, what I talked about when we
led her, the poor thing, out of the church. “My child,” I said ... Tell them what I said,
Matylda.

MATYLDA: “My child,” you said, Madam Apolinara ... (Lighting a cigarette and inhaling
deeply) “My child! Are you a typist by any chance?”

APOLINARA (to OLIA): And what did you answer, dear? ... Well? ... Well? (Seeing that OLIA
will remain silent, answering for her, imitating a youthful and sorrowful voice) “No,
I'm a nurse,” the poor child said. I heaved such a heavy sigh, and asked ... Matylda,
tell them, what I asked her. '

MATYLDA: You asked, “In what hospital? How much do you make?”

APOLINARA (for OLIA): “At the Saburovka Psychiatric Hospital, eighteen a month,” the poor
child answered ... Dear Matylda was so startled that she exclaimed “My!”... (To
MATYLDA) Tell them, how you exclaimed?

MATYLDA: “Oh my! But one could go mad there”—

APOLINARA: Matylda exclaimed and I added: “You poor, unfortunate child! ... Once upon a
time I, too, a poor unfortunate orphan, a pallid little girl, slaved and slaved, wept and
wept, until I... realized, through tears, where my fortune lies” ... (To MALACHI)
Well? Was that not what I said? Was that not how our discussion went? ... Pardon,
and please! I know what I said and what I'm still going to say—

MALACHI (following her every word, suddenly stopping her with his hand): More precisely: “I
slaved and slaved, wept and wept until I spat upon it all like this ... (spitting) and
went to a sweet, old madam,” you said. “And Matylda here has done the same; and
look at you and her, her and you.” That’s what you said and even showed her. Oh,
woman!

APOLINARA: I?

MALACHI: You lured her and you tempted her in the most cunning way, telling her that you
would provide her with food and drink, fine clothes, fragrant soaps, hygienic care,
chocolates. ..

APOLINARA: Matylda dear, did I ever say any such thing? Tell them, darling.

MATYLDA: On the contrary and nothing of the sort!

TROKHYM IVANOVYCH: I was there the whole time. This madam said nothing of the sort ... On
the contrary, even though I have no knowledge of her social origins, I can assure you
that her treatment of Olia was better than the way women are treated on Inter-
national Women’s Day.”

MALACHI: They preach and write that there is nothing besides classes, but I say to you there is.
The classless solidarity of evil people. (To TROKHYM) Who was it, if not you, who first
approached her with a handful of oranges like the Serpent in Eden, and tempted her

" The karbovanets (pl. karbovantsi) was the name of the currency of the Ukrainian National Republic (1917-20). The

term was also a popular synonym for the Soviet ruble for about a decade after the Ukrainian SSR was established in
1922,

“In 1910, in Copenhagen, the Second International Conference of Socialist Women established March 8 as Interna-
tional Women’s Day. On that day Soviet women received chocolates, flowers, and special attention from men.
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under the tree by the church so that she would forget her precious Kyriusha and fal]
in love with you instead; and, who was it, if not Olia who, shedding bitter tears,
dropped your oranges and ran into the church to forget her woes?

TROKHYM: So, according to you, I drove her to go to church? Ha, ha! ... Why, I know all of the
antireligious propaganda by heart, and, on the contrary, at all times I tried to
convince her to renounce everything and not to be afraid of God—

APOLINARA: And I led her out of the church.

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT (coming over to OLIA and addressing her seriously and sympathetically);
Tell us please, Comrade, did they really try to persuade and coax you to leave your
Soviet job and to ... well ... take another one, did they?

OLIA (after a pause): No.

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT (raising his eyebrows): No? ... Perhaps someone was being insistent,
verbally abusive, or ill-mannered? ... Tell us frankly, don’t be afraid, I assure you no
one will cause you any trouble if you do.

OLIA: 'm not afraid of that. I said no! (Her voice becoming strident with anger) If you must
know, he (Pointing to MALACHI) bothered me the most. He followed me around all
morning. Like a phantom. (To MALACH], angrily) Why were you following me? Tell
me! Why?

MALACHI: I wasn’t following you, I guarded you from those who were indeed following and
stalking you.

OLIA (angrily and scoffingly): Have you ever been in an insane asylum by any chance?

MALACHI: For twenty-seven years.

Everyone stirs.

OLIA (taking two steps toward MALACHI): What? ... Where was that?

MALACHI: In my own family.

OLIA: And I thought you were serious—

MALACHI: Olia, I am serious, for the modern family is an insane asylum, the primary level of
an insane asylum. It’s the home of madness; in other words—a madhouse.

OLIA: But what about love?

MALACHL It’s a phantom! An azure phantom; in other words, a dream ... For wasn’t it un-
realized love that brought you to church today? ... (OLIA looks down. MALACHI takes
two steps toward her.) And wasn’t it they (pointing to TROKHYM and APOLINARA)
who, exploiting your situation, tempted and lured you to go out onto the women’s
crossroads to play on the strings of universal love?

OLIA (raising her head): No! (Indignantly turns and leaves.)

TROKHYM (to MALACHI): Ha!

APOLINARA (dashing after OLIA): Olia! My child! (OLIA gives her such a glare that APOLINARA
bites her tongue. Then she turns to MALACHL) Go ahead, show her the way now! Go
ahead! I have a livelihood of my own ... (To the SUPERINTENDENTS) Finally, I request
protection from these and similar insinuations, especially in, of all places, the
building of the People’s Commissariat! Matylda! (Walks away demonstratively.)

MATYLDA: Me too! (Walks away.)

TROKHYM: This is slander! Provocation! (Walks away.)

LITTLE OLD MAN: So it is—(Hobbles away.)

MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES: And whatever for? (Walks away.)
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Scene 3

Meanwhile, unshaven and grim, GODFATHER walks into the superintendent’s office. LIUBA fol-
lows him timidly carrying a small bundle.

GODFATHER: Calm down! He’s here! (Calmly, without uttering a word, walks up to MALACHI,
stops, looks at him, goes past him, turns around, and walks up to him again.)

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: What is your business here, Comrade? Whom do you wish to see?

GODFATHER (glancing sternly at the SUPERINTENDENT, walking away from MALACHI, standing
there for a moment waiting for MALACHI to respond or to smile, then walking up to
him for the third time): How do you do, friend, even if you do refuse to speak to me,
and I to you! (To the SUPERINTENDENTS and everyone else) How do you like that! ...
A car nearly runs us over and this is the greeting we get!

LIUBA (fearfully coming closer): Papa dear! Mama— (Her lips begin trembling, and she cannot

continue.)
GODFATHER: Calm down! ... Well, my friend! ... Your wife and mother of my godchildren
sends you her respects—

LIUBA: She said, I'll curse you, Liuba, if you come home without Papa—

GODFATHER: Hush! She sends you her greetings. She wept and told me to convey to you that
she has three daughters: Vira, Nadiia, and Liubov,?! (to everyone) my godchildren.
She is keeping Vira and Nadiia at home, but sends Lyubov after you.

MALACHI: Shadows of the past, vanish from my sight! Vanish from my sight!

LIUBA: Papal!

She wants to say something, but GODFATHER interrupts her by handing her a glass of water.

GODFATHER: Drink this, Liuba dear! Drink, my Godchild, for though the water is cold, it is
nevertheless warmer than the heart and blood of your father ... (To APOLINARA)
Would you have guessed that he’s her own father?

APOLINARA (quietly): 1 feel for her ... Tell me, in what capacity is he serving here? What
position does he hold?

GODFATHER: Him? ... He doesn’t hold any position anywhere. On the contrary, although he’s
a. grown man, he’s a stray delinquent. Three weeks ago he ran away from home.

APOLINARA: Aha! ... So that’s what he is! ... (To her companions) He’s a nobody. Do you
understand?

MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES: What?

APOLINARA: He ran away from home, and his daughter is looking for him—

TROKHYM: Aha, ran away ... With a mistress?

APOLINARA: Of course! He took all the money and his daughter has just caught up with him,
you see? He has no right whatsoever to drag us from commissar to commissar, not to
mention questioning us ... No right whatsoever, and I'm not staying here a minute
longer. Matylda! Allons®> home! ... (To the SUPERINTENDENT) Au revoir! (Leaves.)

MATYLDA: Me too! (Leaves.)

TROKHYM: And me all the more! (Leaves.)

" "The Ukrainian equivalents of Faith, Hope, and Charity. Liubov literally means Love.
" Let's go” in French.
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LITTLE OLD MAN: Ha-ha! ... Me too. (And he hobbles off.)

MILITARY MAN IN RIDING BREECHES: And whatever for? (And he leaves.)

MALACHL: All of this, plus the preceding, plus those who ran off, convinces me even more how
necessary is the immediate reform of humankind and only according to my
projects— (To the SUPERINTENDENTS) Where are my projects? ... One and a half
years I carried them around in my head, half a year it took me to write them down
and copy them calligraphically. Where are they?—

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: I told you already—

MALACHI: Please pass them on immediately to the Council of People’s Commissars for
consideration! You must do it today! Do you hear me? No, do it this minute! This
minute! ... Why are you standing there? How can you stand around when you have
seen and heard what is being done to people even though all around us radios play,
streetcars graze, and automobiles gallop!

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: Listen here, my dear man! You spent two years writing two
beautiful and, let me say, exceptionally serious projects?

MALACHI: Yes.

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: And you want projects of this calibre to be examined and studied in
a matter of only two weeks?

MALACHI: What are you driving at?

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: You see, the State Planning Committee needs more time to study
your projects. So, I would advise you to take some kind of position (incidentally,
there is a directive instructing the District Executive Committee to give you a posi-
tion), to wait for the approval of your projects, and, in the meantime, perhaps to
write a couple of new ones.

MALACHI (having thought about it, smiling quietly to himself): All right! I agree.

SUPERINTENDENTS (overjoyed):

—You do?

—How wonderful! And look, your daughter has come to take you home.
GODFATHER: And not only my goddaughter has come. So have I, his children’s godfather!
SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: And godfather. So you can all return to your district together.
GODFATHER: When we get back, my friend, what a congratulation I'll give you on the occasion

of your saint’s day! ... (To the SUPERINTENDENTS) He’s forty-eight today. (To LIUBA)

Just think how it must be at home because of this, how it must seem to the neigh-

bours and to all the townsfolk, that the saint’s day has come, but the man himself

hasn’t!

MALACHTI: I agree, but with one stipulation: I want a position here in the capital, in the CPC. It
can even be a doorman’s position as long as it’s here.

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: Well, I declare! You must be kidding, my dear fellow! All of the
positions in the CPC are filled, including the doorman’s. To dismiss someone in
order to give you a position, you yourself know, would be awkward. After all, real
people sit in those positions.

MALACHL: Then I'll stand ... Give me a standing position, if everyone else is sitting down!
Otherwise, I'll turn into Simeon Stylites and stand here until the CPC examines my
projects. Furthermore, please stop smoking!

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: Pardon me.
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MALACHL It pains me to see this little sign; it shouts, and shouts, and no one pays attention to
it. And this is the CPC! ...

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: Don’t shout!

GODFATHER: Calm down!

maLACHL: Millions gaze with reverence at this, their highest institution, at this mountain—the
transfiguration of Ukraine, at the New Mount Tabor, and you walk right under the
sign and break the first and most important commandment of socialism—Thou shalt
not smoke! No, once again I am convinced that without my immediate reform of
humankind all signs are nothing more than patches on old clothes ... Where are my
projects? I shall personally hand them to the Chairman of the CPC at once. He will
understand because he sees and hears how the Revolution is being harmed by people,
people, and people.

GODFATHER: You first of all, for example. O my friend, my friend, who was it if it was not you
who came here to the comrades, who are special people, who gained practice in the
Revolution, and you are getting in their way?

MALACHI (ignoring him): A reform is needed immediately, right away, I say, for you can see
what’s happening to people, don’t you? (Pointing to the old pilgrim woman AHAPIIA,
who has fallen asleep on a chair and is quietly snoring) Do you see? Do you hear? She
has just entered into her own Council of People’s Commissars and already she’s
fallen asleep! A visual example of the urgent need for reform is before you ... Call the
Chairman of the CPC here! But hurry, please! It will be an interesting and instructive
scene: the best son of the people, the Chairman of the CPC, will rouse at his head-
quarters the darkest element of that people in the presence of the reformer of that
same people ... O friends! Call the Chairman, quick! While we’re on the subject, call
a photographer too! ... (Dreamily) The Chairman will come in and touch her ... By
the way, tell him not to forget to bring a mace, because the Chairman must have a
mace ... He’ll come in, touch her with his mace, and ask, “Who are you, citizen, who
has come here and fallen asleep?”

AHAPIIA (waking up): ’'m Ahapiia Savchykha! I'm all tired out, dear. 'm on my way to
Jerusalem.

MALACHI: “To where?” the Chairman will ask.

AHAPIIA: To Jerusalem or to Mount Athos.?

MALACHTI: “Dark is your path, citizen, and unprogressive!” the Chairman will say.

AHAPIIA: Yes dear, it’s dark! So dark that you walk and walk and don’t even know if there’s a
path there or not. And no one knows. People in our village said that the Soviet
regime supposedly acquired the Lord’s tomb from the Turks and opened up the road
for pilgrims, but is it really so? ...

MALACHI: “O, People, People!” the Chairman will say and add very politely: “We should not
be going to Jerusalem now, but toward a new goal.”

AHAPIIA: Which one, dear?

MALACHIL: “Which one? To the aforementioned great one, number 666,006,003, toward the
azure goal” ... Then the citizen will return to her village, and on her way she’ll preach
the new good and beautiful word.

—

3]
Only men are allowed into the monasteries on Mount Athos in Greece. Mount Athos has always held a place of
Special reverence among Ukrainians, and Ukrainian priests, monks, and scholars occasionally went to live there.
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AHAPIIA: No, I vowed to go to Jerusalem. I sold my house and everything I owned, so that |
could get there or to Mount Athos. I saw a painting of it: there was a radiance and the
Mother of God in the clouds. So why would I return after all that?

MALACHI (half dreamily): “Oh, go back, citizen,” the Chairman will say.

AHAPIIA: I will not.

MALACHL: Oh, go back, I will add myself.

AHAPIIA: No!

MALACHI (angrily): Go back!

AHAPIIA (vehemently): No!

MALACHI (enraged): You're nothing but a slave!

AHAPIIA (delighted): Some time ago, the monks at the Monastery of the Caves in Kyiv used to
call me that: Ahapiia, God’s slave.

MALACHI (moving away): Oh, you slaves! She sees socialism the way she sees plums at night.
Too bad I don’t have a mace.

GODFATHER: I have a question! ... (MALACHI turns around.) Not for you, Malachi! (To the
SUPERINTENDENTS) A question! Put point blank!

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: As you wish! Point blank.

GODFATHER: Don’t the People’s Commissars have the power to force my friend to go home,
under guard if necessary?

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT (shrugging his shoulders): We have no reason to do so.

GODFATHER: What do you mean you have no reason? ... The man ran away from home. His
wife (who is also my friend) has been receiving blow after blow to her very heart, and
his daughters are in a state of unconsciousness. (To LIUBA) I wonder, Godchild, if the
chickens have not perished, for who will look after them, let us say today, when it’s so
hot and generally uncomfortable outside. (Mopping his face with a handkerchief and
turning to the SUPERINTENDENTS) Moreover, all the neighbours and all the townsfolk
are upset. They go around asking themselves: what kind of regime is this that allows
fathers to run away from their homes?

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: Lodge a complaint against him in court.

GODFATHER: To such bureaucratic words of yours, permit me to reply that I am not satisfied
with the Soviet regime!

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: What can you do.

GODFATHER: Calm down! ... I'm not satisfied and I have a legal right not to be ... But I didn't
come here to talk to the People’s Commissars about that.

SECOND SUPERINTENDENT: Then about what?

GODFATHER: Here’s a petition. Please read it aloud immediately, in his, my, and my godchild’s
presence.

The SECOND SUPERINTENDENT begins reading it silently. The FIRST SUPERINTENDENT cormes
over to him and finishes reading it aloud.

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: “... on the basis of the program of the Communist Party regarding
free medical care by the state, on the one hand, and on the basis of the apparent men-
tal illness of our father and friend on the other, I and my goddaughter collectively
petition the People’s Commissars to send our father and friend to an insane asylum
for an assessment, and if he has lost even a little of his reason, then ...”
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GODFATHER: As for what else is written, a pre-war lawyer said that the People’s Commissars
have no right to turn down not only my request, but also my goddaughter’s.

(juBA: Only it’s not for real.

GODFATHER (interrupting her): Calm down!

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT (finishing reading): All right! We’ll consider it.

GODFATHER: Yes, do consider it! ... But I implore you—do not consider it too long.

MALACHI (to GODFATHER): Me, to an insane asylum? Me? How dare you? I was sent by the
people.

GODFATHER: You're lying, my friend! All of our neighbours, all of our townsfolk, have sent me
here to bring you home.

MALACHI: More than a hundred villages, hamlets, and small towns I have passed on foot on
the way to Kharkiv, the capital of the Ukrainian SSR; even today there is still dust on
my feet from the steppe roads. From a hundred wells and springs, while resting, I
drank water and chatted with ordinary folk ... I'm a delegate!

GODFATHER: You're lying! You ran away from home!

MALACHL I am an all-Ukrainian delegate, my friend!

GODFATHER: On the contrary, even though soon all of Ukraine will consist of delegates, you
and I—never in the world! So, I say, let us rather go home.

MALACHI (to the SUPERINTENDENTS): I demand that, one, you throw him out of here! And two,
you summon the Chairman of the CPC and all the People’s Commissars
immediately. I take it upon myself, using Ahapiia here as an example, to demonstrate
to you how to conduct the immediate reform of humankind. Well? ... What are you
waiting for?

GODFATHER: And I demand! And not only I, but also my godchild here, his wife there, and as
for the neighbours and the townsfolk, I've already said how they are concerned and
also demand ... Send him there at once!

MALACHI (offended, majestically): Send me? The reformer? (Goes to the telephone.) Central
exchange? Tell the Chairman of the CPC and all of the People’s Commissars to fasten
their badges to their buttonholes and proceed to headquarters for a conference im-
mediately. Do you hear? Today’s agenda is as follows: a lecture by the reformer
Malachi on the immediate reform of humankind, visually demonstrated on
Ahapiia—we have such an azure expanse today, and she stands there shelling
sunflower seeds ... Don’t interrupt! Who’s interrupting there?

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: Comrade Reformer! Order, please!

He barely takes MALACHI aside when GODFATHER grabs the receiver.

GODFATHER: Comrade Commissars! Don’t listen to him! Don’t listen, I say! Can’t you see, he’s
not all there? His brain has turned to mush. Will you stop interrupting! ...

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT (taking back the receiver and phoning again): Hello ... a little tragi-
comedy has just occurred ... It’s the same ones who came here from Yesterday ...
No, Yesterday, the little town ... No, theyre not drunk ... It will be cleared up
shortly.

A COURIER enters.
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FIRST SUPERINTENDENT (to MALACHI): I just got a call from the CPC asking you to go see the
Deputy Chairman.

MALACHI (overjoyed, to GODFATHER): How about that, my friend! ... (Grandly, to the First
SUPERINTENDENT) Call them back and tell them I’'m on my way. No, better still let me
have the phone. I'll call them myself. From now on there will be no intermediaries
between me and the government. That’s that!

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: He’s no longer on the line. By the way, they request that you come
immediately. They’re waiting for you at the CPC villa.

MALACHI: How delightful! Off I go! ... You get ready to go, too, Ahapiia. I will present you to
the Deputy Chairman of the CPC as visual evidence for my projects.

AHAPIIA: Maybe he’ll tell me if there’s a road to Jerusalém now?

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: They requested to see you in private. You do understand?

MALACHIL: Aha! Then you had better stay here for the time being, Ahapiia. I will be back soon
... Where should I go? Which way?

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT (having addressed a package and given it to the COURIER): This
comrade will escort you there ... (To the COURIER) Take Comrade Reformer to the
Saburov Villa.

MALACHI: Thank you! (As he follows the COURIER out of the room, he gives GODFATHER the
fico.)

GODFATHER: Where are you sending him?

FIRST SUPERINTENDENT: As you requested, to see psychiatrists for an assessment.

AHAPIIA (going to the telephone, timidly picking up the receiver, and saying quietly): Comrades!
Please tell me how I can get to Jerusalem.

Act Three

Scene 1

Long-beaked rooks circle and caw above MALACHI in the orchard of the Saburovka Psychiatric
Hospital in Kharkiv. PATIENTS jabber and scream all around him.

FIRST PATIENT (screaming sadly at the rooks): Hey, blackies! Knock it off! ... God had hardly
begun creating the world and they’d already covered the sky, and pecked the first
golden star, and made a sieve out of the sun ... I'm in the dark, 'm cold! ...
(Addressing MALACHI) Why don’t you reform the sun!

MALACHI (motioning with his head and arms): I am reforming it!

SECOND PATIENT (listening constantly and intently to everything, whispering mysteriously):
Quiet, I beg you.

Scene 2

OLIA the nurse appears, followed by TROKHYM IVANOVYCH, the old bachelor orderly.
TROKHYM: Olia Manoilivna!
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oLiA: I already gave you my answer—

1ROKHYM: Olia!

oLIA: Leave me alone!

troKHYM: He led you into disrepute, but I have a completely different kind of love in mind ...
Come to my place, or I'll come to yours.

oLIA (walking away): T'll report you to the town committee.

FIRST PATIENT (fo MALACHI): The Professor let them into the garden deliberately to peck at my
head... Here, look what they’ve already done ... (Kneeling) Chase them away!

MALACHI (with a single motion): I shall!

Scene 3

A THIRD PATIENT comes over. He is continuously sweeping something around himself.

THIRD PATIENT: Sweep up the crumbs. Look at how many crumbs they left.

Scene 4

A FOURTH PATIENT runs in holding a yellow flower.

FOURTH PATIENT: Have you seen Olia? She’s enchanting today. She’s beautiful. She has such a
delicate and fragrant sex gland. (Smelling the flower) I've never seen one like it even
though I've had many lovers—

FIRST PATIENT: They’ll peck at the gland, too!

THIRD PATIENT: Let them peck, as long as they don’t trample it—

SECOND PATIENT (fearfully): Quiet! ... They'll hear.

FOURTH PATIENT: I've made love to girls, women, and old ladies ... And I remember where.
First in the kitchen, then in the pantry, then in the cemetery, then in the

. churchyard—dewy grass and the bells, they’re still tolling, a little white apron, a sharp
new moon on the right side—

THIRD PATIENT: This was on the crumbs, on the bread!—

FOURTH PATIENT: Wait! It comes to one hundred seven women in fifteen years, fourteen
thousand five hundred thirty ... thirty—

FIRST PATIENT: Help me scatter them! Shoo-00-00! (Having shouted out sorrowfully, he starts
running and skipping. The others follow him, each with a particular motion, shout, or
song.)

Scene 5

TROKHYM comes up. The FOURTH PATIENT speaks to him.

FOURTH PATIENT: Have you seen Olia?
TROKHYM: Go that way! She’s over there— (Points in the direction opposite to where OLIA is.)

FOURTH PATIENT: She has such an enchanting and fragrant sex gland; it’s like a rose—1I saw it.
TROKHYM: Where ... did you see it?
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FOURTH PATIENT: I was sitting over there in the bushes ... And she came up—

TROKHYM: And?

FOURTH PATIENT: She was picking flowers—

TROKHYM: And?

FOURTH PATIENT: She stooped over—

TROKHYM: And-and?

FOURTH PATIENT: And I saw it ... On her leg, near the knee ... Then she came to me at night,
and if it weren’t for the she-cat—

TROKHYM: What she-cat?

FOURTH PATIENT: The one that tonight again bore me three kittens ... Tell me, what right does
that she-cat have to meow to everybody that I'm the father of those klttens—-

TROKHYM: Well, now he’s rambling ... Go over there, to the others ..

FOURTH PATIENT (after moving away): Whenever I wake up at night, she’s already with kittens
and is meowing, meowing to everyone: “Meow, meow, meow!” ...

Scene 6

OLIA comes over to calm the FOURTH PATIENT. TROKHYM blocks her way.

TROKHYM: This little intellectual says that you visited him at night.

OLIA: Each day he’s getting worse.

TROKHYM: Is there perhaps some truth to this?

OLIA: What? ... For goodness’s sake, Trokhym Ivanovych!

TROKHYM: I'm innocent, but an even worse rumour than that could surface about you.

OLIA: A rumour?

TROKHYM: I know about everything, Olia: how and where you had a good time, how you
treated Kyriushyk to some ice cream, and how you strewed the bed with flowers and
slipped off your white nighty—

OLIA (reeling): It’s not true!

TROKHYM: It’s not? I know absolutely everything about your love life and can even tell you on
what date you tied Kyriusha to yourself with your braid and slept that way ...

OLIA: How did you ... find that out?! Good God! Who told you?

TROKHYM: Who, you ask?

OLIA: Tell me! ...

TROKHYM: You're so pretty right now. Your embarrassment becomes you, really it does. Your
eyes are like two heavenly planets, and so on—

OLIA(barely moving her lips): Who?

TROKHYM: About the ice cream a little bird told me, because it was perched in a tree and saw
absolutely everything; about the bed and the flowers, a moth; and about the braid, a
fly, ha-ha-ha. There, there ... I'm kidding, ‘cause what’s a fly, eh? A stupid little
insect, ha-ha-ha ...

OLIA: What should I do now?

TROKHYM: The only thing left to do is to spit on your precious Kyriusha, especially since he’s
already cheating on you with another girl.

OLIA: But how can anyone spit on their love?

TROKHYM: If you don’t, the rumour will spread—
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oLia: Trokhym Ivanovych! Do you really want to make me the laughingstock of the entire
world so that my heart is consumed with shame? What have I done to you?

crOKHYM: Nothing. But I want you to make love to me, because I've already grown weak
without it ... Do you hear me? ... It’s time you thought about me as well.

oLIA (wringing her hands): Tell me, how did you find out?

TROKHYM: About what?

oLIA: Well ... about the ice cream, the bed, the flowers?—

TROKHYM: I already told you: a little bird, a moth, a fly—

oLiA: Trokhym Ivanovych! Tell me!

TROKHYM: Beg me.

oL1A: Trokhym Ivanovych—

TROKHYM: Beg!

oLiA: Come on, darling! Tell me! (TROKHYM takes her by the hands and pulls her to himself.)
Let go!

TROKHYM: Now, now ... Don’t be stubborn!

oLIA: You're hurting my hands!

Scene?7

Bending low and pressing his hands tightly, the FIFTH PATIENT approaches.

FIFTH PATIENT: Help me!

TROKHYM (to OLIA): This one hallucinates that he’s carrying on his shoulders a huge python
whose tail is dragging somewhere on the other side of the world ... But my
unrequited love is worse than that python, because it doesn’t crush the hands, but the
heart ... Like this! Like this!

OLIA (screaming): Don’t torment me!

FIFTH PATIENT: I can’t hold it anymore! 'm exhausted! I'm going to drop it. There’ll be a
catastrophe any second. Help!

TROKHYM: He told me ... Kyriukha.

OLIA: He did!

FIFTH PATIENT (to MALACHI): I can’t heave it up anymore ... It’s the python—the universal
evil. The moment I release it, it will crush the whole world ... Help me!

MALACHI (motioning with his hand): I will help you!

OLIA: Was it really him?

TROKHYM: You still don’t believe me? ... You have a birthmark here. (Points to her back.)
Right? (Points to her breasts.) And the left one is a little larger than the right one ...
Right? And you especially like it when ... (Whispers something in her ear.)

OLIA: But did he tell you that here I now have ... a child from him?

TROKHYM: It’s not a big deal! You need a double abortion: Kyriukha from your heart and the
child from your belly, and that’s the end of the entire problem.

OLIA: And did he tell you about his disease?

TROKHYM: What disease? ... You must be kidding, Olia Manoilivna!

OLIA: Would you like to find out for yourself?

TROKHYM: There, there ... I bet he did that out of spite, for the money I owe him ... What a
bastard! ... And why didn’t you tell me about it right away? ... How could you toy
with me like that. (Leaves.)
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OLIA falls to the ground and weeps bitterly.

FIFTH PATIENT: There’ll be a catastrophe any second! I'm letting it go! Help!

MALACHI (pacing up and down while inconspicuously watching TROKHYM and OLIA and
becoming agitated as never before): At once ... The reform of humankind is needed at
once! ... I’s now or never, I say! At the same time I'm convinced that no one but |
can make such a reform ... Yes. The only thing is I don’t know where to begin ..,
There’s a whirlwind of thoughts in my head—azure ones, green ones, yellow ones,
red ones ... There’s so many of them! A total blizzard! But the greatest number are
azure ones and they, I think, are the best and most suitable for my reform. I must
catch them ... Here’s one! Here’s another! Here’s a third. They’re like butterflies, but
behold what issues from them!

In his sick imagination, strange projects, reforms, and entire scenes appear and flourish. At first,
from azure pulsations and butterflies, azure circles with bright yellow centres emerge and begin
whirling about. The singing of Dekhtiarov’s Eucharistic canon “The Grace of Peace” rings out
mingled with the “Internationale,” the sound of a censer, and the warbling of skylarks. Then, the
following picture materializes: somewhere in the azure CPC, azure People’s Commissars sit and
listen to his lecture on the immediate reform of humankind. They applaud, cheer, and con-
gratulate him. By visual demonstration he continues showing the People’s Commissars how to
reform people. One after another he is approached by the LITTLE OLD MAN in a loosely hanging
cloak, the FORMER MILITARY MAN in riding breeches, MADAM APOLINARA, AHAPIIA, TROKHYM
the ORDERLY, and the INSANE PATIENTS. He covers each one of them with an azure mantle,
instructs, persuades, and then makes a magic motion with his hand, and from under the azure
covering emerges a renewed person, terribly civil, extraordinarily good, and. angelic. Then these
people and many other people with him at the front march off carrying red poppies and yellow
marigolds into the azure beyond. On their way they see Mount Tabor, OLIA carrying some
apples to be blessed,** and people singing “Hosanna” to her, but in a somewhat novel way. After
this, in an azure mirage, there shimmers a new Jerusalem. Farther away, there are azure valleys,
azure mountains, valleys again, azure rains, downpours, and, finally, azure nothingness.

Scene 8

MALACHI comes to. OLIA is no longer there. Patients are wandering about and circling around
him.

MALACHI: Aha ... On the basis of the aforeseen (taking a pinch of soil, spitting on it, rubbing i,
and daubing it on his forehead) 1 anoint myself the People’s People’s Commissar.
(Loudly) It has come to pass! Hear ye, hear ye, hear ye! ... In the name of the Azure
Revolution, I have anointed myself the People’s People’s Commissar!

SECOND PATIENT: Quiet! I saw camel’s ears growing in the grass.

MALACHI: Let them grow!

SECOND PATIENT: But they are listening.

MALACHI: Wonderful!

SECOND PATIENT: And they tell others!

? In Ukraine on the Feast of Transfiguration (August 8), fruit and flowers were taken to church to be blessed.
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MALACHI: Whom?

GECOND PATIENT: Everyone.

MALACHI: Marvellous! Hey, camel ears! Tell everyone—everyone—my first decree!

pATIENTS (among themselves): Everyone, everyone, everyone.

MALACHL: By the grace of our great mother—the Revolution, I have anointed myself the
People’s People’s commissar. My application reads as follows: a walking stick and a
bag of dried bread; my family status I've renounced; on foot I passed through my
entire previous service and drank water from one hundred and seven wells; I've been
a People’s Commissar without portfolio; my external tokens and insignias are a red
ribbon across my left shoulder, a walking stick, a clarion, and for Ukrainians, a straw
hat and, on special holidays, a sacred crown of sunflowers in my hand.*® Malachi, the
People’s People’s Commissar. No, that’s not right ... the People’s Malachi,® with
People’s Commissar in parentheses. Abbreviated form: the PM ... No, the PMPC.

pATIENTS: The People’s People’s Commissar. The PMPC has appeared.

SOMEONE (kneeling): Lead us out of here!

SOMEONE ELSE (agitated): Don’t believe him; he’s an imposter!

THIRD PATIENT: If you're such a big boss, order them not to crumble holy bread. Make them
pick up the crumbs. People like that cause famines. I was thinking of celebrating my
wedding, when—bang!—both the bride and her mother withered away in the melon
fields ... And instead of melons, children’s heads sprouted. There was no end to
screaming and lamentation, they say—

MALACHI: I'll order it! I'll lead you out of here! For I take all your requests and declarations to
heart. In this regard, here is my second decree ... To everyone, everyone, everyone ...
All briefcases and files are abolished forthwith. If government officials ask where they
should keep declarations and grievances, give them this answer: from this day on all
of the people’s grievances, declarations, and requests are to be carried (1) in the head
and (2) in the pericardial sac, rather than in briefcases or files. By order of the
People’s Malachi, People’s Commissar. Abbreviated PMPC, Kharkiv. The Saburov
Villa.

PATIENTS: Lead us out of here, O PMPC!

MALACHI: I'll lead you out and forward! Forward to the place where the heavens glow and the
earth is azure, where beyond the horizon, on golden perches, crow the azure
awakeners of the world, the socialist roosters ...

PATIENTS:

—They won’t let us go!

—Don’t believe him!

—The guards won’t let us go.

—The two celestial guards and mother-hen won’t let us go.

MALACHLI: I'll tell you the word that will make them let you go—a password so powerful that it
can raze a stone wall ... Come to me for the password!

PATIENTS:

—For the password!

—

5 . . . .
The sunflower is popularly considered Ukraine’s national flower.

* An allusion to Malachi, the author of the last book of the Old Testament and a moral and religious reformer.
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—For the password!
—For the password!
MALACHI (quietly to each patient): Azure dreams ...
PATIENTS (after repeating the password, rushing to the wall): So lead us out! Lead us forward!
MALACHL: Climb over!
ONE OF THE PATIENTS: But what if they catch us?
MALACHL: They won't! ... The People’s People’s Commissar himself is guarding you ... Climb
over, I say!

The PATIENTS scramble up and over the wall. MALACHI waits till the last one is gone. Then he
spits into his hands.

MALACHTI: In the name of our social mother—the Revolution! (And he starts climbing over the
wall.)

Scene 9

OLIA (comes running): Stop! Where are you going?

MALACHI (from the wall): It’s bad luck to ask. You mean you still haven’t understood? I must
visit every home, farm, and factory to teach everyone about the azure dreams ...

OLIA: Aren’t you ashamed to be climbing over the wall? Come down!

MALACHI: The People’s People’s Commissar has the right to climb over any wattle in Ukraine,
any picket fence or stone wall. It is my prerogative.

OLIA: I request and entreat you: please come down.

MALACHL: Hm ... she’s begging me. (Climbing down) If ever anyone from among the poor and
the wronged should ever ask the People’s People’s Commissar to hang himself, he
must do that at once, too ... You see, Olia, the People’s People’s Commissar has
honoured your request. Now you honour mine? Let me go there.

OLIA: Go where?

MALACHTI: There, to everybody else, but first of all to the hegemons, the real masters.

OLIA: Stay a little longer with us, rest a while, and then you shall go.

MALACHTI: Olia! Is it possible you take me for a madman?

OLIA: Well, I declare ... No one, but no one takes you for a madman.

MALACHI (shrewdly): Olia! Your eyes are so pure and clear that I can see even a mere shadow
of a white lie deep within them and can read there, “Of course, you're mad.”

OLIA: Oh, no! That’s only how it seems to you.

MALACHI: So that you’ll know, Olia, I am not mad. A slight mistake occurred, which happens
sometimes. Can you guess what it was?

OLIA: I don’t know ... Tell me!

MALACHL: It was a teeny-weeny mistake. My escort made it. Instead of taking me to the villa of
the CPC, he brought me to the Saburov Villa. That’s all there is to it. But Olia should
undo this error by letting me go.

OLIA: No, no! I can’t. Ask the Professor. He is wise and good, he’ll examine you ... And,
generally speaking, they’ll let you out for good soon. I heard you were sent here only
for an assessment ... Is it really bad for you here? Look at how green it is, how
beautiful the flowers are, how clean the air is.
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MALACHL: It’s not azure! Oh, Olia! It's now up to you for man to become renewed and for
Earth to float along in azure space, like a white swan on a placid pond, musically and
freely ... (Somewhere beyond the orchard a factory whistle sounds loudly. MALACHI
shudders.) Do you hear that? That way, that way, to the masters! ... I shall indeed go
mad if I am late and do not lead them to follow me—

oL1A: Oh, God! The factory whistle—it’s twelve o’clock. Time for lunch. But where are the
others? ... Where are they?

MALACHL: They have already gone.

oLiA: Really? They’ve gone to lunch?

MALACHL: Yes. They’ve gone for an azure lunch.

oLIA: Let’s go, too, then. Hurry! (Leaves.)

MALACHI follows after her. But soon he returns alone. He begins climbing the wall again. He
hesitates.

MALACHL: No ... She begged me not to.

Scene 10

OLIA (having returned): People’s Commissar!

MALACHI: Don’t worry! I've given up and surrendered to your entreaty. Nevertheless, I must
persuade you, Olia. I must expound the azure dreams to you first, the more so
because they have not yet faded in your eyes; they resound, and at times there is a
whole flood of them there. I'll begin with you—

OLIA: 'm going to call the orderly.

MALACHI: Olia! I'll get down on my knees, like this ... I'll bow to your feet, I'll implore you:
please let me go—

OLIA: You're running a fever, People’s Commissar. You should lie down.

MALACHI: On the contrary, I should get up. Olia, just one minute ... Just consider how my
projects will benefit you personally. For if there’s ever anyone who'’s always cradling
azure dreams, it’s you. If you don’t let me go, you'll have to don a black shawl and
bear them away to the cemetery.

OLIA: They’re calling.

MALACHI: But if you let me go, he’ll come back.

OLIA: Who?

MALACHI: Your darling Kyriushyk.

OLIA: No, he won’t.

MALACHI: According to my projects, he will. Absolutely. At night in wintertime.

OLIA: Hmm ... But why not in spring?

MALACHI: In wintertime. You, Olia, having lit the lamp of loneliness, will be spinning the
thread of female sorrow. And the cradle will creak and creak, and the child in the
cradle will weep and weep; Mother Olia, the grieving woman, will be singing a
lullaby, the same one her ... (Singing) “Oh, sleep, child, without swaddling. Till your
mother returns from the field, till she brings you three little flowers: the first shall be
dreamy, the second sleepy, and the third happy ... ” (Leaning toward OLIA) Are there
tears in Olia’s eyes? ...
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OLIA (through tears): Well, what happens next? ‘

MALACHI: In wintertime, at night. There will be a blizzard throughout the steppes, throughout
the world: hoo-hoo-o0o00. The horses in the steppes will go clip-clop, clip-clop ... That
will be him riding back from a revolutionary campaign.

OLIA: Who?

MALACHI: According to the projects, Kyriushyk.

OLIA: Really?

MALACHI: Honest. He’ll stop by the little window and knock quietly: “Open up, Olia, my wife,
my faithful mate ... ” (To OLIA) And Olia?

OLIA (quietly): Will open up—

MALACHI: Covered with snow and frost, he’ll stand in the doorway: “Hello,” he’ll say. And Olia
will reply (Singing a well-known soldiers’ song, changing a few words) “Greetings,
greetings, my dear heart, won’t you please come in” ... Then her beloved will say:
“Olia, having been renewed after the reform of humankind, having done penance for
my sins against you in campaigns and battles for azure-glowing dreams, I have
returned to you; forgive me” ... And Olia will say—

OLIA (in a reverie): I forgive you! I forgive you!

MALACHI: Then her beloved will seat his Olia by the cradle ... Like this. (Seats OLIA on g
stump.) Then he’ll look lovingly at her, then at the adorable child; then he’ll press her
to his breast, then he’ll peer into her eyes; then he’ll kiss the cold kneecaps of her
sacred legs ... Is Olia crying?

OLIA: No ... 'm just being silly. (Dreamily) Oh, how I've suffered while waiting for you, my
love! ...

MALACHTI: It will all come to pass, according to my projects ... I have to hurry, Olia. Off I go!

OLIA (dreamily): Go! Go!

MALACHI (climbing up the wall and sitting atop it): Let’s go together, Olia. I will present you to
the CPC as the best visual example of my immediate reform.

TROKHYM’S voice is heard nearby, calling “Olia Manoilivna!”

OLIA: They’re calling me ... Flee!

MALACHL: I am not fleeing, I'm going. I'll await you, Olia, at the festival of the restoration of
our Ukrainian stock, which will take place on the twentieth of August according to
the new calendar and on the feast Day of the Transfiguration according to the old
calendar. Details: a shower of confetti, paper streamers, etc., as per my decrees.
(Jumps down and disappears behind the wall and tramps off somewhere.)

Scene 11

TROKHYM (running in): Olia Manoilivna, Stakanchyk’s relatives have come to take him home.
(Looking about) So, where is he?

OLIA (standing in front of the place where MALACHI has just climbed over): I don’t know.

TROKHYM (suspiciously): What do you mean you don’t know? I have a good mind to make a
written report to the doctor in charge about who and how has been frolicking with
the patients in the bushes, and then—I don’t know what ... (OLIA remains silent.)
You lied to me about Kyriukha: he hasn’t got any disease, he says ... (OLIA remains



The Peoples Malachi 107

silent.) Where is Stakanchyk? ... And where are all the other patients? Have they per-
haps escaped?

oLIA (recovering her senses): The patients? They’re over there.

TROKHYM: Where?

oLIA: They’ve gone to lunch, and Stakanchyk too.

TROKHYM: Nothing of the kind. They’re not there.

oLiA: There they are, can’t you see them? They’ve gone around the corner...

TROKHYM runs off. Somewhere nearby alarmed voices are heard: “Someone’s let the patients
out! The patients have escaped!” OLIA climbs over the wall.

Scene 12

GODFATHER and LIUBA are standing and waiting by the office. They are excited.

LIUBA: It’s hard to believe that Papa will be coming out presently and that we’ll be taking him
home now ... God! To think how much walking, pleading, and talking we’ve done ...
Isn’t that right, Godfather?

GODFATHER: Calm down! Although, I myself am really excited ... Here, put your hand on the
heart, goddaughter.

LIUBA: Oh!

GODFATHER: Not on yours ... On mine.

LIUBA puts her hand on GODFATHER’S heart.

GODFATHER: Well?

LIUBA: Is it ever beating hard!

GODFATHER: It’s not a heart at all, but a stamping mill. Hear it? Tra-dum, tra-dum, tra-dum!
I'm really excited. (After a pause) How could I possibly not be excited when I can
already see it: the willow tree over there, Zahnybohyn’s dam, the reeds rustling ...
He’s sitting and I'm sitting; he’s fishing and I'm fishing. Nature and everything
around us is still and bright. Then suddenly—buzz! Zoom! ... Malachi, a mosquito!
And Malachi: huh? And he slaps himself on the forehead.

LIUBA: Papa’s forehead is always covered with bumps after he goes fishing.

Scene 13

TROKHYM comes out.

TROKHYM: Are you the one who’s come for patient Stakanchyk?
GODFATHER: Not only I, but also his daughter here.

TROKHYM: He isn’t here anymore.

GODFATHER: What do you mean he isn’t here?

TROKHYM: He escaped.

GODFATHER freezes. LIUBA is seized by spasms.
LIUBA: Oh ... Oh ... Oh—
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GODFATHER: Stop screaming; I can’t hear anything. (To TROKHYM) Say, did you hit me?

TROKHYM: Me? Nothing of the kind.

GODFATHER: Then why is my head ringing?

LIUBA (seized by spasms again): He escaped.

GODFATHER: Don’t say that!

LIUBA: He escaped....

GODFATHER: Don’t say that word!

LIUBA (weeping): Esca-a-ped.

GODFATHER (to TROKHYM): I've got a question!

TROKHYM: Go ahead.

GODFATHER: When did he escape?

TROKHYM: Fifteen minutes ago. But don’t worry: we just called the police; they’ll catch him in
no time.

GODFATHER: Thank you—but they’ll never catch him now.

TROKHYM: You think so? '

GODFATHER: They won’t catch him. When he took his neighbour to court over a rooster, it
took him three years, but he won his suit.

TROKHYM: What does a rooster have to do with this?

GODFATHER: Well, young man, it shows what his character is like. Once he starts running, he’ll
run until he drops dead. Understand?

TROKHYM: I don’t understand anything.

GODFATHER: What do you mean, you don’t understand anything? He escapes from you and
you don’t understand! And what if I sue you and even the Council of People’s
Commissars for not watching my friend, so that he escaped and can do the devil
knows what ... You're all nothing but bureaucrats! ... Anyway, you are of no use to
us, young man ... It would have been better altogether if you had fired a twelve-inch
cannon into my heart than to come with such news ... Go away, for I can’t stand the
sight of you!

TROKHYM: And I tell you the police will catch him. Check back tomorrow. (Exits.)

GODFATHER: I'll sit down now and mourn for a while ... I'll grieve and I'll worry about my
friend. Oh, my dear, dear friend! I loved you, I honoured you like my very own
brother. I carried you in my heart, and all I have to show for it is calluses ... (After a
pause) But after mourning, I'll say: enough! Let’s go home, Liuba dear, and moreover,
right away!

LIUBA: Without Papa?

GODFATHER: Not only without Papa, but also without a dear friend.

LIUBA: Godfather!

GODFATHER: Let’s go home!

LIUBA: Godfather!

GODFATHER: Enough!

LIUBA: Godfather! How can we face anybody without Papa?

GODFATHER: We'll arrive at night.

LIUBA: Mama will curse me ... And how will you go to church or to the market? Everywhere,
they’ll ask you: why have you returned without Papa?

GODFATHER: I won’t go to church ... But then why am I upset when I've already decided to go
home, get sick, and die.
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LIUBA: We can’t, not without Papa.

GODFATHER: Whether we can or can’t—enough is enough, I say.

riuA: Who will you go fishing with now?

GODFATHER: I'll go alone!

LIUBA: But you can’t, you can’t go without Papa ... Who'll sit down to play checkers with you,
who'll talk politics?

GODFATHER: I'll do it alone!

LiuBA: And who will you sing “My Lovely Green Orchards” with? ... And what about
Christmas and Easter? ...

GODFATHER: Alone! I'll sing alone, I'll get sick alone, and I'll die alone! Alone!

LiuBA: Godfather! Remember how on your name day you were leading Papa home and got
lost on your own street, and if it weren’t for our Rex, you would have never found the
gate ...

GODFATHER: Don’t remind me! Am I saying your father is not a good man? Am I saying that?
Am]I?

LIUBA: No.

GODFATHER: There are calluses on my heart from love and vexation. Who are we, your father
and I? Who? Little boys, little Pioneers” racing each other, or old men with one foot
in their graves? ... (After a pause) He'll be running about from People’s Commissar
to People’s Commissar, rushing to the CPC, and I'm supposed to sell my last piglets
to bring him home? ... Enough is enough! Let’s go home!

LIUBA: I’'m not going, Godfather.

GODFATHER: What?

LIUBA: T'll search for him by myself. If I find him and bring him home, I'll be lucky; if I don’t
find him.

GODFATHER: You'll perish!

LIUBA: If I don’t, I'll perish ... I'll kill myself.

GODFATHER: But my dear child, what if your dear mama, my friend, is already lying in bed sick
and even dying ... of typhus?

LIUBA: When Mama gave me her blessing for the journey, she kissed my hands, drenched me
with tears, begged and implored me, and put a curse on me not to come back without
Papa.

GODFATHER: But what if your sisters, Vira and Nadia, are also in bed sick with malaria, and
there’s no one to give them water or put a compress on their hapless foreheads?

LIUBA: I can’t! Even back then, when I ran into church and prayed, I felt that fate would
separate us.

GODFATHER: And what if, without you, all the flowers on the window sills have dried out, and
in the small flower bed in front of the house?

LIUBA: 've had the same dream every night, Godfather: I am alone in the steppe, it seems,
weaving a garland of cornflowers and marigolds, and they seem dry, as dry as the
kind that are placed next to a dead person’s head ... Fate foretells the future. One
can’t elude it, Godfather.

GODFATHER: ... And the chicks are dying from lack of water, and the hen doesn’t know what
to do, where to look for water...

—

.
The name of the Soviet Communist organization for youngsters.
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LIUBA: Godfather! ...

GODFATHER: Even after this you're not coming?

LIUBA: No!

GODFATHER: Aha! So you want to show me that you have your Papa’s character ... Well mark
this, and mark it well: I too am not just anyone. My character is three times more
steadfast than Malachi’s or yours. Farewell! (Walks away enraged.) You should
reconsider! You’ll perish. (LIUBA remains silent. GODFATHER pulls his hat down over
his eyes.) You’ll perish, I tell you!

Act Four

Scene 1

The WORKERS of the Hammer and Sickle Factory are astonished when they see that, over the
stone wall, a man wearing a straw hat is climbing toward them.

FIRST WORKER: Look—someone’s climbing over the wall! ... Hey, citizen!

SECOND WORKER: Shh! ... It’s probably a spy or a thief wanting to break into our factory—

FIRST WORKER: Then he ought to be arrested!

THIRD WORKER (solemnly and calmly): No decent person would be climbing over that wall to
us nowadays. That’s a fact. But don’t get excited, boys ... Keep your mouths shut and
your eyes open. That way we’ll find out who it is and of what hue.

They resume their work and do not pay particular attention to their guest: as if to say, if he’s
climbing, let him climb, if he must.

MALACHI (from atop the wall): Greetings, masters!?® (The WORKERS greet him silently and
charily. Noticing this, MALACHI continues sarcastically.) I greet you and at the same
time I ask: could it be that even masters have been enclosed by stone walls? And what
walls they are! (Gesturing toward the factory walls) If that’s the case, please explain
what differentiates you from those sitting in jails and insane asylums? There are walls
there and there are walls here—

THIRD WORKER: There the walls confine. Here they protect our rights because there are still
many enemies around.

MALACHLI: It is time to get rid of enclosures, masters. The stone walls must be razed at once
because they bar the way to you—

THIRD WORKER: For whom?

MALACHI: For your friends, I would say, O Hegemons.

THIRD WORKER (to his people): It seems to me that for our friends we have gates and doors—

MALACHI: They wouldn’t let me pass through the gate.

THIRD WORKER: Did they not recognize you, or what?

MALACHI: They neither recognized nor acknowledged me, even though I showed them my
badges and insignia, which I announced in my first decree and by which everyone in

2 An allusion to the claim that workers are the true masters of Ukraine and the Soviet state.
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Ukraine should recognize me. (Points at his walking stick and straw hat and looks
round at the WORKERS) Can it be that you don’t recognize me either? (Girding
himself with a red ribbon that passes over his left shoulder) Do you still not recognize
me? That’s what happens when people don’t read decrees. Listen once more: By the
grace of the great mother—the Revolution, we have been anointed Malachi, the
People’s People’s Commissar.

SECOND WORKER: So what?

FIRST WORKER (fo0 the THIRD WORKER): He’s drunk.

THIRD WORKER: No, no.

FIRST WORKER: What do you mean no? Look ... if he had only drunk enough to claim he was a
green dragon, it wouldn’t be all that bad, but he fancies himself a People’s
Commissar.

THIRD WORKER: Listen more carefully!

MALACHI (having in the meantime climbed down from the wall and walked over to the
WORKERS): What are you making?

THIRD WORKER: Can’t you see? ... Forms.

MALACHI: And I came to you to make reforms.

THIRD WORKER: What kind?

MALACHI: Azure ones. More precisely—the immediate reform of humankind, for today, do
you know what it has already come down to? Two old women were raped, the
newsboys scream and scream.

FIRST WORKER: So someone was overcome by an urge.

MALACHI (not catching the irony): And this on the eve of socialism, in a country where the
people have created the world’s best songs about the green periwinkle, the moon and
the star, and the red guilder rose,” where, at last, at night the People’s People’s
Commissar himself guards the azure dreams—two old women have been raped. Oh,
people, people! ...

A BOY’S VOICE (clear as a bell and cheerful, from the other side of the wall): Extra, extra! Two
old women, the older one sixty-seven, were brutally raped today!

MALACHI: Do you hear that?

FIRST WORKER (ironically): So the grannies had a treat.

MALACHIL: I'm sure that if questionnaires—flyers with one question—were handed out in the
streets at night to find out who is thinking what at the time, what do you suppose
most people would say they are thinking about?

THIRD WORKER: I can’t say. All kinds of things go through people’s heads.

MALACHI: But I can.

THIRD WORKER: Let’s hear it.

MALACHIL: They wouldn’t be thinking and dreaming about the azure reforms, but about the
shapes of women’s legs, completely ignoring the fact that, as a consequence of such
dreaming, love is limited to the legs and does not bloom in the eyes or sing in the
heart. That is why the two old women were raped ... No, I can wait no longer. It’s
time to begin. (Blowing the reveille into his fist as though into a bugle) Toot-toot, toot-

—

® In Ukrainian folklore the guelder rose (Ukrainian: kalyna) symbolizes purity. It also became a symbol of the
postrevolutionary Ukrainian independence movement. The periwinkle, the moon, and stars appear in numerous
Ukrainian love songs.
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toot, toot-toot, toot-toot, toot-toot, toot-toot, toot-toot; toot-toot, toot-toot, toot-
toot, toot-toot, toot-toot, toot-toot, toot-toot, too-too. The sirens roar at the factories,
the whistles blow, and the power lines hum, Ukraine sings beyond the barrows in the
valley, and the golden bugle of the People’s People’s Commissar is heard above
everything: it trumpets to you about the azure yonder and azure dreams, Q
Hegemons.

Scene 2

Other WORKERS arrive.

WORKERS: Who is this orator? Who sent him? What is he talking about? ...

—He’s from the People’s Commissars—

—No he’s not!

—He’s a self-proclaimed commissar—

—If you ask me, he’s a circus clown—

—You’re mistaken! ... He’s an actor from a Ukrainian troupe.

FIRST WORKER (o the THIRD WORKER): I'm sure he mixed his whiskey with beer.

THIRD WORKER: You think so?

FIRST WORKER: It’s a fact!

THIRD WORKER (smiling): Listen to him more carefully, I say!

MALACHI: Masters, I have come to you to carry out the immediate reform of humankind.
Obey me and no one else ...(SOMEBODY whistles.) Who’s whistling at the speech of
the People’s People’s Commissar? Who's interrupting me, I ask?

SOMEBODY: And who's interrupting us in'our work?

MALACHI: There is so much whistling in Ukraine: dry, hot winds whistle, young men whistle at
girls, the police whistle in the night, people urinate in the streets, old women are
raped ... I have come to carry out the immediate reform of humankind and first of
all the reform of the Ukrainian stock, because in the condition of peasants and
translators.

A hubbub spreads through the workers.

WORKERS: He’s crazy!
—He’s pretending to be!
—Take him to the administration!
—Let the old man finish his speech!

THIRD WORKER (calmly): Listen to him more carefully, Comrades!

MALACHL: Listen to me, Hegemons, and I will lead you out of these smoke-ridden walls. Along
the alleys and alleyways, past factories and plants, along furrows and trails, far
beyond the barrows, into the azure yonder I shall lead you. Toot-toot, toot-toot!
Arise, people, for I am bringing unto you a reform, not a form, but a reform! Toot-
toot, toot-toot! Gather at the new Mount Tabor on the nineteenth of August—the
sixth according to the Old Calendar—bring red poppies and marigolds, but most of
all bring your little azure dreams. There we shall be consecrated, consecrated and
made new ... At the same time also bring the Ukrainian language. By the way, do you
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know why our language has been waiting at the threshold for ages?* God had forgot-
ten about it when he was mixing the tongues at the Tower of Babel. Moreover, the
Holy Spirit descended unto the apostles in all the languages, except it forgot about
our Ukrainian language. The CPC has already directed its attention to this, but
without me it’s doubtful that anything will come of it.

HIRD WORKER (loudly, mightily): It is coming and will come!!! Comrades ... (Stepping toward
MALACHI) Are you a peasant?

MALACHI: No.

THIRD WORKER (determinedly): And not a worker?

MALACHI: I am the People’s Malachi.

THIRD WORKER: From alleys and alleyways, along winding paths, and even over these walls
such Malachis worm their way to us. And who are they? It’s fine when they’re simply
melancholic dreamers, for, to our great misfortune, many such types also exist
amongst our brothers—they go around with Jesus-eyes, azure smoke in their heads,
all the time collecting sins and riding around on that. It’s fine, I say, when such little
Jesuses are still on their little donkeys.

MALACHI: Hosanna to them! They cleanse the world.

THIRD WORKER: You want to cleanse? Get down from your donkey and get on...

SOMEONE (interjecting from the side): A sewage-disposal tank.

Laughter breaks out.

THIRD WORKER: Wouldn’t mind being on the barrel at all, for it’s better to be a sewage worker
than a little Jesus like this one. It’s fine, I say, when they are only little Jesuses; there’s
really no great harm in that. But when in one or two words of their weak sermons
you begin hearing totally different music.

MALACHI: Azure music.

THIRD WORKER: Music not of our class, so it is necessary for us to say: Comrades! Their azure
words hide bourgeois chauvinist stingers! Behind that azure fog our opponents lie in
ambush, their gauges and forms wrapped in their azure reforms. Be on guard!

MALACHI: I proclaim the immediate reform of humankind, masters, and undertake to bring it
about.

THIRD WORKER (shaking his finger): Oh, you'll do it, Brother, in your own spitting image. We
know your kind ... No, it will be better if we do it, in the image and likeness of the
proletariat.

MALACHI: Toot-toot ... And will you bring about the reform of the Ukrainian stock? ... Way
over there he sits in his cottage by the window wrinkling his moccasins and peering
out to see if little old God is bringing rain for his wheat, if his sons are returning home
from the army and his daughters from their menial employment. The day passes, and
night passes, God hasn’t come—and the rain isn’t falling, the rapids roar, the moon is
rising as it rose before, the Sich is no more... The reeds ask the Dnipro...”!

“ After the Russian Empire consolidated its control of most of Ukraine, in the nineteenth century several tsarist de-
crees gradually diminished and then forbade use of the Ukrainian language in publications, schools, and theatrical

performances. The early Soviet government allowed Ukrainian to be the official language of Ukraine, at least on pa-
per.

"The last phrase is borrowed from Taras Shevchenko’s poem “To Osnovianenko,” in which the author laments
Ukraine’s loss of freedom.
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SEVERAL VOICES AT ONCE: That’s an old story.

MALACHL: “Where have all our children gone, where do they all roam?”*

THIRD WORKER: Tomorrow, there where the rapids roar, it won’t be the moon that rises,
Tomorrow, one could say, electric suns, one could say, will rise and shine over the
entire Cossack steppe, over our entire Ukraine, all the way to the sea—

MALACHL: I have a question: to what sea?

THIRD WORKER: Tomorrow, there where the soaring seagull once cried out,”® the steamboat
sirens will sing, one could say, and the whistles of new factories and plants will
resound. Already today the dynamos of the Dnipro Hydroelectric Station are
smashing that sadness of the reeds and the rapids’ savage yearning, may the devil
take it, which I heard during an outing.

MALACHL: Give up your Dnipro Hydroelectric Station! Can’t you hear the shouting—two old
women were raped, O Hegemons! It won’t help!

THIRD WORKER: It will! That’s where we are beginning our reform of the entire Ukrainian
stock, there and here and everywhere, wherever there’s a worker’s hand.

Scene 3

A WORKER (running in soaked through with sweat): Are the forms ready?

WORKERS (becoming tense): They’re ready!

SWEATING WORKER: We're drawing off the cast iron! ... (Shouting in the direction where a red
glow is rising) Ready! ... Pour! ...

A fiery liquid starts flowing along channels and troughs, illuminating the entire foundry with
hot, fire-red light. The blazing glow lights up everyone’s face and is reflected in their eyes.
Activity ensues. The WORKERS, jumping over the channels to the moulds, direct the molten
metal with their shovels into the moulds, or carry it in ladles. They shout at MALACHL

WORKERS: Out of the way, old man!—
—Hey, watch out!—
—Hey, step aside you, what’s your name! ... Malachi!—
—Someone show him the way out of here, or he’ll melt.

MALACHI rushes about in the smoke and blaze between the fiery streams until SOMEONE guides
him to the exit.

SOMEONE: There’s no end of trouble with such reformers.

MALACHI (having recovered his senses, looking at the fires, the smoke, and the glow): They have
their own red dreams. What a tragedy! (Closes his eyes and leaves. A symphony of
labour thunders behind him.)

*2 A quotation from Shevchenko’s “To Osnovianenko.”

% In Ukrainian folk songs and oral literature, the seagull is often a metaphor for Ukraine.
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Act Five

Madam APOLINARA is worried that the police might raid her establishment. She is particularly
yexed at night.

APOLINARA: Listen, Ahapiia, if the police happen to raid us, you say, “These are my grand-
daughters Olenka, and Liuba, who just arrived ... to prepare for Holy Communion,”
or something like that.

AHAPIIA (agreeing to anything): Oh, Lord! I'll say exactly that as long as you arrange to get me
a passport to travel to Jerusalem.

APOLINARA: I will!

AHAPIIA: Will you do it soon?

APOLINARA: Wait awhile!

AHAPIIA: I've already been waiting a month ... (Whispering to herself) There’s neither money
nor Jerusalem.

And on this night, as if to spite APOLINARA, suddenly disquieting whistles erupt.

Scene 1

An agitated GUEST leaps out of a small room.

GUEST: They’re whistling! ... Oh, Madam Apolinara, how many times have I suggested to you
to find more secure quarters, as far away as possible from the Soviet authorities ...
(Looks reproachfully and angrily at APOLINARA, then runs down the stairs and out the
back door, forgetting to fasten his suspenders.)

APOLINARA (following him and wringing her hands): Oh, I know it’s torture, but what can I
do—we’re illegal now!

Scene 2

LIUBA emerges from the same small room.

LIUBA: I'm bored ... Let’s have some music.

APOLINARA: Not now, Myra dear! Can’t you hear the whistles?

LIUBA: I'll run away!

APOLINARA (to the musician): Oh, all right, play! Only, I beg you, play softly, softly...

LIUBA (coming over to AHAPIIA): But what if Papa’s home?

AHAPIIA: Only the Lord knows that ...

LIUBA: It just occurred to me and the whole world turned black: what if Papa’s home and I'm
here! ... (To the musician) Louder!

Scene 3

Two GIRLS with GUESTS and MATYLDA enter and stagger down the stairs.
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MATYLDA: There ... We've arrived.

FIRST GIRL: You won’t be sorry, pussycats.

GUEST: “T've neither tears, nor ravings, nor regrets; all shall pass just like the virgin whiteness
of the white apple trees ...”**

SECOND GIRL: Bravo!

GUEST: “The withering’s caressed by gold.”

APOLINARA (to the GIRLS): You’ve come, my precious children ... But where is Olia?

MATYLDA: Give us some wine! Then we’ll talk about Olia.

SECOND GIRL (to the GUEST): May I have a pear? :

GUEST: Help yourself ... “I shall be young no more” ... Take whatever your little heart desires!

GIRLS: Oh, how generous you are!

GUEST (frightened by his own generosity): But on one condition.

GIRLS: What condition is that?

GUEST: That you are allowed only half a minute to choose. (Taking out a watch) Half a minute
for whatever you want. Half a minute! Ready, set, go! ...

GIRLS: Chocolate! Wine! Pastries!

GUEST: What kind of chocolate? What kind of wine?

GIRLS: Red and sweet! No, white!

GUEST: Well, which one do you want. Tell me?

SECOND GIRL: Candy! Turkish delights!

GUEST: What do you prefer?

SECOND GIRL: Candy!

GUEST: A hundred grams? Two hundred grams? Three hundred grams? Half a minute is up.

FIRST GIRL: So soon? :

GUEST: “Life! Wert thou only an image in my dream? ...

FIRST GIRL: But I wanted some chocolate.

GUEST: “As though on a vernal, resounding daybreak, I galloped by on a rosy horse ...” No,
enough. (Sits down at a table.)

SECOND GIRL: Well, just you wait! We’ll tell you the same thing: you can have whatever you
want, but only for half a minute ... Ha, ha, ha. I can just imagine! Half a minute!

APOLINARA: Now, Musia, Musia! It isn’t nice to joke like that. The guests really might think
they have only half a minute. (Pours wine into goblets. The GUESTS offer it to the
GIRLS.)

AHAPIIA (fo L1UBA): If only you could find your papa, child, and I, the road to Jerusalem. Did
you perhaps know Vakulykha, dear? ...

LIUBA: I didn’t know her. I’'m not from your parts, Grannie.

AHAPIIA: Oh, I'd forgotten that you’re somewhere from the steppes ... Anyway, Vakulykha
was the only one in the whole district who had been to Jerusalem.

LIUBA: My heart aches, Grannie. I’'m probably going to die.

AHAPIIA: ...How beautifully she died—Vakulykha, that is! She came home from Jerusalem and
passed away on the third day.

GIRLS (jumping up from the table): Madam Apolinaral Mama dear! The guests would like to
dance. May we?

APOLINARA: Yes, dearies, but I implore you, do it softly! Pianissimo!

»

A quotation from Sergei Esenin (1895-1925), a popular Russian poet.
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The musician begins a foxtrot. Shadows flit across the walls and the ceiling as the GUESTS and
the GIRLS start dancing.

piuBA: There’s music and dancing here, but for some reason I keep seeing the windmills that
are on the outskirts of our town. What if Papa’s already approaching the windmills
and I'm here?

AHAPIIA: It was as though she had fallen asleep: her face was so lucid and white. Honest to
God, I'm not lying. And into her coffin they placed some fragrant shavings that she
had brought from the Lord’s Tomb and a small cypress cross ... May God let you,
child, me, and everyone die the way Vakulykha died ... (LIUBA goes into the small
room. AHAPIIA continues.) Maybe I should write a petition? Comrades, Vakulykha
died thus and thus, and I would like to die the same way. You won’t believe me,
Comrades, but I already dream about it. I walk as though floating through the air by
the warm sea, and the path is strewn with red flowers, and somewhere beyond the sea
a radiance rises to the sky as it does at dawn in summertime ... And you know,
Comrades, if I don’t manage to get to Jerusalem, I'll—(Dozes off.)

Scene 4

OLIA (bringing in MALACHI and calling out from the threshold): I too have brought a guest, and
what a guest! ...

The GIRLS and the GUESTS welcome OLIA with applause and hurrahs. The musician strikes up a
fanfare.

MALACHI (stopping on the stairs): So this is where I get recognition at last! ... (Bowing majes-
tically) Greetings, faithful subjects! ...

APOLINARA (to OLIA): He looks like Myra’s, Liuba’s...

OLIA: Father.

APOLINARA: Why, Olia? ... To upset the poor child! ... Do we need the drama?

OLIA: Where is she?

APOLINARA: Shush! She’s got a headache. She’s asleep.

OLIA (looking into the dressing room): Myra, are you asleep? ... She’s asleep! (Going over to
MALACHI) Tell me, People’s Commissar, what is dearer, a father or sleep?

MALACHI: Sleep, if it’s after work.

OLIA (smiling wryly): So it is, after work. Excuse me, but I have to change; I'm soaked. (To
everyone) It’s raining out.

Scene 5

Another GUEST dashes in.

GUEST: Greetings, Counter-revolutionaries!
APOLINARA (glad and at the same time perturbed): My God! Girls! Look who’s come!
GIRLS (to the new GUEST): Ah-h! Oh! ... Our “No Time” is here.
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GUEST (looking at his watch): Good heavens! A quarter past one already! The train is at two. [
still have to send a telegram ... Yes! A bottle of beer for me and two bottles of wine
and some candy for the girls. Hurry!

APOLINARA: Darling, would you like some dinner?

GUEST: No time! No time! Where’s Myra?

GIRLS: Myra! Myra! “No Time” has come to see you!

APOLINARA (becoming even more perturbed): Shush! Girls, softly ... (To the GUEST, entreating-
ly) Perhaps you’d care to select a different companion for yourself today.

GUEST: No time, Counter-revolutionaries! I can only stay five minutes.

APOLINARA: She’s ill.

GUEST: With what?

APOLINARA: A headache.

GUEST: Rubbish!

APOLINARA: Darling, there’ll be a scene—

GUEST: No time! ... Myra! May I come in? (Goes into the small room.)

MALACHI (to APOLINARA): Who is he?

APOLINARA: An acquaintance of ours ... He’s so cheerful and generous—

MALACHI: To whom did he go?

APOLINARA: I don’t even know myself. You see, I board them; that is, they come here to eat
and rest, and some come with a guest ... How can I watch them all? All I have with
them is trouble and more trouble ... Having come out of the rain, perhaps you’d like
some whiskey, or beer?

MALACHTI: I forbid you to sell love in boxes!

APOLINARA: What love?

MALACHL: In boxes, I say! You think I can’t see how you've partitioned the room into love
boxes like small water closets! Where is the moon? Where are the stars? Where are
the flowers, I ask you? (Takes out a handmade reed pipe from his pocket and starts
playing it.) “Hear ye! Hear ye! Hear ye! A decree! Henceforth it is forbidden to buy
and sell love packaged in wooden boxes, the more so in veneer boxes ... No, that’s
not it. In order not to violate the principles of our economic policy, we temporarily
permit the buying and selling of love, only not in boxes, not packaged, but at night by
the light of the moon and the stars, in the grass and the flowers. And if anyone
should have the desire during the day, then it should for the most part be there where
the sun rings in all its amplitude and the golden bees drone like this: buzz-zz-zz. The
PMPC ... (after some thought) The First.

Scene 6

LIUBA runs in. A GUEST follows her.

GUEST: Where are you going? I've no time, Myra darling!
LIUBA: It’s Papa’s voice! Let go! ... Papa dearest, my beloved, precious darling ... (Kissing his
hands) At last, at last, I've found you.
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Scene 7

OLIA rushes up, the other GIRLS crowd around, and the GUESTS stagger over.

oLiA: It was I who found him for you.

AHAPIIA: I dreamt that an angel was playing on a golden flute ... When all of a sudden I
look—it’s dear Liuba’s own father.

GIRLS: Her father? Really? ...
—Myral Is it your father?

MALACHI: I'm not her father. I'm the People’s Malachi. Is it possible you haven’t read my first
decree? I've renounced my family status.

A GUEST looks at his watch, waves his hand in resignation, and runs off.

LIUBA: Papa dearest! Pay no heed that I'm like this, that ’'m dressed in such clothes.

MALACHL I've renounced my family status, I said.

LIUBA: Forgive me, Papa! It isn’t for real. I was simply earning some money to make it possible
for me to find you.

AHAPIIA: Forgive her her transgressions, and God will forgive you even greater sins.

OLIA does not take her eyes off MALACHL

LIUBA: The driver will be here right away, we’ll get in, Papa, and off we’ll go to the train station
... I have some money, fifty-three rubles in all! I'll buy us tickets for reserved seats,
and some pop and oranges for the trip. You'll be able to lie down and rest, Papa, my
darling and so grey already.

MALACHI (moving away): I said, there’s no father ... and no friend either! There’s only the
People’s Malachi, People’s Commissar! The PMPC. The First!

LIUBA: What am I going to do now?

OLIA (fo MALACHI): What is she going to do now? You calamity, you people’s affliction!

MALACHI: Light the fires of universal love in the streets of your cities; warm the weary ones—
in my azure lands they shall erect monuments to you for this.

LIUBA: What am I going to do now?

OLIA: We'll ask him to tell us another one of his azure yarns. Do you know which one? ... The
one about the loved ones who will return to us in the winter at nights. Ha-ha-ha! So
many of those loved ones have already slept with me that when the time comes to

receive and warm them from the road, they’ll smother me ... Musician! Play “The
Ring”!*
LIUBA, as if ill, heads for the small room.
GIRLS and GUESTS (grabbing OLIA):
—Bravo! Bravo! ...
—“The Ring”!
—Olia will sing “The Ring.”
OLIA (singing, accompanied by the musician):
I have lost my golden ring,

—

* “Kolechko,” a Russian song popular among the petite bourgeoisie.
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I have lost my precious love,

Now because of that golden ring,

I shall weep both day and night.

My love has gone and left me, holding
A little baby in my arms.

When I look at the tiny thing,
Suddenly tears flood my eyes—
Because of you, my little one,

I'll go to the sea and drown.

MALACHI (going down the stairs): Hello, hello! Transmit by radio to all, all, all who abide in
Ukraine—our people, poplars, and willows, steppes and ravines and the stars in the
sky.

OLIA:

For a while her fair braid
Shivered in the giant wave

With her right hand she did wave:
Farewell, my love, farewell!

MALACHI (lonesomely): Transmit that the People’s Malachi is now grieving, and that a silver
tear is sliding from his grey moustache and dripping into the azure sea. How tragic it
is: he is grieving atop his azure dreams.

The GIRLS and the GUESTS surround him. They laugh and dance. At that moment AHAPIIA
shrieks.

AHAPIIA: Liuba has hanged herself!

APOLINARA: Hanged herself!

GIRLS (peering into the small room): She’s hanged herself! ... She’s hanged herself ... darling
Myra! ... Honest to God!

A panic breaks out. The GIRLS and the GUESTS rush helter-skelter down the stairs and out the
door.

AHAPIIA (to MALACHI): Your daughter has hanged herself!
MALACHL: Don’t be alarmed, faithful subject; she did not hang herself, but sank in the sea ...
More precisely, in the azure sea.

Scene 8

OLIA (emerging from the small room): I took her down. She’s already dead ... (To MALACHI)
Do you hear? It was you who drove her ... to her death!

MALACHI: You had better catch that young man, because he’s pissing into the sea.

OLIA: He’s gone mad once and for all ... Where to now, after the azure dreams? (Answering
herself convincingly) Why are you still thinking ... go over there ... Back. To work.
(Covers her head with a kerchief and leaves, stepping firmly.)



The People’s Malachi 121

——

Scene 9

APOLINARA rushes in with a small box, into which she is stuffing a necklace, gold rings, a piece of
silk, and other items.

APOLINARA: Whatever I am, but I'm still not as bad as this one. (Spits at MALACHI and runs
off.)

MALACHI: And they spat on him and struck him on the cheeks. And he took his golden bugle
and blew into it ... (taking out his reed pipe) and played a universal azure symphony.
(Plays on the reed pipe.) I am the universal shepherd. I tend my flocks. I tend and
tend, and then I'll play.

AHAPIIA lights a candle. MALACHI continues playing. It seems to him that he is truly creating a
beautiful azure symphony, even though the pipe drones and resounds with savage dissonance.

Addendum

This is a translation of the play as it appears in Mykola Kulish, Tvory. Spohady pro M. Kulisha
Antoniny Kulish, ed. Hryhorii Kostiuk (New York: Ukrainian Academy of Arts and Sciences in
the U.S., 1955), 11-104, which was taken from the text published in Literaturnyi iarmarok, no.
9 (August 1929). An earlier manuscript used in the staging of the play had several scenes that
were omitted in the 1929 edition. They were published in Kulish’s Tvory, 446-49.

1. Act Two, Scene 3
Instead of

MALACHI: Millions gaze at ...
the manuscript reads:

MALACHI: Thirty million people gaze through the slumber of centuries, while you, an ordinary
office worker, can’t even produce a little poster for her?

2. Act Two, Scene 3

After

MALACHLI: A reform is needed immediately ...
the manuscript reads:

MALACHTI: Tell me citizen, what nationality are you?

AHAPIIA: What d’you mean?

MALACHL: I am asking whether you are Russian, Ukrainian, Jewish, or Tatar?
AHAPIIA: T am of the Rus' faith.

MALACHI: That means that you are Russian.
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AHAPIIA: I suppose I'm Russian ... Well, yes, 'm Russian.

MALACHL: A katsap? >

AHAPIIA: Oh, no, no, we never had those in our family!

MALACHL: A perfect example for my projects ... Too bad there are no People’s Commissars
here ... How old are you, Ahapiia?

AHAPIIA: Fifty-seven ... No, I'm lying. Fifty-nine. During Lent I'll ... Well, yes, fifty-seven. No,
no, no, fifty-nine. I think I'm fifty-nine.

MALACHL: Did the Revolution reach your village?

AHAPIIA: I don’t know ... I'm illiterate, so I don’t really know what you are talking about.

MALACHI: Did they take a forced requisition from you? Were there any Makhnovites or
Petliurites about?

AHAPIIA: O, dear Lord, yes, they took it; and Petliuras came. Of course. They came on horses.

MALACHI: How about Reds? Communists? Bolsheviks?

AHAPIIA: Bolsheviks were there too ... They have all disappeared now, the Petliuras and
Bolsheviks. Only the Communists haven’t yet.

SECOND SECRETARY: We have to stop this comedy.

SECRETARY (telephoning): Headquarters? Send one of the guards here ... (Turning to AHAPIIA)
Citizen, whom do you wish to see and in what matter?

AHAPIIA: How to get to Jerusalem, Comrade, or what is one to call you?

MALACHL: The Revolution leaped into the village on horses, but today only the dust cloud
remains on the distant horizon ... An azure dust cloud ... You heard it! She is
looking for the road to Jerusalem ... She sold her house ... It’s tragic yet comical ...

AHAPIIA: That’s true. If only the comrades would help ... At least tell me if there is a road
thither?

MALACHI: Do you understand now how much a reform of humankind is needed first of all.

SECRETARY: Everybody already knows about this.

GODFATHER: They know this without you.

MALACHIL: So together call the State Planning Committee and the Council of People’s
Commissars immediately ... Examine my projects ... They need to be renewed. And
Ukraine. Ukraine too, I say, which, like a beggar woman, has stood by the beaten
roads all dirty, covered with scabs, and holding a bag ... So what if the bag held
Shevchenko’s Kobzar and Hrinchenko’s dictionary—all of our culture ... The
distance is so azure today ... and she’s shelling sunflower seeds. I hate the slave ...
Renew her or kill her.

AHAPIIA: I keep asking—but no one knows if there is a road thither. Be merciful.

MALACHI: Why have my plans not been examined yet?

SECRETARY: I told you: in a month’s time.

MALACHL: I demand that it be done now.

SECRETARY: You have no right to demand.

MALACHTI: I was sent by the people.

GODFATHER: You are lying, my friend. All the neighbours, the entire people, sent me here to
take you home.

MALACHL: I passed on foot more than a hundred villages, hamlets, and towns on the way to
Kharkiv, the capital of the Ukrainian SSR. My feet are still covered with dust from the

% A derogatory term for Russians.
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steppe roads. While I rested, I drank water from a hundred wells and springs and
chatted with the people ... Only near wells will our people open their mouths and
utter the truth. I am their delegate.

GODFATHER: You’re lying! You ran away from home!

Further down:

MALACHI: Who's interrupting there? Say it in Russian! Don’t butcher the Ukrainian language!

SECRETARY: Comrade Reformer, please come to order!

MALACHI (walking away): 1 can’t stand this ... This is how they have conducted
Ukrainianization. They can’t even pronounce kryvyi properly; they say either krivyi
or kryvii. So I ask you: why do we need to Ukrainianize foreigners? Is it so that the
driver would look like a Ukrainian and we won’t notice that they consume twice as
many calories?

3. Act Three, Scene 9
After

oLIA: Ask the Professor. He is wise and good, he’ll examine you.
The manuscript reads:

MALACHL: Olia, are you a peasant?

oLIA: I think so ... I spent my childhood in the village.

MALACHIL: You are Ukrainian. Soon I'll hate this race. It’s hindering me in the matter of my
reform of humankind; it is on guard and not allowing it ... If only it were
worthwhile, but as it is, besides Shevchenko, it consists of sergeants-major, bandits,
translators, and servants of other races.

OLIA: Don’t be angry, you’ll soon be released.

MALACHI’S comment
I shall indeed go mad if I am late and do not lead them to follow me.
appears in the manuscript as:

MALACHI: How can I be mad ... But I'll become a psychopath if I'm late getting there ... D’you
hear the whistle? Renovations. They’ve even spattered the sky with whitewash ... Let
me go. We still need a reform of humankind plus a reform of the Ukrainian language
from the point of view of full socialism.

4. Act Three, Scene 10
After

OLIA: I'm going to call the orderly.
The manuscript reads:

MALACHI: Not plus, no, I'll answer ... I have to convince you, Olia! Without joking, I'll bare
my soul to you ... I wrote projects about the immediate reform of humankind, you
understand. These are projects for realizing azure dreams ... Everyone has such
dreams ... they are the best ... the azure ones ... And so, you see, everyone rocks and
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rocks these dreams in the cradle, that is, in the imagination, day and night, but they
keep crying ... Then there is nothing to eat, so they die ... Then they are carried away
to cemeteries. Especially in our waterless and naked steppes there were so many
cemeteries of unrealized azure dreams, so many ... In my projects the key is G sharp
for realization ... Only I made one mistake I didn’t write that the reform should be
started only after first X-raying man ... Let me go, I'll write this down, and then I']|
go to the Council of People’s Commissars.

OLIA: I can’t.

MALACHI: Olia! I'll get down on my knees in front of you ... I beg you.

5. Act Five, Scene 3
After
GIRLS: The guests would like to dance. May we?

The manuscript reads:

APOLINARA: I am afraid, my dear guests. If the pigs [in the original: makedony
(“Macedonians,” i.e., Red Army soldiers or police)] hear it ... I'll be lost.

GUEST: Madam Comrade, if anyone bothers you, just come to me. I am a policeman. Comrade
Kazankov.

3. Act Five, Scene 7

In the manuscript there is also a WORKER among the dramatis personae. After OLIA sings “Tll
go to the sea and I'll drown,” the following exchange takes place:

MALACHI: Quiet, it is Ukraine singing.
WORKER: Little Russia, we should say.

Translated by John Prasko
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About Sonata Pathétique

Sonata Pathétique is the most outstanding Ukrainian drama of the twentieth century. The
play’s various versions and staging reflect not only Kulish’s precarious position in the 1930s,
but also the infinite number of interpretations that the play has inspired. Soviet censors and
reviewers criticized Sonata Pathétique for its nationalistic content, while the non-Communist
camp saw it as lacking a clear-cut “national,” patriotic stance. Other critics found no basis for
either claim, seeing only a universal message in the play. When Kulish was criticized for pre-
senting the national problem in Sonata Pathétique as the dominant one, he responded: “Even
in my next plays (and I am writing them) I shall continue to depict and illustrate the national
problem.”

After Kulish completed Sonata Pathétique (Ukrainian: Patetychna sonata) in 1930, official
Soviet censors did not allow the play to be staged in Soviet Ukraine. Kulish then rewrote parts
of it and submitted it to a public discussion by critics. He also gave the play to Pavel B.
Zenkevich, a Russian translator of his earlier plays, who translated the second version into
Russian, thereby making it available to Russian theatres. The play’s premiere took place in
Leningrad at the Bolshoi Drama Theatre on 16 December 1931; it was followed by a perfor-
mance in Moscow'at Aleksandr Tairov’'s Kamernyi Theatre on 19 December 1931. The play
ran for almost three months in Moscow.? Despite its success there, it was not allowed to be
performed in Ukraine. But Soviet Russian theatres—in Omsk, Kazan, Baku, Kostroma, Tver,
and Irkutsk—did stage the play before it was completely banned in the USSR in 1934. It was
only in 1958, after Kulish was posthumously rehabilitated, that the play was performed (in one
of its later versions) for the first time in Ukraine, at the October Revolution Theatre in Odesa
under the direction of N. Orlov. In 1966 that version was first staged in Kyiv, at the Ivan
Franko Ukrainian Drama Theatre.

While Sonata Pathétique ran in Moscow, the German writer Friedrich Wolf attended a
performance and was immensely impressed by what he saw. He stated that the play could only
be compared with Goethe’s Faust and Ibsen’s Peer Gynt. Wolf asked Mariia Ovrutska to trans-
late Sonata Pathétique into German, and he staged an expurgated version of this translation in
Berlin under the title Die Beethoven Sonate in 1932. It was performed again in 1968 in the
German Democratic Republic. George and Moira Luckyj’s English translation of the play was
staged in 1974 by students of the University of Toronto Graduate Centre for the Study of
Drama; the production was designed and directed by Tim Fort. An abridged version of a
Polish translation by Edward S. Bura was performed by the Polish Radio Theatre in the early
1970s. The play has also been translated into Latvian, Czech, and Bulgarian.

' Quoted in Natalia Kuziakina, Narysy ukrains'koi radianskoi dramaturhii, vol. 1 (Kyiv: Radians’kyi pys'mennyk,
1958), 86.

* A United Press report, dated 14 May 1932, states: “One of the outstanding artistic successes of the Russian theater in
recent years, ‘Sonata Pathétique,” by Nikola [sic] Kulish, has just been suppressed by the censors. After the forty-third
Performance at the Kamerny[i] Theater here, the play suddenly disappeared. The prohibition against this play, which
is entirely pro-Soviet in subject matter and treatment, is especially curious in view of the recent revival of [Mikhail
Bulgakov’s] Days of the Turbins, which is not pro-Soviet either in form or content” (“Soviet Suppresses Play Hailed as
Artistic Find,” The New York Herald-Tribune, 15 May 1932).
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Variants of the Text

The original text of Sonata Pathétique was not published during Kulish’s lifetime. The
manuscript of the first version, which Kulish gave to Les Kurbas for the Berezil Theatre, be-
came available to Sviatoslav Hordynsky in 1943 during the German occupation of Ukraine,
Because Nazi censorship was also imposed on Ukrainian literature, Hordynsky had to delete
several scenes dealing with the Bolsheviks before permission was granted to publish the play
that year. This excised text was reprinted in New York in 1955.

In her detailed study of Kulish and his works, Natalia Kuziakina notes that Kulish first
planned to write Sonata Pathétique in 1924 as a novel. He completed the first version of the
play in 1929. After it was translated into Russian, Kulish made various changes for the differ-
ent Russian theatres that were to stage it. In a letter (8 February 1931) he notified Zenkevich
that he would be sending him “a changed Pathétique. I still consider it not completed (act
three and especially the ending).” By October he had written a third version, in which the
scenes with Stupai-Stupanenko and Maryna were significantly changed. The archives of the
Kamernyi Theatre in Moscow, the Theatre Library in St. Petersburg, and Zenkevich apparent-
ly all contain different versions of the play, with minor variations throughout the text and an
important difference in the finale.®

These numerous variants reflect the power and scope of Soviet censorship, which forced
authors to rewrite their texts and left scholars and readers wondering which variant is the de-
finitive version of a text. However, one may attempt to assess at least the total structure of Kul-
ish’s play, since the mood, tempo, and tone of the final scene may be compared to that of
Beethoven’s sonata. ¢ The play is probably the first Western drama structurally based on a mu-
sical composition, namely Beethoven’s Sonata Pathétique in C minor, opus 13.

For a true appreciation and understanding of the play and its variants, it is important to
note that while Kulish wrote the play, he repeatedly asked his daughter to play Beethoven’s
Sonata or some of its parts. Not only is the music incorporated into the play, where it provides
mood and texture to many scenes, but, in most cases, the drama itself follows the structure of

the Sonata, thus allowing the play’s various endings to be compared in terms of their par-
allelism to the music.” In the final act, for example, before the Rondo section, there is no di-

? Sviatoslav Hordynsky, “Ideas on the Scaffold: Mykola Kulish and His Sonata Pathetique,” The Ukrainian Quarterly
5, no. 4 (Autumn 1949): 331-39.

4 Natalia Kuziakina, “Patetychna sonata,” in her P’iesy Mykoly Kulisha: Literaturna i stsenichna istoriia (Kyiv: Radi-
ans'kyi pys'mennyk, 1970), 322.

® Several variants of the play’s ending appear in Appendix A and B of this volume. For a discussion of the censorship
pressure on Kulish and the resulting revisions, see Larissa M. L. Z. Onyshkevych, “The Problem of the Definitive Liter-
ary Text and Political Censorship,” in Perspectives on Modern Central and East European Literature: Quests for Identity,
ed. Todd Patrick Armstrong (Houndmills and New York: Palgrave, 2001), 25-37; and “Tsenzura, samotsenzura i
shukannia ostatochnoho tekstu,” in idem (Larysa Zales'’ka Onyshkevych), Tekst i hra (Lviv: Litopys, 2009), 239-45.

8 Natalia Kuziakina quotes from the Soviet Ukrainian literary discussion of 1931, in which the play was presented as
“an attempt to introduce music into a dramatic work as an integral organic part and not just an accompaniment; it
was an attempt at a rhythmic construction of a work from beginning to end” (Kuziakina, “Zahybel' skeptyka,
proshchannia z romantykom,” in her Dramaturh Mykola Kulish: Literaturno-krytychnyi narys [Kyiv: Radianskyi
pys'mennyk, 1962], 139). For a discussion of the factor of music, see Luba Dyky, “Some Aspects of the Sonata
Pathétique by Mykola Kulish,” The Annals of the Ukrainian Academy of Arts and Sciences in the United States 11, nos.
1-2 (1964-68): 109-28 and 12, nos. 1-2 (1969-72): 158-91.

7 “Aspekty struktury i muzyky,” in Onyshkevych, Tekst i hra, 234-38.
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vergence between the text and the music. In the con moto part, drops of water count time for
Maryna as they initially did for the Washerwoman. Then there is a final attempt at communi-
cation between Ilko and Maryna, in molto espressione. Under his sharp questioning (in sempre
crescendo), Maryna admits that she is the leader of the insurgents, that she is the Gull. No
falsehood, no discord is detected in the music. The last bars, played con fuoco, indicate the
obvious verdict for her, while she identifies herself with the folkloric gull: standing at the
crossroads and seeing her children trampled by passing travellers and enemies. She whispers
her confession, frantically looks for a way out, and then courageously faces death. In her mo-
ment of hamartia, she faces the truth about her insincerity both to herself and to Ilko.? To use
an existentialist term, she pays for previously acting in bad faith, for not being true to her val-
ues, and even making Ilko act untruthfully.’

It is important to note that when Beethoven named his sonata, “pathetic” had a more gen-
uinely emotional connotation. It is, therefore, significant that the ending of the play’s first var-
iant (in the 1943 and 1955 publications) are more emotional and more parallel to the tone and
structure of the music than the ending in the later variants, where Maryna attempts to avoid
facing reality.

Interpretative Approaches

The first-person narrative by Ilko in this Ich-Drama stresses the importance of the indi-
vidual in the play. The individual existentialist quest is evident as Maryna and Ilko bend under
the demands that their respective groups make on them. Under such pressures both indi-
viduals sacrifice some of their personal values, face tragic dilemmas, and then pay for their
copromises. The world, which at first appears senseless, finally appears quite sinister.

As Kulish himself acknowledged, he had consciously planned to base Sonata Pathétique on
the organic relationship among words, rhythm, movements, light, and music. It was an exper-
imental approach that also encompassed numerous other elements. Many studies of the play
have already discussed these applications, as well as its other original devices (such as the ver-
tep structure of the Perotsky building, or the medieval mystery-play puppet-theatre approach
with one narrator and puppets), polyphonic structure, Quixotic elements, Petrarchian paral-
lels, and classical mythological analogies. To this list, another element should also be added:
the incorporation of many religious symbols and parallels.

Putative Easter in the Play

The author indicates that the action takes place between Easter 1917 and Easter 1919. Thus
at least two, if not three, consecutive Easters pass in the course of the play, as they are depicted
metaphorically, however, one may well ask whether Easter has actually taken place.

*Kuziakina points out that “In the last musical sentence of the Sonata, a sad, contemplative mood appears again, but
the chord cuts it off (ibid., 117). Because the switches in mood appear to be rather sudden, another element should be
considered here. Both Mahdalyna Laslo Kutsiuk and Nelli Korniienko have pointed out that Kulish employed a coun-
terpoint structure in most of his works, whereby one episode seems to contradict the preceding one. See Nelli
Korniienko, “Vohon' i popil,” Vitchyzna, 1968, no. 8: 161; and Mahdalyna Laslo Kutsiuk, “Masky’ Mykoly Kulisha,”
in her Shukannia formy: Narysy z ukrains'koi literatury XX stolittia (Bucharest: Kriterion, 1980), 257.

> For a detailed discussion, see “Sonata Pathétique,” in Larissa M. L. Z. Onyshkevych, Existentialism in Modern

Ukrainian Drama, PhD diss., University of Pennsylvania, 1973 (Ann Arbor: Michigan University Microfilm Collec-
tion), 72-89.
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There are several direct references in the play to Easter or situations usually associated
with the Easter cycle. At the very beginning of the play, Ilko asks the reader to imagine an
Easter night. In act one, scene four, Zinka teases Ilko about breaking the fast, and in scene two
André and Maryna exchange the traditional Ukrainian Easter greetings (“Christ is Risen,”
followed by a reply, “Truly, He is Risen”). But Maryna’s response to the greeting is rather pre-
mature, for scene twelve strikingly describes how “low over the horizon hangs the pale cres-
cent moon—the crucified Christ.” The Resurrection is therefore in suspension, since Christ is
referred to as still on the cross. All the references to Easter that follow are imaginary and
whimsical. In scene thirteen Stupai-Stupanenko imagines he hears the Zaporozhians rising
from their graves as he listens to Maryna playing the Sonata Pathétique; this inspires him to
express an Easter greeting, in which he substitutes “Ukraine has risen” for “Christ is Risen.”
This is done intentionally, in keeping with Stupai-Stupanenko’s Weltanschauung. But the sub-
stitution is symbolic for the whole: framework of the play. In act five, which takes place in
1919, the references to Easter are subtler. In scene two Maryna tells André that it is only “just
like Easter”: Christ is still in the grave, and soon André and Maryna come upon Stupai-
Stupanenko’s corpse. In act six, scene one, two Russian women rejoice upon the return of
Russian rule; one says, “You should be greeting me with ‘Christ is Risen.” For them Easter
also has a national and ideological meaning besides a religious one, and they equate their own
experiences to those of Christ: “Christ was tortured by people, not by Bolshevik beasts.” Thus
the play’s various political groups have differing perceptions of the implications of Easter.

In the Easter cycle, the period of Lent implies self-restraint and penitence, and the Holy
Week, suffering and passion, followed by the sacrifice of one’s life for the redemption of oth-
ers. The last stage, and the core of Eastern symbolism, is the Resurrection, which the numer-
ous parties await in order to celebrate life or victory, the renewal of their party or their nation.
Both of the Ukrainian political sides involved (the nationalists and the Communists), as well
as the Russians, see themselves as past the first two stages of the cycle, that is, suffering and the
sacrifice. All of them expect renewal and the promise of the new life that Easter portends. Ilko,
Maryna, and Zinka seek this renewal on a personal level, while the rest seek it primarily in
terms of their group, in a political or civic form. But for an “Easter” to occur, a situation of
agapé, or self-sacrificing love, has to take place. The question is: who will be the willing sacrifi-
cial lamb?

None of the Perotskys offer themselves in this respect. Meanwhile Stupai-Stupanenko has
not found any clear-cut goals for making a conscious sacrifice, but simply awaits an already
consummated Easter when the Zaporozhian Cossacks would rise from their graves. Here the
Easter imagery stresses both parts of Shevchenko’s message, “bury me and [then] arise.” This
may also be a comment on Maryna’s commitment on a personal and patriotic level. Zinka, a
prostitute, is presented as ethically pure and uncompromising, in contrast to Maryna’s politi-
cal scheming for the purpose of a national resurrection. Because Maryna has prostituted her
ethical innocence, she cannot be the sacrificial lamb; instead she is forced to remain the alle-
gorical victimized gull. Ilko, a shepherd’s child, comes close to symbolizing the innocent lamb;
he is suspended between heaven and earth, between the universal (on the personal level) and
the political (or a group level), while he continues searching for a purpose. His gesture of sac-
rifice is only for the sake of one person, Maryna, and even then he sacrifices his credibility and
ethics, soiling his hands almost as much as she does. The cock crows three times when Ilko lies
to gain André’s freedom; he thus contributes to the many deaths that André brings about, as
well as the death of Maryna and her cause.
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In the finale both Ilko and Maryna reach phronesis (self-knowledge), and confession of
their transgressions follows, as does, to some degree, repentance. Ilko forces Maryna to admit
the truth about her military involvement and thus discharges an obligation and moves toward
his own redemption by cleaning his hands. Initially both Ilko and Maryna want to save their
own microcosmos before having the right to save the universe. At the end of the play they may
both want their ideals to be victorious, and they are ready to face the scaffold or be sacrificed
for the sake of a “cleaner” world. However, it is still night. The stage is set for sacrifice, and
there are hints it will occur. But are their gestures really a sacrifice or only penance? Maryna
mentions going to Passion services; even if one would accept her and Ilko’s confessions as a
substitute for self-sacrifice. It is still only a self-cleansing after transgressions, and they are not
performed consciously for the sake of others. Therefore no redemption of others follows. At
best, Easter has been delayed. It is still a cosmic night with a promise, perhaps, of future re-
demption, but there is no actual celebration of life over death.?

The last act takes place in October, the month farthest away from Easter or spring. The
1968 Soviet edition of the play shows the coming of a dawn that is as red as the red flag. In it
Easter and the Easter Liturgy (which exists outside of time, as an absolute present) do not real-
ly take place. There is no triumph of life over death. What remains is suffering—as was hinted
in the very tile of the play, the word pathétique stressing grief and sorrow as well as passion
and sensitivity. There is another connotation, found in the word’s Greek roots, pathos ‘suffer-
ing’ and pathetos ‘having suffered, destined to suffer’ as well as meaning capable of feeling. The
suffering and tragic end result from the choices the protagonists make and their own, ignored
feelings.

“In the play various phases of the moon also indicate that there was no actual Easter. Easter Sunday follows the ap-
pearance of the full moon; thus the moon would have a crescent shape at Easter. Only in act one, scene two, is a simi-
lar shape (“the silver horn of the moon”) imagined by Ilko. In scene twelve it is depicted as a “pale, jagged sickle” and
¢quated with the image of the crucified Christ; this is a reference to the Easter cycle before the Resurrection, yet
church bells already ring out Easter tunes. However, perhaps the moon appears only in Ilko’s mind. Stupai-
Stupanenko, too, only imagines that it is Easter. Metaphors and similes of the moon keep reappearing. In act four,
scene five, a red banner is depicted “as round as the moon.” In the play the moon is often red or clouded over, with
only some rays coming through. Its importance cannot be overlooked. Mircea Eliade has pointed out that the moon is
usually associated with the creation of destinies and the exposure of the “true human condition.” It is this aspect that
is very forcefully developed in the play. See Larysa M. L. Zaleska Onyshkevych, “Rolia Velykodnia u ‘Patetychnii
sonati’ Mykoly Kulisha,” Suchasnist’, 1990, no. 7-8: 61-68.
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Sonata Pathétique
(1930)

CHARACTERS

I (ILkO YUHA), a poet

SHE (MARYNA STUPAI-STUPANENKO), a music student and the leader of an underground group
IVAN STUPAI-STUPANENKO, aka STUPAL, Maryna’s father and a teacher
PEROTSKY, a tsarist major general

ANDRE, Perotsky’s older son, an officer

GEORGES, Perotsky’s younger son

ANNETTE, Perotsky’s housekeeper

ZINKA, a prostitute

OVRAM, a disabled worker and a revolutionary

NASTIA, aka WOMAN, Ovram’s wife, a washerwoman

LUKA, a Bolshevik

HAMAR, aka ELDERLY MAN, a Bolshevik agitator

A YOUNG MAN

SAILOR, aka FATE, a Red partisan

PARTISAN IN A LAMBSKIN HAT

PARTISAN IN A SHEEPSKIN JACKET

MYKESHA
MYKESHA’S FRIEND
A JUDGE
A PROFESSOR
Two GUESTS, TwWO BOOTBLACKS, THREE GUARDS, TWO LADIES AND THEIR HUSBANDS, AND
NATIONAL PARTISANS
Act One
Scene 1

Imagine, my friends, he started to say: (1) a street in an old provincial town, (2) a three-story
building with a sign, “Residence of Major General Perotsky,” (3) a revolutionary spring, (4)
Easter night. The beginning of action: I am writing. A semi-attic in the building. A square win-
dow with a starry sky for a curtain. A gas lamp is burning. In the corner shines a brass coiled
helicon.
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Scene 2

Next to me, behind a wooden partition, lives an unemployed milliner, ZINKA. She is combing
her hair. There are visitors at her door.

FIRST VISITOR (reading a sign written in chalk on the door): “Because it is Easter I am not
receiving visitors.” (After a pause, with annoyance) Ha! That’s original!

SECOND VISITOR (jealously, in a bass voice): Why did you stop?

FIRST VISITOR: Where shall we go now?

SECOND VISITOR: At Easter every hostess has her door open to visitors.

FIRST VISITOR: So I'll go to your hostess. All right?

Scene 3

ZINKA is laughing. The VISITORS, grinning, are leaving. 1 am writing. Below, in the general’s
apartment, the clock strikes, as if from a distant age, evenly, nostalgically, elegiacally. Further
below, on the first floor lives SHE. I can almost see it: the open window and the muslin curtain
stretched like a sail. Below, as if floating, is a well-lit corner of the room with a piano, a bust of
Shevchenko,' and flowers. SHE is practicing Beethoven’s Sonata Pathétique. SHE plays, repeating
the first movement, the deep and mighty Grave, full of starry pathos. At that time 1 knew neither
the composer nor the work.

Scene 4

ZINKA (knocking on my door): May I come in? Tell me, neighbour, can you guess what it
means when many men visit a girl and suddenly she wants to run away from them to
another man?

I: I don’t know.

ZINKA: And when they all want to break the fast and she wants to fast, do you know what that
means?

I: I can’t say.

ZINKA: You really don’t know? And you can’t guess? Really now! It’s so simple. It means the
arrival of... love, wouldn’t you think? It is Easter night! That’s all. And what did you
think? (I shake my head.) Easter night has arrived, and behind it Madam Grief is
pushing through to visit. Listen, neighbour. You see, I've donned a young woman’s
light-blue dress, braided my hair modestly—I'm fasting, and you’re so poor and
lonesome that you won’t start fasting today. So maybe we could go together, eh?

I: Talso can’t say.

ZINKA: Ha-ha! Go to church, for example. What were you are thinking? (Winking) Don’t
worry! You won'’t break Lent because of me.

I: Tam not worried. You see, I don’t have the time. I am writing a letter.

————

' Taras Shevchenko (1814-61), Ukraine’s national poet.
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ZINKA: You're writing. Excuse me. Keep writing. I could write a letter or something too. |
would write: In the twenty-third year of my life, a red day in the calendar and a black
one in my heart. People used to say that when freedom came it would be like my own
mother to me. Don’t worry, Girl, they said—you’ll jump out of the pit. Then the
world would be full of flowers and pleasant like sunshine. Now freedom has come. S
this is what I am writing: my darling! ... beloved ... but no one answers ... Good
night. By the way, you couldn’t lend me some money—seven rubles? You see they’re
asking for my rent. I'll pay you back. I'll get the money for my room (winking) and
pay you back. Don’t have any? Keep on writing, go on.

Scene 5

Stone steps lead from the first floor down into the dark basement. Two people are sorting out
illegal literature. To one side, a woman is ironing. Water is dripping from time to time,
resonantly and persistently, from the ceiling into a bucket.

ELDERLY MAN (putting the leaflets aside): This goes to the Vadon factory. Now for the dry
docks: the brochures When the War Ends—one, two, three, four, five ... (A drop falls:
plink! He turns and looks at the ceiling, then at the bucket, and resumes counting.)
seven, eight, nine, ten. (Another drop: plink! He frowns.) Does your ceiling always
drip like this?

WOMAN: This is the third year. It started back when they took my husband, Ovram, to the
front. Since then I have waited and counted the drops. It takes seventy drops to wash
a shirt and ten to iron it. Do you know how many drops fall during a day? Four
hundred and thirty times one hundred. How many is that, would you say?

ELDERLY MAN: Forty-three thousand.

WOMAN: I have waited and counted. My head is like a sieve. My whole life has been like a
sieve: these drops have made holes in it. I remember I began counting them after
seeing him off. (Counting the drops) One, two. When I saw him off I said: “But you
are a boilermaker, Ovram. You have grown hard of hearing in the factory, and yet
they are still taking you.” And he said to me ... three ... “That’s why they are taking
us, because we are deaf and even blind.” And he went. There was a fog, and you
couldn’t see the gate. I called after him: “Ovram!” He didn’t turn around ... four ...
“When can I expect you back?” He didn’t turn around. But at the factory he stopped.
I caught up with him. Just then ... five ... It was six o’clock and the sirens blew. He
never used to cry, but there I saw him listening and crying ... Six ... Tell me, what is
the biggest number?

ELDERLY MAN: A quadrillion, I think.

WOMAN: A quadrillion. If someone told me that when the quadrillionth drop fell the war
would end and my Ovram would come back, I would count every drop and not miss
one! (Passionately, with tears in her eyes) I would collect each drop and string them
together like beads in his memory. Like this. (Standing, as if in prayer, and counting
the drops) Seven. Eight. Nine.

YOUNG MAN: Sister, again you—

WOMAN: Eight. Nine. Ten—

YOUNG MAN: See? ... (To the ELDERLY MAN) What can we do?
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Riisdotaas

ELDERLY MAN (sternly): What? Distribute literature! Organize! Agitate! We must fire up the
whole world with our slogans!

yOUNG MAN: I have a friend here. Shall I call him?

ELDERLY MAN: Who is he?

YOUNG MAN: A university student.

ELDERLY MAN (frowning): Hm!

YOUNG MAN: Not a regular student. He’s studying at home through university extension. He
came to town from the village to study. His father is a shepherd. The boy is a little bit
of a dreamer, but he’s reliable. One of us.

ELDERLY MAN: Seven! Call him!

Scene 6

My first and best friend and comrade, LUKA comes to see me.

LUKA: Hello, Ilko, what are you doing?

[ (with pathos): I am writing her a letter.

LUKA: The one hundred and thirty-first one?

1: Don’t laugh, Luka!

LUKA: Are you going to tear it up soon?

1 Don’t laugh! Can’t you sense the mood I'm in? (From below 1 hear the chords.) High and
stellar like the sky. First! (Pointing to the helicon) Do you see this? It is called a
helicon. When you blow forte on it you can blow out a lamp. But I shall learn to play
it well enough to blow out the stars in the sky.

LUKA (with irony): What for?

I: Just to keep myself busy.

LUKA: You'll be busy, but what about an income?

I: I'll have an income too. This helicon is from the orchestra that plays in the summer on the
boulevards, in the fall at weddings, and in the winter at funerals—from the orchestra
of humanism. There are helicon players who manage to get this boa not only to play,
but to ring like a silver bell. Like this: boom, boom. (Just then the clock strikes below
as if on purpose.) And I'll learn how! I must! But the most important thing is that I'm
writing her a letter. (From below I hear, after the Grave, the surge of the first wave of
the brilliantly ardent Allegro molto e con brio.) Listen! (Reading and fantasizing)
“Perhaps I'll also tear this one up, but I write and shall go on writing because I believe
in Petrarch and eternal love. In love eternal. Besides, golden figures cast black
shadows in history, but from the monastic figure of Petrarch there falls a bright,
golden reflection—that of eternal love. I believe and I write. You are playing
something new today, I don’t know what it is, but this music is certainly about a
young man who is racing on horseback through the steppes in search of the land of
eternal love. There a lonely girl stands at azure windows. When she smiles, she raises
her left brow a little. Her eyes are azure. Tell me, winds or you, stars, will the girl go
out to meet him, will she open the door, her beautiful little gate, to the land of eternal
love? (Teary yet smiling) Guess, Luka.

LUKA: That is why girls have a little gate—so that it can be opened.

I: No, not that! Guess, whether I will send this letter or not?
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LUKA: Whatever you did with the hundred and thirty earlier ones.

I (solemnly and categorically): I'll do it today. I'll deliver it myself.

LUKA: Today we have to hand out the literature, and you must help us. Let’s go!

1: We'll take it tomorrow.

LUKA: You want to postpone the cause of social revolution till tomorrow?

I: Nothing of the sort! But remember, Luka: the flag of struggle fluttering over the world is
bathed in blood. What for? So that tomorrow the banner of free labour may fly over
us. But this will happen only when the flag of eternal love rises over the entire world,

LUKA: To hell with your eternal love! Today at the shop-floor meeting a comrade from
Petrograd said, “We must do everything to let the train of the revolution go at ful]
speed toward socialism.” And you want to stop it at the station ... (mockingly)
“Eternal Love.”

I (annoyed and offended, after he turns to go): Only when the man who now beats his wife
becomes a Petrarch will the universal social spring come. And you say to hell with it!
To hell with the whole problem!

Scene 7

I almost follow LUKA. I am carrying a letter. Yes. At any other time I would have torn it up, as |
did a hundred and thirty others before. But now 1 am forced to deliver it. So I am carrying it.
Down the steps to where SHE lives. But how shall 1 deliver it? 1 walk further down. 1 see an

elderly worker emerging from the basement, weighed down with bundles of literature. LUKA is
behind him.

NASTIA (giving LUKA a piece of Easter bread and some Easter eggs, whispering): Take it. For the
road.

LUKA: There you go... (To the ELDERLY MAN, pointing to the Easter eggs) Should I take it,
Comrade Hamar? Religion?

ELDERLY MAN: Take it. We’ll eat it all the same!?

In order not to run into LUKA, 1 go back upstairs. Through PEROTSKY’S door I can hear the clock
striking. And then the electric doorbell.

PEROTSKY’S VOICE (to his HOUSEKEEPER): It’s a telegram from André from the front: “Obtained
leave. Arriving on the first on train six.” He’s going to be here in half an hour.
Annette, get the bath and the bedclothes ready! And please tell me how much you
spent today. Don’t be offended, Annette, I trust you and will go on trusting you, but
when there’s a revolution it is necessary to keep strict accounts. Thank you, Annette.
(Reading) Three door locks: eleven rubles and seventy-three kopeks. And for smash-
ing the Russian crown, Annette! Write it down. The revolutionaries should be
charged for that. And for the strike at my mill charge the workers. Who was that for?
Bromide. Who was that for? Us or them? Don’t you dare buy it! Where there is the
smell of bromide there will soon be the smell of corpses. Don’t you dare! Receipts:
rent from Stupai-Stupanenko—ten rubles and fifteen kopeks. That’s all? What about
the rent for the mezzanine? And for the basement? Evict them! I’'m not afraid of their

2 See appendix Al for a variant of this scene.
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revolution! The one thing I fear is that they will demolish the foundation on which
Russia rests, its unity and indivisibility. But it will not be destroyed by Stupai-Stupa-
nenkos. Russia will survive and weather all revolutions. Russia! The Russian land!
Rus'! Where is this beautiful music coming from? Annette, my dear! Get me my
uniform from the closet. I shall go to church, Annette! Do you remember Easter
morning of 1913, the birch tree outside the window, and the dawn? Russia was all
fragrant then, Annette, and now! Atten-tion! I'm trying to regiment my thoughts,
Annette! What chaos! Annette, keep expenditures down! In a ceremonial march, my
thoughts! Left march!

It is quiet. He must have gone because I hear another voice. It is Perotsky’s son, GEORGES.

GEORGES: Well, my dear Annette?

ANNETTE: Georges, your papa has told me to keep expenditures down.

GEORGES: I'll give it back to you. I give you the word of a future officer. I'll give it back.

ANNETTE: Georges, you must understand, there is no money.

GEORGES: My word of honour, I'll give it back! You should know that in a month or two our
senior class of cadets will become ensigns. I'll go to war! Against the Bolsheviks! I'll
click my heels, jangle my spurs, look into the mirror, and see (fantasizing) a young
officer with shining epaulettes and a black mustache.

ANNETTE: You are a dreamer, my little boy!

GEORGES: Little boy? (Tries to be crude but only sounds naive.) A young officer with five
condoms in his pocket and ... a beauty queen!

ANNETTE (turning pale, her eyes wide open): Georges!

GEORGES: Entre nous soit dit.’> Annette, you will suffer like the Virgin Mary when your little
boy goes to war. You will unbutton my tunic, hang a gold medallion around my neck
and cry like my late dear mother used to.

ANNETTE, visibly moved, opens her handbag.

GEORGES: Outside the evening will be like a sad monk, and the star like a candle. My father will
call me. Taking off his glasses, he’ll say: “Georges, be a faithful servant of the tsar”...
and not a word more.

ANNETTE, of course, takes out some banknotes.

GEORGES: We'll ride quickly to the station. You'll be with me. Papa will be in the back. I'll
enter a first-class carriage and will find there a beautiful stranger, a young woman,
just like you, Annette. (Kisses her.) She will have round, white elbows and breasts like
yours, Annette! It will be night, there will be a journey, conversations, and adven-
tures. (Kisses her passionately, the way a man kisses a woman.)

ANNETTE (both shocked and pleased, of course): Georges! I'll call your papa!

GEORGES (drawing back): The engine will heave a sigh and move in the direction of the front.
Its whistle will sound: to war, to war. The Emperor, Russia, hurrah! I have gone to
war.

——

3 . . .
Let it remain said only between us.
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Scene 8

GEORGES rushes by ME like the wind and knocks on ZINKA’S door.

ZINKA: Who is it?

GEORGES: It’s me. Can I see you?

ZINKA: Why?

GEORGES: I've come ... Don’t you know why?

ZINKA: Are you looking for a mommy or have you lost your way?

GEORGES: I've come ... Papa sent me! To collect the rent for the apartment. He said he’d evict
you if you don’t pay today.

ZINKA (resigned): Well, come in, Mr. Landlord.

Scene 9

Almost on tiptoe I approach my favourite door and stand in front of it. The first wave of the
brilliant Allegro molto e con brio fades. SHE continues playing—it’s the tone poem of a rebel-
lious spirit, an eternal song of love. Suddenly she stops.

SHE: Ah, my father, with a pinched Ukrainian mustache and a grey tuft of hair!

FATHER (reading solemnly): “The chronicle of the teacher of painting and calligraphy, Ivan
Stepanovych Stupai-Stupanenko, a Ukrainian of Zaporozhian lineage.”

SHE (humorously): Ouch!

FATHER: “And so! The seventh of March 1917 in Ukraine. A month ago I could not sleep at
night, thinking all the time that the night was as big as Russia, and Russia was as big
as the night, while nothing was heard or seen of our Ukraine. But today I read the
declaration of our Central Rada* To the Ukrainian people, the people of peasants,
workers, and toilers ... A month has passed and what a change! I bless the Revo-
lution!”

SHE: And I bless it, too!

FATHER: “The twenty-seventh of March. I read that on Sunday a large Ukrainian public gath-
ering was held in Kyiv. Hundreds, thousands, tens of thousands of Ukrainians swore
before Shevchenko’s portrait not to rest until our Ukraine is restored to full freedom.
I swear it, too!”

SHE: I do too! Not only to Shevchenko, but to you, your mustache, and your grey tuft, Papa.

FATHER: “The thirtieth. I dreamt about the glorious hetman of all Ukraine, Ivan Stepanovych
Mazepa.™

SHE: So did I! He was driving a car, wasn’t he? And behind him there were many Zaporozhian
Cossacks on bicycles.

4 The supreme council of Ukraine after the February Revolution of 1917, and the parliament of the Ukrainian Nation-
al Republic from November 1917 to April 1918.

5> The hetman (1687-1709) of the Cossack state in Left-Bank Ukraine who sided with Charles XII of Sweden against
Peter I of Russia in 1709. Peter’s army defeated Charles and Mazepa’s forces at the Battle of Poltava.
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¢ATHER: “The thirty-first. The Bolsheviks write that there is no need for state borders. They are
for internationalism. Does that mean that Ukraine has no borders? They should be
ashamed of themselves!”

sHE: Yes, they should!

raTHER: “P.S. I must explain to them what is at issue and what Ukraine is.” (Writing) It’s
essential! (Reading) “The first. Tomorrow is Easter. I wonder if Ukraine needs God
now? I think, if it does, then it must be our own, Ukrainian God. Any other one
would betray or deceive us. Maryna has been playing some wonderful music all
evening. It must be Ukrainian because I can hear in it the grey-whiskered Zapo-
rozhian Cossacks dashing through the eternal steppe, seeking good fortune for their
Ukraine.” Especially when you play fast, Maryna, like this—(singing) “Tocky-tocky-
tock-tock! Troo-too-too!” (Kisses her.) Play it for me!

SHE plays. Again, a wave of brilliant emotion rises from the rebellious depths to the starry skies.
Behind her, the illuminated corner of the room seems to float under the taut sail of the curtain:
Shevchenko’s bust, the flowers, SHE, bent over the keyboard, her father with his chronicle, and 1
behind the door. We sail above life like on the ship Argo on a journey to infinitely wonderful
lands, each in search of our own golden fleece.

FATHER: Is this a sonata?

sHE: The Sonata Pathétique.

FATHER: What’s the composer’s name?

SHE: Beethoven.

FATHER: What? Not a Ukrainian?

SHE: A German.

FATHER: Then his mother must have been Ukrainian.

SHE: Father, you're a comedian. He died nearly a hundred years ago and never lived in
Ukraine.

FATHER: Hm. He must have heard Ukrainian music somewhere!® It’s a Ukrainian sonata. After
all, the Russians stole Hlynka from us and say that he is theirs, Glinka! He’s not Glin-
ka, but Hlynka. It’s a Ukrainian surname! He is Ukrainian. From now on, Maryna
dear, we won’t give up any Ukrainians. We won’t, we won’t! Not one! I plan to go out
into the streets at once, to churches, wherever there are people, and proselytize in
favour of our free Ukraine. Now every Ukrainian, before he goes to sleep, must think
about Ukraine and rise with the sun with his country as his chief concern. First let’s
rebuild it, and then we’ll support internationalism. That’s the way to do it, not the
way you write about it, Comrade Bolsheviks! How can internationalism exist without
Ukraine, without the bandura?

MARYNA: Father, you’re a comedian. (Kisses him.)

FATHER: I'm going.

[shove the letter between the door and the doorpost and dash upstairs to my door. 1 wait.

——

* Beethoven became acquainted with Ukrainian folk music at the Vienna palace of Prince Andrei Razumovsky (a son
of Hetman Kyrylo Rozumovsky) and incorporated several Ukrainian melodies in his compositions.
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Scene 10

STUPAI (having opened the door): Oh! A letter! It’s for you, Maryna.

MARYNA: Without a stamp or a postmark?

STUPAL: It’s probably the one that falls into the laps of Ukrainian girls—a golden letter,
(Leaves.)

MARYNA (alone): Not a golden, but a naked one. (Reading, repeating some words aloud)
“...This music is certainly about a young man who dashes on horseback through the
steppes in search of the land of eternal love ... ” (With warm amusement) There you
are! Here’s another comedian. On a horse, I bet, in calico shorts ... (Reading) “There,
in a blue window stands a lonely girl.” Hm! (Smiling, her left eyebrow raised) “Tell
me, winds or stars, will the girl come out to meet him? ...” (Pauses.) “Tell me,
messieurs winds, whisper to me, mesdames stars, how to answer such a dear funny
man—our hermit in the attic? (Sits down. A desk. A pencil. Her left hand is on the
piano keyboard. Her right hand writes down her thoughts.) “The girl is lonely. Yes. She
is waiting. For whom I do not know, but she has been waiting a long time! In her
dreams and visions she has waited and still waits, somewhere as if in blue windows,
for someone from beyond the Dnipro or from the three Cossack mounds, from
Zhovti Vody,’ or the Sich.® For whom? (Touching the keyboard) Perhaps for you, my
dear poet. Certainly for you, if you are on a horse. Yes, only you if you are on a horse
and armed.” No, I can’t write that—it sounds like notes for a political program. Let
me write from the heart. (Touching several keys) “A lonely girl waits for you, dear
poet. In the land of eternal love.” No, better that it sound as it does in his letter. “In a
land where gates have two rusty locks—one Russian and the other Polish ... waits a
girl and dreams of giving her body and soul to the one who can smash these locks.”
No, let it come from the heart! ...

Scene 11

MARYNA is playing. 1 feel that in another second, one more touch of the keys, a wave of brilliant
excitement will reach the sky and bounce off the stars, and then the sky, a stellar piano, and the
silver horn of the moon will play an eternal symphony pathétique above the entire world. 1 can
see incredibly clearly, 1 can see the distant stars in space and I can hear the music of the spheres,
but 1 cannot see one thing—MARYNA is carrying a letter to me. A soldier runs past her on the
stairs. He is an officer. He turns around and runs back down to her enthusiastically.

ANDRE: Mon Dieu! Is that you, Marine? How are you? Do you recognize your old high school
chévalier d'amour, André? 1 haven’t seen you for three years! More! Do you
remember? I wrote a secret note to you at a dance, brought it to you myself, and

7 The place where a Ukrainian Cossack and peasant army led by Hetman Bohdan Khmelnytsky defeated the forces of
the Polish Crown in May 1648.

8 The Zaporozhian Cossacks’ stronghold on an island below the Dnipro Rapids, near the present-day city of Za-
porizhzhia.
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introduced myself. Remember how we danced the waltz and the minuet? You are
even more beautiful now.

MARYNA: Have you come from the front?

ANDRE: Just now. I am so happy. Imagine darkness, foxholes, trenches, everything covered in
clay and mud, even the sky, day after day, month after month. A man himself turns
into clay there without a woman, that is, without a soul, and has a single dark desire
for her that weighs upon him like black quicksilver. And now what a contrast: I am
on a train, there are city lights and Ukrainian stars...

MARYNA: But you are Russian?

ANDRE: But I love them because they are mine. I am on a train, there are lights and stars, a
station, and I'm a coachman on rubber tires. Damn! To top it all, the bells are ringing
and suddenly you appear, Marine, ma premiére tendresse ... I can’t talk any more.
(With outstretched arms) So, Christ is Risen!®

MARYNA (recoiling): Indeed, He is Risen!

ANDRE: Well, I guess I'll kiss your shadow instead. (Kisses it.) After this one moment, after this
encounter, I am ready to go back to the front and fight for you a whole year without
leave. For you!

MARYNA: And for the Ukrainian stars?

ANDRE: I am ready to fight against the whole world!

MARYNA: Thank you. But first you must visit your family, wash off the clay, and rest. That’s an
order.

ANDRE: Marine!

MARYNA: And come to see me tomorrow.

The OFFICER, kissing her with his eyes, runs home. MARYNA is coming to see me. She slows
down. One step forward, one step back.

MARYNA: A poet, perhaps, can conquer your soul and the whole world, but not a kilometre of
any territory, my Joan of Arc. (Goes back.)

Scene 12

For the third time 1 hear the Sonata Pathétique. Suddenly the accompaniment to the Allegro
resembles the tolling of a hundred Easter bells. I look out of the little window. The belfries look
like white poplars. From the nearest one emanates a chorus: “Christ is Risen!” Rockets of
fireworks rise like comets, red, blue, and green. The world is dancing. It’s a concert pathétique.
Only low over the horizon hangs, pale, jagged sickle of the moon—the crucified Christ.

Scene 13

STUPAL comes back so excited and uplifted that his tuft of hair is sticking up.

—

* Al Easter Ukrainians and other Eastern-rite Christians kiss each other on the cheek after greeting each other with
the phrase “Christ is Risen!” (Ukrainian: Khrystos Voskres!).
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STUPAL Maryna, play the Pathétique. Ukraine is rising from the dead! I have just recruited
three more members to our Enlightenment society: a village school teacher, a car-
penter from the neighbourhood, and a night watchman. Play! Yes! Like that! Holy
Russia, you daughter of a bitch, we’ll kick your big fat backside now! Listen how
Ukraine is playing and ringing! The grey-haired Zaporozhians are rising from theijr
graves and saddling their horses again. Can you hear them galloping?

MARYNA (playing): You can’t win a war with only the help from the deceased. We need par-
tisans, Father! Young ones!

STUPAL They are racing across the eternal steppes of Ukraine in search of a golden destiny.
And suddenly they see a star. They are flying over the ages brandishing their spears!
Hey!

MARYNA: Hey! Instead of dreams, Father, we need cannons and machine guns!

STUPAL: What?

MARYNA: Never mind. I was saying that you're a poet, Papa.

STUPAL: I am a Ukrainian. Wait, Maryna. I'm going to exchange Easter greetings with them
right away. (Dialling the telephone) Please give me 23-07. Is that the high-school
principal? The Ukrainian Ivan Stepanovych Stupai-Stupanenko wishes you a happy
Easter. Ukraine has risen! And you should reply “Indeed it has risen!” Ha! Play the
Pathétique, Maryna! (To the operator) Please give me 17-00. I wish to speak to Major
General Perotsky!

Scene 14

PEROTSKY, in uniform, picks up the telephone.

PEROTSKY: With whom do I have the honour of speaking?

STUPAL: A Ukrainian, Ivan Stepanovych Stupai-Stupanenko, wants to wish you a Happy
Easter. Ukraine has risen, your excellency!

PEROTSKY (after waiting for his heartbeat to return to normal, answering in Russian): My reply
is: Atten-tion! Fall in behind one and indivisible Russia, Ukrainian Gentlemen!

STUPAL It’s different in Ukrainian. Attention, your excellency! Russian general get out of
Ukraine, quick march! Maryna, play the Pathétique!

Scene 15

ZINKA (reading): “This receipt is issued to our former chambermaid, Zinaida Masiuk, to certify
that on the orders of my father, General Perotsky, I received from her the sum of
seven rubles as rent, and that on my father’s orders I returned the money to her as
compensation for my first visit to her and paid her seven more rubles that my father
owed her for his visit back in 1913, also at Easter. Signed: graduate of the cadet officer
corps, Georges Perotsky.” Right. So now you can go home, Georges.

GEORGES (kneeling): Tear it up, please. Tear it up, I beg you. At least promise not to show it to
anyone. You won’t will you?
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7INKA (alone, after showing him out and closing the door): Oh, God, how difficult it is. (Picks
up a guitar and plays, praying at the same time.) God, dear God! Why won’t you help
me? Perhaps you don’t want to?

Scene 16

In the basement NASTIA stands petrified like a statue: through the door a legless soldier wearing
the St. George Cross'® comes crawling.

SOLDIER: Don’t you recognize your husband, Nastia? Hello! As you can see, they’ve shortened
me a bit, made me lower than everyone else. But it doesn’t matter! I'll go back to my
comrades in the factory, perhaps they’ll lift me up. I guess I said I'll go, but I meant—
crawl. For two months I've been crawling back. Why are you standing there, Nastia?
Come and embrace the hero who’s half the husband you had. (Crawls to the middle
of the basement and begins crying.)

Act Two

Scene 1

It’s daytime. The helicon gleams in the sun. After a sleepless night, yet 1 pace tirelessly around
my room. Underneath, the clock keeps striking from time to time. MARYNA is playing the same
Sonata Pathétique, but today I don’t hear the starry Grave or the brilliant Allegro, only, like
flowers in the sun, the gay Adagio cantabile. However, as usual, I can visualize a limitless steppe
and above, in the Argo, she is floating, with her left eyebrow slightly raised, her eyes azure, and
there are flowers and dew on the oars. And then, for the second time, I am visited by my un-
romantic friend, LUKA.

LUKA: Did you make it?

I, pretending not to understand, remain silent.
LUKA (maliciously): To her little gates?

[ remain silent.

LUKA: I bet you tore up your letter.

I (passionately): 1 delivered it, Luka, I swear I did!

LUKA (impressed): Well, and what happened?

I: Guess: down what path has the world tirelessly gone for thousands of years?

LUKA (having understood that 1 am hopelessly in love, firmly): The path of revolution!

I: The path of love! Guess, Luka, without what would the world have long ago wandered off
like an old eunuch across the desert of life?

10 . . . 1 . o e . .
A Russian imperial military decoration awarded for distinguished service at the front.
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LUKA: Without the path of revolution, just as you are now pacing like a eunuch right here,
Listen, Ilko! Today there’s a demonstration at eleven. The organizers are all those
who are turning the Revolution into an operetta or a liturgy and the class struggle
into a parade and kisses. At least our comrade from Petrograd says so, and I agree
with him. I bet your Ukrainians will join them, greeting them with embroidered
towels as if they were already betrothed. The Bolsheviks are organizing a counter-
demonstration. Do you understand? The workers in our factory are all pro-
Bolshevik. I have the task of distributing literature on our street and agitating against
the war, for an eight-hour workday, and for subscribing to Pravda. Will you go with
me? Into the street. You can help me distribute literature. Or simply just be there. So
that there’ll be more of us.

I: I can’t.

LUKA: Why?

I: I... ’'m going to see her right now. You don’t believe me? I would have gone long ago, Luka
but two wild beasts were holding me back: shyness and unsociability. After pacing all
night I've exhausted the cursed ones and made them drowsy. Now they’re asleep.
And I can go! At once! In my mind, I have picked the first words I'll say when we
meet: “Don’t be surprised that I come uninvited,” I will say, “It is you who have
entered my heart without an invitation.” No, that’s wrong. I'll simply say, “How are
you? I've come without an invitation; this is a privilege of beggars and lovers.”

LUKA: No, it’s better if you say, “Please forgive me, but I am not all there. I've come so that you
can see an idiot with an icon of eternal love around his neck and in a girl’s apron
rather than with the red flag. If only I were an idiot! I'm a bastard and a traitor!”
That’s what you’d say. But you had better realize, Ilko, that I've come to you for the
last time, and for the last time I'm telling you: we wrote verses together, you taught
me arithmetic and geography, we read books together, and we were friends, but if
you won’t come out into the street right now, that is, onto the path of the Revolution,
I’'m no longer your friend, nor are you mine! Ready! Set! Go! (Leaves.)

1 (after him): Luka, you must admit it’s easier to make three revolutions at once than to
confess to a girl that you love her ... Right, Luka? Look, I'm going!

Scene 2

Indeed 1 do go. Downstairs. Again one current is carrying me to her door, while another is
carrying me away and forcing me to go downstairs.

Scene 3

An unheard conversation.

MARYNA (finishing playing): Enough!

ANDRE: Play, Marine! More, more!

MARYNA: Do you like it, too?

ANDRE (jealously): Why too? Who else likes it?
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MARYNA: Guess.
ANDRE: Oh yes, of course. Him!

MARYNA: That’s right. Last night he even woke me up (ANDRE’s eyes widen) and said, “Daugh-
ter, play the Pathétique, because I can’t sleep.”

ANDRE: I'd wake you too, if you'd let me.

MARYNA: When he hears this music he always dreams about some Zaporozhian knights,
eternal steppes, and Ukraine. Tell me, and what do you dream about?

ANDRE: I? Guess!

MARYNA: Russia?

ANDRE: I honour it, but no, I don’t dream about it.

MARYNA: Revolution?

ANDRE: I welcome it, but I don’t dream about it.

MARYNA: Surely not Ukraine?

ANDRE: Ukrainian stars, bells, and stairs. I am walking along. Suddenly I meet someone. I kiss
her shadow. The shadow of beauty! What a masterpiece! I want to take her in my
arms and keep on carrying her.

MARYNA: You said you welcomed the Revolution. What for?

ANDRE: What we need now is a tricorne hat rather than a Monomakh’s fur cap.!

MARYNA: Guess what I seem to see when I listen to this music?

ANDRE: Your father?

MARYNA: Something wonderful and unintelligible. A vision, dream, and reality all merged.
The country seems so dark and wild, so oppressed, that it has even forgotten what
happened yesterday and doesn’t know what will happen to it tomorrow. The dream:
two rusty locks hang on a door, one engraved with a white eagle, the other with a
two-headed one.!? The past and the future are locked. There is a lonely girl in that
country. She dreams and waits. Do you know for whom?

ANDRE: For whom?

MARYNA: For a knight who loves the Ukrainian stars.

ANDRE: Really?

MARYNA: Day after day, night after night, she waits for him to come and break these locks and
open the door.

ANDRE: For the girl?

MARYNA: For the girl and for the country. (Strikes a few chords on the piano and lifts them in
her hands like flowers.) Perhaps it’s a dream of mine: girl meets her knight. (Pretends
to be completely in love, like that girl.) “My love, my darling, my long desired one!”
And she will lead him, like a hetman, into her salon. And she will say, “Bells of St.
Sophia, ring out so that people won’t hear me kissing my lover.”

ANDRE: Marine! Tell me! Is this only a dream, or is there an actual way to attain it, a concrete
plan, a realistic program?

MARYNA: This is just a dream, a whimsical girl’s musical fancy. But then, instead of a tricorne
hat can there not be a hetman’s mace? If so, then this is a program for Ukraine. You

" André favours a military dictatorship (the tricorne is an allusion to Napoleon) over tsarist autocracy. Volodymyr
Monomakh was the grand prince of Kyiv and all Rus' (1113-25).

" "The white eagle is the national symbol of Poland, and the two-headed eagle was that of tsarist Russia.
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are forming Free Cossack units in advance and I am organizing this movement 2
This is concrete plan. Something wonderful and unintelligible, isn’t it?

ANDRE: The girl should wait for her knight!

MARYNA: Yes?

ANDRE: The knight will come! He is already on her threshold.

Scene 4

I open the door quietly.
I: Forgive me! I came uninvited. It is the privilege of beggars and lovers ...

I see the OFFICER’S back. He is kneeling and kissing the hem of her dress. “The knight has come,
Marine. He asks your blessing, darling.” I hear this and go away unnoticed.

Scene 5

I return to my room in the attic. I am unbearably depressed. 1 cannot recognize objects. Every-
thing has changed, grown dimmer and faded. Even the sun does not look like the sun, but like a
bright yellow plaster on a wound. Flare-ups and pain all around. 1 whisper in agony:

So? Remember when you were still a little boy, you chased dreams on a hobbyhorse and fell
off, cutting your bare foot on some sharp broken glass all the way to the bone, all the
way to your heart? Remember how you fell off the hobbyhorse into some garbage?
It’s the same now! It’s a garbage dump all around you, and you have fallen off your
galloping visionary horse! Is our world simply a garbage dump, and do dreams rise
from it like vapours? Yes, Luka, all paths in this world are merely orbits. No matter
which one you take, you will end up where you started from—a hole. The only
difference is: when you are born you fall out of a hole, but when you die you fall into
a hole. That’s all. Why should I go? Where should I go? To go round and round in an
orbit? (I go up to the window.) Should I jump out, or what? (I look out the window.)

Act Three

Scene 1

Imagine, my friends, a street in an old provincial city, a sunny corner of a building, a cloud over
a golden-domed cathedral, and the distant sound of the Marseillaise. A BOOTBLACK is, sitting
and singing:

13 The Free Cossacks were peasant militias formed in 1917 to maintain law and order in Ukraine’s countryside. They
fought against Bolshevik deserters from the Russian imperial army and, in 1918, the Red Army that invaded
Ukraine.
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On Saturdays and Sundays,
Day after day,

Men in boots

Used to prowl

Down city streets.

But now freedom has come,
The street’s not the same,

There’s no work for anyone
From Saturday to Saturday.

Scene 2

A SECOND BOOTBLACK comes up and sits down: Bravo! Encore! You're like a singer in an opera
house that is no more.

FIRST: Do you have a ticket allowing you to occupy this spot? Off with you!

sECOND: Don’t start thinking that this really is the opera and you are the ticket office seller.
rIRST: This is my spot.

sECOND: Now we have freedom of speech, freedom of conscience, and freedom of place.
FIRST: They write, “Warkers of all countries unite,” and what are you doing?

SECOND: I've come to unite, of course!

FIRST (singing and drumming with his brushes):

I clean and I clean—

Those boots shine like the sun.
SECOND (louder):

And I shall clean the sun

Better than boots.

FIRST: So you’ve come here to compete with me? Get out, I say!
SECOND: Shh! Quiet! There’s (pointing to OVRAM) our real competitor.

Scene 3

OVRAM crawls up carrying a box and brushes.

SECOND: There’s a wartime proverb: When two fight, the third should keep out. Isn’t that the
truth, citizen soldier?
OVRAM: The fight is over for me. That’s why I am crawling.

SECOND: You're crawling to a place where the only work left to be done is polishing one’s own
boots.

OVRAM: If only I had a job like that! Then I would never have crawled here.
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Scene 4

I see the street filling up with people. The sound of the Marseillaise grows louder and nearer. The
cloud seems to be following it from the cathedral. Old PEROTSKY comes out onto the balcony,
MARYNA and ANDRE stand on a lower balcony.

MARYNA: What a wonderful day! This is the kind of day the girl will ask of God when she goes
to meet her knight. (Stopping ANDRE from moving closer) Shh! Look: Papa’s gone out
to agitate. Let’s listen! He has a blue and yellow flower in his buttonhole!"* What a
comedian!

FIRST BOOTBLACK (meeting STUPAI):
I clean and I clean—
This boot polish is like freedom.

SECOND BOOTBLACK:
See how the sun’s shining,
That’s what I can do.

STUPAI (putting his leg out in front of the FIRST BOOTBLACK): Go ahead and clean. No, wait a
moment! Who are you?

FIRST: What do you mean who? I'm bootblack.

A crowd gathers.

STUPAIL: Not that! What nationality are you?

FIRST: I am a citizen of the Russian state, obviously.

PEROTSKY (from the balcony): Bravo!

STUPAI (withdrawing his foot and addressing the SECOND BOOTBLACK): And you?

SECOND: Whatever you like.

STUPAI (to OVRAM): And you? (Recognizing him) Ah, our neighbour from below! Ovram the
boilermaker! One of us! A Ukrainian! You can clean my boots!

MARYNA (on the balcony, to ANDRE): Didn’t I say he was a comedian?

ANDRE: That’s a good example for us! I approve!

SECOND BOOTBLACK (to the FIRST BOOTBLACK): Have you ever seen anyone as crazy as
Malachi?®

FIRST: What does he want?

SECOND: He wants the nation to clean his boots now.

STUPAL: We Stupai-Stupanenkos don’t want our nation to clean foreign boots. Enough of that!
It’s time for us to be free! We have to get on our horses and race across our Cossack
steppes together with the eagles and the winds. (He can almost hear the sound of
horses’ hooves as part of the Pathétique’s Allegro.)

MARYNA: Bravo, Papa! Bravo!

ANDRE: Bravo!

OVRAM: You may be able to get on a horse, but where are you going to put us?

STUPAL: Who is us?

14 Blue and yellow were the colours of the flag of the Ukrainian National Republic (1917-20), and are now the colours
of Ukraine’s national flag.

15 This is a reference to the protagonist in Kulish’s earlier play, The People’s Malachi.
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ovRAM: Me, for example—a legless Ukrainian proletarian—and (pointing to the BOOTBLACKS)
them.

JINKA (coming out of the crowd, a little tipsy): And what about me? Back under the saddle or
on the mattress? Right? (To the crowd) They told me that when freedom comes it
would be like your own mother. Don’t worry, girl, you’ll be out of the pit, they said.
Life will be like a bed of roses, and you’ll have a lover as nice as the sun. So, now I'm
calling him: My darling, my love!

A VOICE FROM THE CROWD: Who?

7INKA: Whoever answers! (Laughter.) Although they say I'm the type who will do it for five
rubles, I haven’t sold everything yet. I've kept something for when my love comes to
me at least for one day. That will be my Easter Day.

LAUGHTER AND VOICES: Millions will answer your call.

7INKA: Although there are millions of you, he’s not among you. I lit a candle and put on a
girlish blue dress, but he hasn’t come. Then I thought I'd go to see a neighbour who’s
unhappy too. But he kept on writing letters. Then I decided to go out into the street
and shout: My darling, my love! My love, my darling!

PEROTSKY (from the balcony): There’s your freedom of speech, Gentlemen! And in general!
The essence of freedom! A symbol of your freedom! (Disappears from the balcony.)

LUKA: Yes! That’s the essence of bourgeois freedom. The symbol! A human being crying out...
(To the crowd) Comrades!

ANDRE (interrupting): Citizens!

STUPAI (gathering up his wits): Fellow Ukrainians!

I can see three currents flowing through the crowd. Each one wants to gather round
its spokesman. André is given an ovation. That’s why he begins speaking first.

ANDRE: Who hasn’t seen, who hasn’t known, our land as it was yesterday. Our country ...

sTUPAL: Ukraine!

LUKA: The working people, the proletariat!

ANDRE: The whole of Russia was an unmoving, oppressive monument: a throne with the steps
of slavery leading up to it on which we, the slaves, stood. The golden collar, the
senator, the chamberlain—they were all slaves.

LUKA: Comrades! That’s a lie! We lived and continue to live as slaves—we the workers, the
soldiers, the Russians, and the others! ...

STUPAL: There are no slaves more wretched than we, fellow Ukrainians!

ANDRE: Of course, the peasants and the Ukrainians were slaves. Citizens! This land of slavery
and oppression ...

STUPAL: Ukraine!

ANDRE: This country of no national identity and prose ...

LUKA: Of crosses and gallows. ..

ANDRE: [ wasn’t able to see through my tears. (With pathos) And today?

He pauses, and from somewhere one BOOTBLACK’S normal, matter-of-fact voice is heard.

FIRST BOOTBLACK: It has to be cleaned, citizen!
ANDRE: And today we can see and smell from afar the road to freedom. The freedom star is
blazing. The horizons glow. Yes! We must get on our horses and race to the west and
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to the east. So that our country will no longer be borne by a troika,'® but by a milliop
brass and steel horses, so that the golden Cossack maces may gleam, so that the Day.
danelles will fall into ruins before us, so that not only will all nations and states make
way for us, but even the winds will fall reverent at our feet and the horizons wij|
salute us!

Applause. Shouts of “Glory.” Noise.

A YOUNG LADY (enthusiastically to a sailor): Sailor, so now you’re going to break through the
Dardanelles, right?

SAILOR (with one eye missing, pock-marks and a voice like a broken accordion): Your
Dardanelles, Miss, we’ll break through now, if you like, but let him (pointing to
ANDRE) break through the Turkish ones.

A LADY (the feathers in her hat shaking belligerently): At our meeting we, the weaker sex, re-
jected the Bolsheviks’ proposal to stop the war. We said: we are not fighting against
the German people but against Kaiser Wilhelm’s army! Forward! To the front!

SAILOR (making way for her): Please, after you!

LUKA: Instead of the golden hetman’s mace, may the mace of proletarian dictatorship strike
like lightning in Ukraine!

SAILOR: Drive the bourgeoisie, bowler hats, and Junkers into the earth’s hold. Into the lower
depths of freedom!

ANDRE: Our platform is: Liberty! Equality! Fraternity!

YOUNG LADY (whose shoes are being cleaned by OVRAM): Liberty! Equality! Fraternity! (Stamps
her foot in delight.)

OVRAM (suddenly throwing his shoe-cleaning box down): For ten years I worked in a factory,
and for three years I served at the front. For that, as you see, they gave me a cross.
Now they offer me liberty—freedom to crawl with my cross into the grave. Liberty? I
have no bread. Equality? Without my legs, I am lower than everyone else! Fraternity?
I clean your shoes! Take your cross and give me back my legs! (Rips off his St. George
Cross and throws it away.)

LUKA: Our platform is: All power to the Soviets! World revolution! Socialism!

GEORGES (standing hatless on the roof of the building and holding the Russian flag, shouting out
enthusiastically): Long live Russia and the Emperor! Hurrah!

GEORGES shoots into the crowd below. 1 see LUKA falter. I call out, “Luka!” and run as fast as |
can downstairs. On the street 1 see people scattering in all directions. The street empties. In the
middle is LUKA, who is wounded in the arm, ZINKA, who is bandaging his arm, OVRAM, and the
SAILOR.

16 An allusion to the ending of Nikolai Gogol’s novel Dead Souls, where a troika dashing madly into the snow-covered
steppe functions as a metaphor for Russia’s condition of backwardness and disarray.
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Act Four

Scene 1

Imagine, my friends, the same street and town late during the October Revolution. Artillery
firing in the distance is heard. It’s a windy night. 1 am secretly on watch outside the clandestine
Red partisan meeting place, OVRAM'S flat in the basement.

Scene 2

The window in the basement is shut. An oil lamp flickers. Water drips from the ceiling. HAMAR
is writing. He is wearing a cap. Next to him a messenger, also in a cap, waits nervously. OVRAM
is sitting in the corner on a plank bed. Next to him is NASTIA, like a shadow.

HAMAR: To the Revolutionary Headquarters ... (Stops to think and tears up what he has
written.) No, you'd better just tell them. There is military movement: the railway
station is in the hands of partisans—they all seem to be pro-Bolshevik. The Whites
are on this side. Their reserves are close by—about three hundred infantry men,
armed with machine guns. They are in an angry mood. They are hanging people.
They are holding a prayer service. Meanwhile, we are scattered in threes and fives in
various apartments. Altogether there are about seventy of us. We are all ready to
fight. But we have very few arms! We have three bullets per rifle, but our spirits are as
if we had hundreds of bullets. We are full of enthusiasm! Still, I think it’s dangerous
to start an uprising before consulting with the partisans. I've sent Luka to contact
them and I’'m waiting for his return. If he doesn’t come back, we have agreed to start
the fighting alone before moonrise. That’s it. Period.

NASTIA: I think someone’s coming.

OVRAM (after a pause): It’s the wind!

HAMAR (immersed in his own thoughts): What?

OVRAM: The wind!

HAMAR glances at his watch.

NASTIA: The seven-hundred-and-fifth drop has fallen since he went. Sixth, seventh, eighth ...
OVRAM: Hush!

The MESSENGER sets off-

Scene 3

In the meantime, upstairs.

MARYNA (writing): Headquarters. To André Perotsky ... (Tears up what she has written and
turns to her father.) No, you'd better go and tell them.
STUPAL: Perhaps we could phone?
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MARYNA: What a comedian you are! Such matters aren’t discussed on the phone. Tell then,
that the committee ...

STUPAIL: What committee, Maryna?

MARYNA: He'll know ... That at the moment it can’t give any assistance. But the committee
will summon its village detachments right away. Tell them that in a day they’ll get
some help. What else? That there is unrest in the basements. He knows. But tell them
there is a possibility of a workers’ uprising. They must beware of an attack from the
rear. Tell them that, Papa. The main thing is you must run, my Dear, and find out
what is the situation and mood at the front and at army headquarters. That’s all,
(Kisses him.)

STUPAL Run again! I don’t know whether I'm a Ukrainian of Zaporozhian descent or a horse,
And I don’t understand anything. Some sort of committee. They should have a base
of operations and a military council. Instead they have a committee. That’s not the
way the Zaporozhians fought. (Runs out.)

Scene 4

I signal “danger” to my people and hide behind a balustrade. An enemy patrol is walking along
the street. Two of the SOLDIERS are furtively smoking, inhaling under the cover of their sleeves,
their mustaches glowing, the badges on their caps flickering. One of them trips.

FIRST SOLDIER: Damn! (Sotto voce.) They buried him but left his lower legs sticking out.

SECOND SOLDIER: You aren’t sorry, are you? Those are Bolshevik legs!

FIRST SOLDIER: I'm not sorry, but if we have to run, we could trip over them.

THIRD SOLDIER (obviously drunk, stopping in front of the buried body): How unique! How
original! My antipode! His head’s down, my head is up. When it’s day for us, it’s
night for him, and vice versa. Long live geography! Let’s piss on him!

Scene 5

At times 1 think 1 can hear someone playing. But surely it’s because of tension that my ear is
hallucinating. Or if not my ear, then perhaps it’s the wind in the wires. Yes, that’s it. Who else
would dare to play on such a night. Only the wind. Or perhaps drunken ZINKA on her guitar.
She has been partying with some officers all day. But what if it is not the wind or Zinka, but
someone else? What if it is SHE? Her window is covered with a kilim. A candle is probably
burning inside. It is as quiet as in a boat cabin. Only dull artillery fire can be heard in the dis-
tance. SHE is restless. SHE is listening and pacing quietly. Now SHE is trying to play even more
quietly parts of the Rondo from the Pathétique. Yes, SHE is playing. Let her boat full of music
float in the middle of this anxious black night disturbed by the wind, torn open by the wind.

Scene 6

I feel strange: 1 am standing on guard, and all around me there is music. A yellowish streak of
light flashes somewhere (MARYNA has lifted the corner of the kilim in the window) and disap-
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pears with a light blue afterglow. It is extinguished by the wind and the music of the Pathétique.
(Moves away from the window and plays the Grave.) Behind the bass chords, nervous horses’
hooves can be heard. Someone is lighting a fire. A horse is running through the dark steppe. Oh,
put it is I, racing on a horse into the land of eternal love! Beyond the black horizon, near the
azure window SHE is waiting. SHE is looking out for me. (Now MARYNA once again uncovers the
window and looks out. SHE is going downstairs to meet me. SHE is going to meet ME.) SHE is
holding out her arms, her left eyebrow a little raised and her eyes smiling. (I am sleepy and
MARYNA looks at me.) We are engulfed by the music of the Rondo. A silvery serpentine melody.
At the same time 1 can feel the wind and see the night. “The sun doesn’t love the earth as much
as I love you,” I want to say to MARYNA, but I cannot. SHE seems to be moving away, floating
away. The serpentine melody breaks off and is carried away by the wind. SHE seems to be in a
boat. I see the mast, the billowing sail, the taut ropes. Instead of the Rondo, I hear the Grave
once again. MARYNA stands under the sail. :

“Is this the Argo?” I ask.

“This is an old Zaporozhian boat,” she answers.
“Cossack boats had no sails,” I mention.

“This is not a sail!”

I look more closely and see that it is a flag. A yellow and blue one. We sail off. LUKA comes to
meet us. Bent over, he carries a red banner on his back. For some reason the banner is as round
as the moon. 1 remember that 1 left my guard post, that to him I am a traitor. I am overcome
with shame, restlessness, and alarm.

“Luka!” I cry out.
“Quiet!” admonishes Luka.

Scene 7

Indeed, it is LUKA, bent over, running across the street. The moon is on the horizon. It is deep
red and wind-blown and truly resembles a flag.

| (moving toward LUKA): Well?
LUKA (out of breath): The moon’s rising! Faster! Where is Hamar?
I: He's here!

HAMAR meets us on the steps.

LUKA (out of breath): 1 got through behind the cemetery, where the gulley is. (To ME) You
remember that’s where we used to go for walks in spring, where you taught me to
write verse ... The Whites didn’t see me, but the partisans almost shot me. They
thought I was a spy. At last their commander showed up. He believed me and asked
who and how strong we are. I told him we are workers, but we lack arms. I told him
everything ... They told me that as soon as the moon rises, we should definitely strike
from the rear, and they will attack as well ... I ran as fast as I could because the moon
was about to rise. (To ME) And this devilish wind—

HAMAR (enthusiastically): The moon is ours and the wind is on our side! Wait a little longer—
the whole world will be ours.
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Scene 8

STUPAL returns. He stops at the half-buried body, shakes his head, and runs to his apartment.

MARYNA (anxiously coming up to her father): Did you pass the message on?

STUPAL Yes.

MARYNA: Well, how are things there? What’s happening?

STUPAIL: The moon is rising.

MARYNA: Oh, God! He’s on about the moon.

STUPAL And the wind! The wind, Maryna, do you hear it?

MARYNA (sarcastically): From the south or from where?

STUPAIL: From the north.

MARYNA: Pity! We need a western wind. Are the stars out?

STUPAI (realizing she is being sarcastic): The wind is coming straight from the front! From the
partisans! (Almost with delight) They say there are many Ukrainians among them,
(Notices MARYNA’S sincere concern for him.) Virtually all of them are Ukrainian, they
say!

MARYNA: But are they aware that they are Ukrainians?

STUPAL: Hm! (After a pause) While among these, only a few are Ukrainians. At headquarters
heard no Ukrainian spoken. And the population is against it. I heard that four out of
five who were hanged were Ukrainians. The one who lies half-buried was also a
Ukrainian, on his mother’s side. By the way, one of his boots is already missing. But
there is no mention of Ukraine. Perhaps the red flag is better after all. Right, Maryna?

MARYNA: Even if the yoke turns red, it will still be a yoke. (STUPATI sighs.) Did you see anything
apart from the moon?

STUPAL: Yes, I did.

MARYNA: And did you hear anything other than the wind?

STUPAL Yes, I did.

MARYNA: Well?

STUPAI (after a pause): It seems that they won’t hold out. They are getting ready to flee.

MARYNA (excited): Really? (Telephones.) Headquarters? Please call Ensign Perotsky to the
phone.

Suddenly the power goes out.

Scene 9

GENERAL PEROTSKY (on the phone, ANNETTE by his side holding a candle): Headquarters? Please
call Ensign Perotsky. André, is that you? Why is there no electricity? Besides that,
Georges has fled from home! Probably to the front. He asked Annette to give him the
golden medallion with the Virgin Mary, do you understand? He took a rifle too. For
God’s sake find him and force him to come home. For God’s sake! How are things at
the front? I'm calm, but I had a dream: Russia was like an empty field covered with
snow. In the middle of it was a stove and Christ wearing felt boots. Then Stupai came
and sat on the stove. What arrogance! (Upset) Do you hear, André? André?

The artillery barrage grows louder. ANNETTE drops the candle.
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pEROTSKY (in the dark): Headquarters! The telephone has been disconnected!
ANNEITE uncovers the window. The moon casts red rays. The reflection in the mirror is red.

pEROTSKY (shouting): Cover the window!

Scene 10

NASTIA (before the gunshot): Tenth. Eleventh. Twelfth.

A shot rings out.

ovraM (loudly): The last one! Open the door!
NASTIA: For whom?
ovRAM (loudly): For whom? For the socialist revolution!

Scene 11

sTUPAI (wanting to uncover the window): I'll go out to meet them!

MARYNA: They’ll kill you!

STUPAL: 'm armed.

MARYNA: With what?

sTUPAL The Ukrainjan language.

MARYNA: Language is persuasive only when it’s backed up by weapons.

sTUPAL: I will go out to meet them and remind them of Shevchenko’s sacred, social words:
“Embrace, my Brethren, the smallest brother.”

MARYNA: Whom will you remind? The Bolsheviks? The bandits? The bloodthirsty scum who
are destroying our loftiest ideals? (Covers the window.)

Scene 12

Along the street the Whites are fleeing in groups and individually. Someone again trips over the
legs of the half-buried man and swears. The emptiness of the street continues to be frightening.
There are no lights in the windows, no sounds. Distant firing is heard. The moon. The wind.

Scene 13

Three crouching partisans run from shadow to shadow. One is a sailor, the second is wearing a
Persian-lambskin hat with a red band, and the third is wearing a sheepskin jacket. Seeing the
legs of the half-buried man, they come up to examine it.

SAILOR (blind in one eye, with a voice like a broken accordion): You can see by his legs that he
fell in a fight to the death. (After a pause) Once you kill somebody you should bury
him properly or, if you want to be open about it, not bury him at all. A man is not a
cigarette butt to be stuck in the earth like that! I can’t look at this kind of civilization!
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Universal pain seems to overtake me. (Looks at the building.) So I propose we turn
this house into a coffin. Whoever agrees, follow me!

They march off with their rifles cocked.'”

Scene 14

They come to STUPAI'S door. The SAILOR tries the door. It is unlocked and he throws it wide
open.

SAILOR: Prepare to die.

MARYNA (calmly): And my father wanted to go and meet you.
SAILOR (looking around): Who is your father?

STUPAL: A Ukrainian.

SAILOR: In appearance perhaps. But who are you in your heart?
STUPAL: A Ukrainian.

MARYNA (quietly): In his heart he is a teacher.

SAILOR (while leaving, sullenly to the PARTISAN IN THE LAMBSKIN HAT): They’re intelligentsia.
The door was unlocked. Tell the others to leave them alone!

PARTISAN IN THE LAMBSKIN HAT (loudly, so that he can be heard downstairs): Don’t bother the
intelligentsia! Pass it on!

Scene 15

They go further upstairs. The SAILOR reads the copper doorplate with Perotsky’s name on it. He
reads it slowly, syllable by syllable: “Pe-rots-ky.”

SAILOR (suddenly, to the other two): Halt! Don’t move! (In a whisper.) Major General Perotsky.
Here’s a class enemy, mates! (Placing his ear to the door) I can tell by their breathing
there are two of them. (Knocks quietly.)

ANNETTE (hardly moving her lips): Don’t go, General!

PEROTSKY (quietly): What if it’'s Georges? Or André? (Listens intently and puts his hand over
ANNETTE’S wristwatch.) Who is it?

SAILOR: It’s Fate!

PARTISAN IN THE LAMBSKIN HAT (no longer able to restrain himself, loudly): Your fickle fate!"
Open up!

SAILOR: Shh!

ANNETTE: One moment! I'll just find the key. (Whispering to PEROTSKY) We must flee!

PEROTSKY: Where to?

ANNETTE: To Russia.

PEROTSKY: To Russia from Russia? That must mean Russia does not exist? (Follows ANNETTE
through to the back door.)

7 Scene 14 moved to appendix A2

18 Sudba, the sailor’s surname, is the Ukrainian word for “fate.”
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Soon after that the BOLSHEVIKS break down the door.

SAILOR: Mates, can it be that he’s escaped from Fate? (Searches the apartment.)

Scene 16

STUPAI'S apartment.

sTupAl: No! I think I shall support socialism!

MARYNA (uncomprehending): What do you mean?

sTUPAL At least he spoke to me in Ukrainian when he said, “Get ready to die.” A simple sailor!
While General Perotsky would sooner commit suicide than say one word in
Ukrainian. No, the best ally is the one who understands our language and speaks
Ukrainian.

MARYNA: The best ally is the one whose guns speak out in Ukrainian.

sTUPAIL In a word, I am for socialism!

MARYNA: My darling comedian!

sTUPAIL I am for socialism, for the winds, even if they are from the north, as long as they blow
things out of our Cossack steppes.

MARYNA: For example, whom?

sTUPAL: The Perotskys, for instance. I'd help the wind and blow myself to get rid of them. Like
this. (Begins blowing.)

Scene 17

PEROTSKY appears on the doorstep.

PEROTSKY: Excuse me, but the partisans are after me. I am in flight. May I come in?
STUPAI (angrily): It’s high time you took to flight.

PEROTSKY: May I come in?

STUPAL: Here?

There is a sound of a door banging and a rifle clanking.

VOICE OF THE SAILOR: Has he really fled? Our principal enemy? Search for him! Don’t let him
get away!

VOICE OF THE PARTISAN IN THE LAMBSKIN HAT: Climb up to the heavens, crawl under the
earth—search! Put sentries on every door, all the way to the sea!

PEROTSKY: I am fleeing from death, from fate. May I come in?

STUPAI (hesitating): Come in.

MARYNA (to PEROTSKY): Where is André?

PEROTSKY: I don’t know. Everything is lost!

MARYNA gets ready to go. She puts on a simple kerchief and looks into a mirror.
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Scene 18

A GUARD Is standing at the entry to Perotsky’s building. A bonfire is being built in the street.
Two men are escorting ANDRE. He is without his cap.

ESCORT: Is Comrade Fate here?

GUARD: He is. Why?

ESCORT: We've brought a prisoner.

GUARD: Up against the wall with him!

ESCORT: He says he’s fled from the Whites and knows a secret.

SECOND GUARD (looking at ANDRE): Watch out, citizen. You can’t fool Comrade Fate.

ANDRE is taken away.

Scene 19

There is banging on STUPAI'S door. MARYNA opens it.

ESCORT: Where is Comrade Fate ... the commander?

MARYNA: He’s upstairs, in the general’s apartment. I will take you there. (Shows him the way.)
Your commander is searching for the general who fled. Do you, by any chance, know
Comrade Yuha?

ESCORT: No, I haven’t heard that name.

MARYNA: How can that be? He is on the Bolshevik side, too. Pity! I guess I'll have to find him
and send him (Glancing at ANDRE) to you.

Scene 20

I (coming up to the GUARD): Can you tell me where the commandant of the advance partisan
detachment is? (The GUARD looks at ME Silently and suspiciously.) Where can I find
Comrade Fate?

GUARD: You are very curious. Who are you?

I: | am a messenger from headquarters, from Hamar. (I show the GUARD a small parcel. HE
shows ME the way up.)

Scene 21

I pass some sentries and walk upstairs. Suddenly 1 hear: “Excuse me.” 1 turn around and see
HER. Quite close. So close that 1 stand back. 1 feel the Sonata Pathétique race through my blood
with its chords of the setting sun flowing. The music stops. Her eyes turn azure.

sHE: I should be bringing you flowers, but instead I’ve come to ask you a favour. May I? (I
listen to her voice and stupidly remain silent.) Could I lay my entreaty on your tri-
umphal path? (Quite stupidly, I continue my silence.) It won’t delay you. You can step
around it and go on or trample it and continue on.
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;- What if I pick it up?
SHE: If you do, then take it to the poet who wrote a letter to me. Is he still alive?
: He is.

;HI‘EI; Tell me, is he still racing on horseback through the steppes and asking the winds where to
go? Has he forgotten about the girl?

: He has not forgotten and never will. But he raced on a hobbyhorse and lived on dreams. He
lived in the past. Now he wants to live in the future, so he is changing horses.

sHE: For which one?

- The one with the flaming mane. One of many horses of the Revolution.

sHE: Tell him that a lonely Ukrainian girl was, is, and will continue waiting for him near the
Ukrainian well. Will he make a detour, if only for one hour, to see her? Will he
come?

I: Yes!

sHE: Tell him that the girl waiting for him is lonely. But she is not alone. With her is her old
mother waiting for her sons to return from the war on black Cossack horses—

I: Those horses are in a museum now.

sHE (flaring up): Those horses have been tied to somebody else’s post. They have been chained
and locked up by foreign powers. They are neighing! They want to get loose. Don’t
you hear them? Is the most sacred idea of national liberation alien to you?

1: I am for it, but—

sHE: There are no “buts.” Have the blessed Cossack banners of Khmelnytsky, Doroshenko,
Mazepa, Kalnysh, and Gonta completely wasted away for you? (A pause.)

[ am silent.

Scene 22

Two men pass by us.

FIRST MAN (boasting): I'm for internationalism, Mykesha! I am for all the languages, you know,
because I want to learn them all. I already know some words.

MYKESHA: Like what?

FIRST MAN: What do you mean “what”? How about “Le Grand Hotel”? “Orient Bank”? Or
“agrarian”? Or “nationalization”? “Garniture”? “Beau monde”? Or “requisition™?
“Proletariat” even you know, that is a “class.” How about “nation™?

MYKESHA: “Nation” is “nation.”

FIRST MAN: Well, that’s true: “nation” is “nation.” But what about “panacea,”™ or is it
“progress” or just an “entr’acte.”

MYKESHA: What's that?

FIRST MAN: What is it? Try making a revolution without an entr’acte! Then you’ll see!

—

19 o . . . . . . . s
There is a play on words involved here; with “natsiia” (nation) being pronounced incorrectly as “natseia” so that it
thymes with “panatseia” (panacea).
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Scene 23

SHE: Tell me, are you in favour of internationalism too?

I: Yes, I am. I support the idea. And you?

SHE: I'm not against it. But I know that ideas can only be victorious if the people who hold
them are ready to go to the gallows and face death. What about your people here?

1 (quietly): They will face it.

SHE: WHhio, this riffraff and mob? One attack, one setback, and they’ll scatter to the four winds,
will drop the idea in the mud along with their dirty soldiers’ caps, and trample on it
It’s another thing to kill unarmed people and build gallows in every home! For this
they have no entr’acte.

I: But they don’t bury living people, only the dead and those whose time has passed.

SHE: In any case, forgive me, that was not what I was going to tell you. Not that at all! Not
about politics, but something quite different. Something more important, human,
warm, and simple. All of us looked out of windows when we were children, and
dreamt that the world would always be so bright and warm as the Lord’s day. As
simple and intelligible as our school primer. We cried over the body of a frozen bird.
But now we are stepping over human corpses and we can’t tell or feel which is
colder—the corpses or ourselves. Love! Where have you gone from this world? Are
you simply an Easter visitor, or just plainly, a dream? (After a pause.) Tell me, does
the poet still believe in Petrarch and eternal love?

I: Yes, as he does in his dream. And you?

SHE: I? I will speak for the girl. She trusted the poet and still trusts him. Tell him she guards
her love for him.

1 (Obviously there is music—chords rising to the skies. 1 see stars and look into her azure eyes):
God! And you said you needed a favour! It is joy, the greatest joy in my entire life!

SHE: I still have to ask you the favour. It’s not joyful. It will be very difficult for you and for me.

I: No matter! I will take the burden and carry it with joy!

SHE: We must liberate André Perotsky! (It is dark. I draw back. 1 remain silent.) I know it’s
difficult. But otherwise his corpse will fall across your path. And across the path that
leads from me to you. Neither you nor I wanted him to come and stand between us.
But it happened that way. First the political program prevailed here. And now Fate.
But I can’t allow his corpse to lie between us. He must depart from us alive. Can you
do it?

I: Do what?

SHE: Step over a corpse to me?

I (hoarsely): T'll try...

SHE: What?

I: T'll try to rescue this corpse.

Scene 24

I go to the Perotskys’ apartment. The door is wide open. Fresh gusts of wind rush in from the
street and threaten to blow out the flames of three candles (one of them on the window sill). |
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can see people’s backs, caps, red bands, rifles, and smoke. André is being tried. He is capless. His
pale face is calm, but at the same time cries out with the premonition of death.

sAILOR: What’s your name?

ANDRE: Andrii.

SAILOR: Last name?

ANDRE: Anon.

SAILOR: Rank?

ANDRE: Ensign in the reserve.

SAILOR: Boys, go on interrogating him. I can’t carry on! I know he’s lying.

PARTISAN IN THE LAMBSKIN HAT: Why did you join the cadets?

ANDRE: I was called up.

PARTISAN IN THE LAMBSKIN HAT: I can’t carry on either! .

PARTISAN IN THE SHEEPSKIN JACKET: Is that your own overcoat, or is it army issue?

ANDRE (weighing his words): I was issued it.

PARTISAN IN THE SHEEPSKIN JACKET: And your boots?

ANDRE: The boots too.

PARTISAN IN THE SHEEPSKIN JACKET: They don’t look like regular issue boots to me. He’s lying. I
can’t carry on either!

MYKESHA’S FRIEND: Excuse me, what have you done with your epaulettes?

ANDRE: I didn’t have any.

MYKESHA’S FRIEND: This is a stupid conspiracy. Perhaps if you had your epaulettes we’d believe
you're an ensign. Without them what are we supposed to believe. Maybe you're a
captain or even higher in counter-revolutionary rank? Boys, what shall we do with
him? Be honest!

SAILOR: I'll tell you! (To ANDRE.) You say that you are Andrii, an ensign in the reserve forcibly
called up. You say you escaped. Why didn’t you answer the call of our mother, the
Revolution, but ran to the other one? Who else wants to speak?

PARTISAN IN THE LAMBSKIN HAT: I do! I suggest that we sentence him to the highest
punishment.

SAILOR: Say it!

MYKESHA (fo ANDRE): Show me your hands. (Looking at them) Not one callus. I vote for that
too!

PARTISAN IN THE SHEEPSKIN JACKET (testing the material of ANDRE’S overcoat): So do I!

FIRST PARTISAN: I'm for his demobilization. (Waiting to see the impact of his words.) Take off
his overcoat and boots and put a red stamp on his forehead. No entr’acte! (Raises his
rifle. The partisans make way.)

SAILOR: Don’t touch him yet! Let’s vote. Fate is still playing with this man. Who is for his
death? (Counts the votes.) Who is for sparing him? No one!

ANDRE: Wait! Comrades! I joined the Whites to infiltrate them.

THE WHOLE TRIBUNAL: Ha-ha-ha! What a comedian! Just like Max Linder!

ANDRE: I was sent to them.

FATE: Who sent you?

ANDRE hesitates.

PARTISAN IN THE LAMBSKIN HAT: God?
ANDRE: A secret revolutionary group.
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FATE: Which one? Have you a witness?
ANDRE hesitates.

1 (stepping forward): 'm a witness. I can vouch that he was mobilized and sent by us to the
officer-cadets’ headquarters. He was to report to us on their plans, quantities of arms,
and so on.

FATE: Who sent him from your side?

I: The local secret revolutionary headquarters.

FATE: And who are you? (I give him the package. HE opens it and reads.) “Comrade Fate. I am
sending Comrade Yuha to be your liaison between us. The Bolshevik detachments
have forced the enemy from his position and are pursuing him. Hamar.” (To his
men) Let him go!

Scene 25

ANDRE and I are walking in the corridor. We reach MARYNA’S door.
I (fo ANDRE): Please step in here!

Scene 26

ANDRE enters. He is met by MARYNA.

MARYNA: You are free?

ANDRE: It’s a miracle! Help came just in time. I am turning my back on the past and I'm
beginning a new life. A new life!

MARYNA: Hush! (Ironically) Don’t begin so loudly!

ANDRE meets his father in silence.

Scene 27

I walk downstairs. 1 feel cold and stop near the fire. GUARDS are warming themselves at it. |
stretch out my hands to the fire.

FIRST GUARD: It’s hard to believe—revolution and battle all around us, but the fleas don’t pay
any attention to it.

SECOND GUARD: It’s night, that’s why they’re biting.

THIRD GUARD: I can hear cocks crowing.

FIRST GUARD (with disbelief): In the city?

THIRD GUARD: Can you hear them?

I listen. Indeed, somewhere behind a wall 1 can hear the pre-dawn legato of a hoarse cock. The
ill-fated call is heard three times. 1 recall the biblical story about the apostle Peter when he
betrayed and renounced Christ three times. 1 shudder and walk away.
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Scene 28

GEORGES is running capless. Suddenly he comes up against the GUARDS.

GUARD: Halt! (Out of fear GEORGES freezes. HE is like a statue.) Where are you going?
GEORGES: Th-there.

GUARD: Who are you?

GEORGES: I? I am Georgie.

GUARD: Do you live here?

GEORGES: No! I swear I don’t. My sister lives here.

GUARD: Who is your sister?

GEORGES: She? ... She’s Zinka. She lives in the attic.

GUARD: Who is she?

GEORGES: She’s a prostitute.

He is followed upstairs by one of the GUARDS all the way to Zinka’s door.

Scene 29

GEORGES (knocking): Zinka!

ZINKA: Who is it? (Opens the door)

GEORGES: It’s me. (Walks in.)

7INKA: Has your father sent you again? Get out!

GEORGES: No, I came on my own. Only for a second! I had a big surprise downstairs—a whole
regiment of guards! It wasn’t easy, but I managed to fool them. I wasn’t afraid of
them. Honest! You don’t believe me? No? Today I killed one of them. You know how
it happened? Not as I would have thought. But I wasn’t afraid. Honest! He ran from
around a corner straight into me. My rifle went off. I looked—the moon jumped, and
he fell. Have you got some chocolate? Just a little? By the way, the sign blew off the
Regodé sweet shop. The wind tore it off. Later the wind dropped, just when my rifle
went off. Why are you looking at me like that?

ZINKA: Why did you come? To hide?

GEORGES: Me? No! I'm not going to hide! Only don’t tell anyone that I'm here. By the way, I
told them you were my sister.

ZINKA: You’ve found a fine sister.

GEORGES: I wasn’t serious, but I had to say that. Although you know I never had a sister. Look
how the moon has suddenly appeared again! Just like over there. By the way, I saw no
blood. Everything was so strange and unpleasant. If only my mother were alive. I
should pray to God. May I?

ZINKA: Go on, pray!

GEORGES: God and my dear Mother! Make sure Zinka won’t betray me! (Suddenly turning to
her) You won’t betray me? (There is knocking at the door.) Don’t open it, my dear! I
implore you! (Kneels in front of ZINKA.) I promise I won’t fight any more. Honest!
I'm scared and I feel awful!

ZINKA: But will you fire from the rooftop?

GEORGES: That’s another matter altogether.
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ZINKA goes to open the door. GEORGES grabs at the hem of her dress.

GEORGES: You are the Virgin Mary! You are like a dear mother to me! Don’t!

ZINKA (struck by the word “mother”): Say that again, will you?

GEORGES: My dear mother.

ZINKA: Mother. Oh, baby. Don’t cry! Would you like to suck my breast? No! ... There’s no way
I can be a mother ... (Angrily) Be quiet! (Opens the door.)

Scene 30

FATE (silently surveying the whole room and even looking through the small window): I can see
at once what this is.

ZINKA: Where?

FATE: They say you offer yourself to the bourgeois class.

ZINKA: And what can your proletarian offer me? It will come here, same as the other one.

FATE: That isn’t the point.

ZINKA: So why did you come?

FATE: You saw the legs, didn’t you? One of our comrades was half-buried, shoved in the
ground like a cigarette butt. And now the general I caught has escaped from our
clutches. A major enemy! (Sits down in disappointment.)

ZINKA (offering GEORGES a piece of chocolate): Here, you wanted some.

FATE: The worst thing is he escaped from Fate!

ZINKA: So, take his son instead! Here he is.

SAILOR (looking closely): He’s too young. Where is your father?

GEORGES: I don’t know.

SAILOR: Does your father know where you are?

GEORGES: No, he doesn’t.

SAILOR: I say, what upbringing and what conduct! And now I have a problem: now I have to
come up with a suitable disciplinary punishment. (Thinks about it.)

Scene 31

STUPAI and PEROTSKY are separately pacing around the room. A shadow falls from the doorway
of the second room. It is MARYNA sitting down. ANDRE’S shadow is pacing restlessly. STUPAI and
old PEROTSKY slowly approach one another. They are almost tiptoeing.

PEROTSKY (whispering): Your Austrian idea of an autonomous Ukraine caused all of this!
STUPAI (whispering): It’s the fault of your one, united Russia!

PEROTSKY: Independent Ukraine is to blame!

STUPAL: Indivisible Russia!

They come together. Soon there will be a fight! Just then the rattle of a firearm is heard. FATE is
escorting GEORGES, while the two, fingers to their lips—Hush!—part. They come together again,
and again they part. PEROTSKY weakly goes up to the window, lifts the kilim a little and
suddenly, as if struck by the cold, swordlike gleam of the moon, utters a dull shriek:
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stupAl: That one is taking Georges somewhere! That Fate! Oh my God! André! Aren’t you
going to do something? Then I willl (Runs downstairs, automatically shouting
military orders.) Halt! Don’t move!

ANDRE goes up to the window and then suddenly covers his eyes with his hand. He moves back.
MARYNA comes up to the window and looks out.

MARYNA (fo ANDRE): Turn your back on the past. Or else they will kill you like they have the
past. You and us. Your mistake was that you tried to foment a “Russian movement”
in Ukraine. Now you must correct this mistake!

ANDRE: What is happening below the window?

MARYNA: A Bolshevik Revolution. This has to be corrected. Go to the neighbouring ranches
instantly. There are people and arms. I'll write a letter immediately.

ANDRE: What’s going to happen to them?

MARYNA: Them? (Looks through the window and freezes, deeply shocked by what she sees.
ANDRE is motionless. They both wait for a shot to ring out. At last MARYNA shudders.)
He lowered his rifle and took him away! (Writing) “To the Zakrutenko brothers of
Chornoiar ranch, to Dmytro Kopytsia in Buhaivka. I am sending you Ensign
Perotsky on the orders of the Committee of the Golden Mace—

ANDRE: Let’s drop that mace, Marine! Let’s drop everything and escape together to a ranch, to
some green haven in the country.

MARYNA (writing): “Assist him immediately to gather armed and mounted partisan
detachments.”

ANDRE: Is all this happening because I made the mistake of loving you?

MARYNA (signing the message): “Member of the committee. Gull.” (To ANDRE) The password is
“The pipe is lit.” That’s all. Go!

Act Five

Scene 1

Once more imagine, my friends: a street lined with acacias. One can hardly see anything else. A
flag of the Revolutionary Committee is billowing like red a sail on the balcony of Perotsky’s
apartment. It is sunny and calm. A Russian song is heard:

A maiden sits on the shore
Sewing a silk kerchief ...

NASTIA and ZINKA are singing. They are embroidering a flag in gold and stitching some letters
on it

LUKA rushes in.%°

LUKA: How is our flag doing?
NASTIA: Look! (Unfolds it.)

" Scene fragment moved to appendix A3
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LUKA: Is it ready, then?

NASTIA: Almost. I will be finished in an hour.

LUKA (reading with great relish): “Proletarians of All Countries Unite.” The hammer and sickle
look engraved! “Ukrainian Socialist Soviet Republic.” (Enthusiastically) See how
under the sign “Proletarians of All Countries Unite” the Ukrainian SSR comes out!
It’s a pity Ilko isn’t here to see it. He used to vacillate between a dream and some kind
of love. (To ZINKA) So you say that the flag will be ready in an hour? I'll stop by. I'||
be back by then. (Rushes out.)

ZINKA: Wait, a minute! You said that Ilko’s love was a dream. What kind of dream?

LUKA: He fell in love with the one who plays the piano, and turned her into a dream.

ZINKA: So she’s the one who keeps playing? Have you ever seen her up close?

LUKA: No! I'll be back. (Runs off.)

ZINKA: I must take a good look at her.

Scene 2

MARYNA is at the window. STUPAL is quietly prognosticating using the Bible, but so that she does
not notice.

MARYNA (excited): Father! Come here for just a moment! To the window! A man passed by on
the other side of the street. I think he had a pipe in his mouth. Stand here and see if
he comes back. I'll run over to the dining-room window. You can see more from
there. (Runs out.)

STUPAI (Standing for a while at the window, then moving away.): So, she’s decided to play Nat
Pinkerton. I'll tell the future again, for the last time. From the Bible. No! If it’s the last
time, I'll use the Kobzar.?* What will be, will be. For the last time, Ivan! (Taking out
the Kobzar and removing all the blue-and-yellow bookmarks from it, he puts the book
on the table and then solemnly places three fingers on the book.) Will there or won't
there be a Ukraine?

MARYNA (in the doorway): Are you watching, Father?

STUPAL: Of course! (After a pause, to himself.) First column, line thirty-three. (Opens the book
and finds the place.) “The Zaporozhians will not come back, the hetmans will not rise,
Ukraine will not be covered in red Cossack tunics.” (Bitterly shaking his head.)
Tocky-tocky tock-tock. Have I made a mistake? Are the old-timers truly fleeing on
horseback from the Cossack steppe and disappearing over the horizon forever? Have
they lowered their spears like crosses? No! I'll try once more, this time for the last
time. Second column, line seven.

MARYNA: Look, Father! I think it’s him!

STUPAL Don’t interrupt, Maryna! (Opens the Kobzar and reads.) “You will perish, perish,
Ukraine, and disappear from earth without a trace ...” (In mystical fright) So, for the
third and definitely last time. Will there or won’t there be?—

MARYNA (from the doorway of the other room): There will be!

STUPAI (angrily): Don’t joke!

2! Kobzar (The Minstrel, 1840), the famous early collection of poems by Taras Shevchenko, Ukraine’s most revered
poet. Many readers consider his poems prophetic in regard to the Ukrainian nation.
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MARYNA: Yes, there will be, my grey fortune teller!

sTUPAL: S0, you have become a Pythia, have you?

MARYNA: If you say so, yes! Ancient writers said that in the beginning Pythia was a very
beautiful girl. She prophesied in a temple on the stone Omphalos, which means the
centre of the earth. There was an inscription on the gate: “Know thyself.” So, I shall
now invoke it: “Ukrainian, know thyself.” There will be a Ukraine! (Overcome by an
extraordinary rapture, to her father) Come to the window, but stand there so that you
won’t be seen from the street!

sTUPAL: What's all this for?

MARYNA (behaving like Pythia): The first thing you see will tell you whether or not there’ll be a
Ukraine. Look across the street at the man standing by the poster kiosk.

sTUPAI (amused): You sure do pick them!

MARYNA: Look at him! (With all her strength, she plays a few chords from the Sonata
Pathétique.)

stupAl: He lit his pipe and went away. He pushed his hat to the back of his head. What
impertinence! Is he the hero of your novel?

MARYNA: This hero just provided us with our password: “The pipe is lit.” The pipe of the up-
rising. Today! (Rapturously plays some chords of the Allegro.) Do you hear, Father?
Do you hear, my grey mustache, how our knights are racing from the neighbouring
villages? We are ready! (Gets up in even greater ecstasy.) Omphalos! Omphalos! The
pipe has been lit! (Begins spinning around.) Go ahead and blow, wind from the north,
you won'’t blow out the fire! The more you blow the more you fan the flames! Blow
until the sparks fly! (Strikes the keyboard.) Omphalos! Light your pipes so that the
smoke spreads like a whirlwind across the steppes and into the heavens. Smoke until
the sky is covered with it, until God sends you an angel who, as in the folk tale, will
ask you: “What do you want, you race of Cossacks, that you keep on smoking and
smoking?” I want our own state under this here flag. (Her hair streaming across her
back, she brings out the flag she has been hiding and unfolds it.) Under this one!

STUPAI (delighted by the flag): When did you embroider it?

There is a knock at the door.

MARYNA (rolling the flag up, calmly): Come in!

Scene 3

ZINKA (holding a flag): Sorry for bothering you! You don’t happen to have thread like this, do
you? I need it to finish embroidering the last letter. (Unfolds her flag.) If you have
some, may I have or borrow it? (Gazes at MARYNA.)

STUPAL: Hm ... The inscription is in Ukrainian. (Reading.) “Workers of all countries, unite!” A
hammer and sickle. What do the letters USSR stand for?

ZINKA: Ukrainian Socialist Soviet Republic. They say this is the emblem of our new state.

STUPAL: Hm ... Who is the flag for?

ZINKA: It’s for the Revolutionary Committee. I have to have it finished in an hour.

STUPAL (reading the inscription again): Hm ... Not a single mistake. (Reads it again and looks
at MARYNA.)
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MARYNA: Not one.

ZINKA (looking closer at MARYNA): I thought you had blue eyes, but they are azure. You must
look good in yellow.

MARYNA: I thought yours were brown, but for some reason they look red!

ZINKA: I haven’t slept for three nights, that’s why they are red. I've been embroidering for
three nights now. Or perhaps it’s from the red flag that my eyes are red, just as your
eyes are blue from your flag. (Leaves.)

STUPAI (after a pause): Perhaps we do have some?

MARYNA: What?

STUPAL: The thread she needs.

MARYNA: You are a comedian, Father. You can’t embroider an independent Ukraine on
Russian red bunting. (Goes to the other room.)

STUPAL What a pity! We don’t even have our own fabric.

Scene 4

I am walking upstairs to the Revolutionary Committee Headquarters. ZINKA goes past ME,
MARYNA steps out from her door. For one second we stop, exchange glances, and go separate
ways.

ZINKA: So she’s your dream? I thought she must be something special. But she’s just an
ordinary girl in bloomers and a skirt. Good morning, neighbour!
1 (not understanding what ZINKA is talking about): Good morning!

Scene 5

STUPAI (alone): This is a flag and that is a flag! I am thinking of making the following proposal:
on a yellow and azure background, the words “Long Live Soviet Ukraine.” Let it be
socialist, as long as it’s a Ukrainian republic. Alternatively, on a red background with
two stripes, yellow and azure. (Ponders.)

Scene 6

Imagine the Revolutionary Committee’s headquarters in the Perotsky’s apartment. The scene re-
sembles a bivouac: MEN in overcoats, with and without rifles, a RED GUARD sleeping, a line of
PETITIONERS. People are constantly coming and going. HAMAR, a member of the committee, is
on duty. He is sitting by the telephone, and LUKA and 1 are taking down orders. Behind HAMAR,
on a ladder, a WORKMAN is connecting a telephone line. On the other side of the partition,
OVRAM is sitting on a stool by the switchboard.

HAMAR (on the phone): 'm coming at once! (To LUKA) Something’s odd. The Slobidska
Ukrainian Revolutionary Committee wants me to come immediately. They won't say
why. Some urgent matter they don’t want to discuss on the phone. Take my place
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while I'm gone. (Before leaving) Send a telegram to all the Revolutionary Com-
mittees: “First task—sow more wheat.” (With a wide sweep of his hand) The steppe!

LUKA: What about seed?

OVRAM’S VOICE: Switchboard of the Revolutionary Committee!*

HAMAR: Buried in the pits on the ranches. (Makes a digging gesture and runs out.)

VOICE OF ALARM AT THE DOOR: Comrades! Some bandits are attacking the town. Cavalry with
insignia! (As if to confirm this, artillery fire is heard in the distance. The phone
crackles. Then there is a pause, followed by silence.)

LUKA: Who's first in line again? The bourgeoisie is giving up!

OVRAM’S VOICE: I'll connect you. (The telephone rings.)

LUKA (into the receiver): Hamar isn’t here. You asked him to come to you. What do you mean
you didn’t? Then who? (Buckles a bit.) Don’t panic! What? The bells are ringing in
the monastery? What? Cavalry? Stop them! I'll dispatch an armed detachment right
away.?

Scene 7

sTUPAI (alone): For the third and last time. Do you hear, Taras? For the last time. What kind
of Ukraine will it be? (A second artillery salvo; STUPAI is in despair.) They won’t let
me finish my fortune-telling! (Opens the book and reads.) “Bury me and then rise
up!” (Runs away capless, holding the book up like a shield.)

Scene 8

STUPAI comes out into the street. Only OVRAM is crawling along. Otherwise the street is empty.
From the distance STUPAI hears desultory firing. STUPAI stands at the crossroads. He hesitates.

STUPAL: Well, I've risen. But I don’t know here I should go, which side I should join. So help
me God. I don’t know, truly I don’t! (Stops to think and hesitates.) Actually, it’s
neither hither nor thither. (Bullets whizz by.) Hold off! You are all Ukrainians, on
both sides. What are you doing? Give me a chance to think! They're beating up on
each other, glad that they have firearms. (Deliberates..) I'll join the red banner. The
Zaporozhians had a red flag too, it seems. The dumy say that dead Zaporozhians had
red flags placed at their heads.?* But then Kulish® writes that the Zaporozhians only
had white banners with red crosses on them. I could join the yellow-and-blue
colours, but these aren’t Zaporozhian colours. If I suggested red with yellow and blue
stripes, would they listen to me now? (Some petals cut by a bullet fall to the ground.

* Scene fragment moved to appendix A4.
"' Scene fragment moved to appendix A5

N

The dumy (sg. duma) were epic narratives that wandering minstrels called kobzari sang to the accompaniment of a
multi-stringed instrument called kobza. Thus the kobzari, who were often blind or otherwise disabled, relayed histori-
cal information and stories with moral content to the public.

* Panteleimon Kulish (1819-97), a prominent Ukrainian novelist, poet, and historian (no relation to the playwright).
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STUPALI picks some up.) So, they’ll destroy the flowers around us, riddle the earth, the
wheat, the sunflowers. What are you doing?! Instead of thinking some more, you’re
... (A bullet strikes him in the chest.) So this is it! (Buckles and falls.)

OVRAM (crawling up): How are you, neighbour?

STUPAI (trying to smile): It would be interesting—

OVRAM: What?

STUPAL: The bullet ... which side did it come from?

OVRAM (tearing off a piece of his scarf): The main thing is you weren’t hit in the legs—(Wants
to bind the wound but realizes that STUPALI is dying. Several RED GUARDS run by. One
of them calls out: “Someone is attacking from the rear! Run!”)

OVRAM: You can’t outrun death! Stay where you are!

STUPAI hears the word “stay” and tries to repeat it, but can’t. With his remaining strength he
raises his hand. To him the world seems shrouded in fog. The fog grows denser—is it the sky or
the steppe? Fleeing RED GUARDS jump over STUPAI, but he imagines they are old Zaporozhians
on their horses. Tocky-tocky, tock. He hears music (from the Allegro molto). How enchanting!
But the sun is really burning his chest. Soon it sets. He feels better, but it is getting dark, very
dark, and the music is barely audible.

Scene 9

Nationalist partisans come running up. OVRAM is sitting by STUPAIL who is dying. ANDRE stops
nearby. He shouts: “Stretcher!” PARTISANS bring a stretcher.

ANDRE (pointing to OVRAM): Take him away!
A PARTISAN (to OVRAM): Come on, get up!
OVRAM: You won't see the day I get up!

Scene 10

The red flag falls to the ground from Perotsky’s balcony. One cannot see who pulled it down. In
its place a yellow-and-blue flag appears. One cannot see who put it there.

Scene 11

MARYNA, with a bouquet of flowers, comes out of the building to meet ANDRE.

MARYNA (hearing the bells): It’s just like Easter. I hear that when the monks greeted you, you
exclaimed, “Long live Ivanov’s bell tower and, above it, the North Star.” Does that
mean Russia?

ANDRE (seriously and firmly): Yes.

MARYNA: So, why did the knight keep silent about Ukraine?

ANDRE: Let’s sidestep that!

MARYNA (coming up to him and looking deep into his eyes to see if he is joking): Sidestep
Ukraine?
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ANDRE: Watch out, step around the corpse. (Gently steers her away from STUPAL'S corpse.)
Don’t get dirty! (They both recognize STUPAL)

MARYNA: Papa! (Cannot believe he’s dead.) You ... (Realizing he is dead, she kneels and kisses
his outstretched hand.) You are a comedian, Father. (Lowers his hand and stammers
incoherently.) My Papa, with your scrappy mustache and grey tuft. of hair! Tocky-
tocky, tock, my Father!

Scene 12

The yellow-and-blue flag falls silently to the ground from Perotsky’s balcony. If it is not apparent
who took it down. The Imperial Russian tricolour appears in its place. It is not apparent who

hoisted it.

Act Six

Scene 1

The street where the Perotskys live is busy. A crowd gathers outside the house. Festive sounds of
greeting are being exchanged, mostly by ladies. Parasols are blooming. The solemn ringing of
church bells can be heard.

FIRST LADY: Varvara Mykhailivna, how are you, dear?

SECOND LADY: You should be greeting me with “Christ is Risen.”

FIRST LADY: Only now do I realize how glad He must have been when He rose from the dead,
the poor dear.

THE SECOND LADY’S HUSBAND (Zinka’s visitor): Still, Christ was tortured by people, not by

Bolshevik beasts.

FIRST LADY: Oh, don’t even talk about it! I feel as if I had spent these last three days in the
grave.

SECOND LADY: My dear, I felt I was a corpse, too!

THE FIRST LADY’S HUSBAND (also Zinka’s visitor): Yes, they drove us into the cellars. They
wanted to make corpses out of us and graves out of our houses. It’s very odd that
they are going to be tried like normal people.

SECOND LADY: Are they actually going to try them?

ZINKA’S VISITOR: Imagine, they intend to try them before they execute them.

PROFESSOR: Liberalism all over again! Reforms again!

Scene 2

OVRAM is carried in by four stretcher-bearers. Seeing the crowd, he shouts out orders:
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Keep in step, stretcher-bearers! I am being paraded. One-two! Left-right! Sing! If you don’t
want to sing, I will sing myself. (Sings a refrain from a well-known military song.) “Gg
to sleep, go to sleep, I'll sing a song for you.”*

OVRAM is carried into a room where the court awaits. The presiding judge is addressing the public,

JUDGE: Gentlemen, today we are trying a secret Chekist.”” While he tried us in cellars, mostly at
night, with no witnesses, we are bringing him out in daylight and in front of your eyes,
This is a public trial, a people’s trial. Moreover, while we are putting Bolshevism on
trial, we are giving it an opportunity to defend its bloody doctrines in public. Further-
more, we are offering to everyone in this hall an opportunity to speak for or against
this criminal. The statue of Themis, the symbol of justice that was buried by the Bol-
sheviks, is now restored to its position on this table. (To OVRAM) Accused, what is
your name?

OVRAM Ovram or Yakiv, it’s all the same. It’s not the name that you are going to execute.

JUDGE: What was your profession before you joined the Cheka?

OVRAM I crawled upon the earth on which you rode.

JUDGE: What did you do in the Cheka?

OVRAM Whatever you decide.”®

JUDGE: Call witness General Perotsky. (PEROTSKY stands up.) Your excellency, the floor is
yours.

PEROTSKY: It was through this very window that I saw the fellow with one eye and two others,
one wearing a Persian lambskin hat. This legless man stayed where the legless body lay
and pointed out where I live, and probably where Georges was hiding, too. Later, I
stood near another window and saw the man with one eye lead Georges away. Gentle-

' men, my boy was crying. He was trying to kiss the man’s hand, but was pushed away. |
could no longer be incognito. I shouted a command: Halt! Halt, you bastard! He
aimed his rifle at me. But he was stopped by the others, and they took me to Cheka
headquarters.

JUDGE: What did you see there?

PEROTSKY: It was a nightmare! At night a monk was put into my cell, and he prayed the whole
night. In Ukrainian! Imagine that, Gentlemen! I couldn’t sleep. It was this monk who
told me that a legless inquisitor hammers nails into epaulettes and is quite well paid
for it. In fact he is set for life.

JUDGE: Did you hammer nails into epaulettes?

OVRAM: What for? I'd rather hammer them into your heads.

PEROTSKY: He is set!

OVRAM: Exactly. I am so set, that soon I won’t be bothered by the fact that I am legless. I am
going to be carried by others until I die.

JUDGE: You informed on Georges. How did you do that?

ZINKA (popping out of the audience): I'll tell you! I can testify! May I? (Pointing to OVRAM) I'll
testify against him. So help me God! Just let me! (Before the court makes a decision,
she carries on.) God! To inform on Georges, that innocent angel, was a crime for

% Scene fragment moved to Appendix A6
%7 A member of the Cheka, the original name of the Soviet secret police.

2 Scene fragment moved to Appendix A7
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which no punishment suffices. How could he (pointing to OVRAM) do it? Georgie was
such a nice boy. He loved to eat chocolates, pray to God, and shoot pigeons. He even
loved me. Remember how he once fired at a pigeon from the roof during a demon-
stration? He missed the pigeon and accidentally hit a man. (Murmurs of approval in
the hall.) The little angel hit the pigeon. I know that for sure, just as I know who gave
him away...

JUDGE: Please come closer to the table.

7INKA: Georges came to me from the front, the dear boy. Gentlemen, he had killed a Bolshevik
and was being pursued. He begged me to tell the partisans he was my brother or even
my son. He mentioned his mommy. And prayed. So, I thought what if he was my
little brother, or even my child? My heart bled for him. I swear. He wanted a choco-
late, and then the partisan with one eye came in. He was searching for his excellency
the general and was very worried that he’d fled. Then I gave Georges some chocolate
and I said to the partisan: take his son instead. At first he did not believe that Georges
was the son.

JUDGE: Whose son?

7ZINKA: But I took out this note and read it to him. (Reading) “This receipt is issued to our
former chambermaid Zinaida” ... (after reading the whole note) “that I, at the bidding
of my father, General Perotsky”—

An uproar breaks out in the audience. The JUDGE tells a GUARD to take ZINKA out.

JUDGE (to OVRAM): You will be spared if you tell us which Bolsheviks are still in town. Will
you? (OVRAM remains silent.) No? Then take him out and shoot him!

On the stairs OVRAM suddenly stops his GUARDS.

OVRAM: Hold on! I want to say ... something. (The GUARDS stops.) But before I do I want to
smoke. For one cigarette, I'll tell you ... (He is given a cigarette. He lights it, inhales,
and puts on his cap.) Go on, carry me!

Act Seven

Scene 1

Again at the Perotskys. It’s night. LUKA is telephoning.

LUKA: Headquarters? I want to speak to the commander ... Comrade Hamar? This is Luka, the
leader of the avant-garde. The bandits have been crushed. The town is in our hands.
I've found some interesting documents. André Perotsky’s raid was supported, it
appears, by some local secret organization ... How many casualties? Quite a few ...
Yes, I hear you ... I understand.



172 Mykola Kulish

————

Scene 2

I come back from the battlefront. I go to see LUKA. 1 feel full of joy and exaltation. Indeed, it is
an emotional meeting.

LUKA: Hallo there!

I: How are you, brother?

LUKA: Now that victory is ours? Do you know who organized and led that raid? Perotsky! (The
candle jerks and items seem to be sliding.) We found a letter on the body of a dead
counter-revolutionary. Here it is. (Reading) “To the Zakrutenko brothers, Chornoiar
ranch, to Dmytro Kopytsia in Buhaivka. I am sending you Ensign Perotsky on the
orders of the Committee of the Golden Mace. Assist him immediately to gather part-
isan armed and mounted detachments.” It is signed by a “Member of the committee,
Gull.” Now we know why there were so many casualties.”? Well, are you coming?

I: I? No! I mean yes, I'm going. I'll go-

LUKA: To your place?

I: Yes, to my place.

Scene 3

I walk up the staircase unconsciously and mechanically: Where to? Of course! I must go to my
place. Yes. I'll go alone to my place and question my own soul about all of this. I have to have a
talk with myself. Yes! There has to be another talk with myself about death. But first, about
treason. 1 stand there. 1 go over Luka’s information and 1 recall the details of my treason. Sud-
denly 1 realize that 1 am outside Stupai’s door. It is half-closed. 1 hear snoring. 1 peek in. A
hoarse voice asks “Who is it?”

I: Could you tell me, please, if the Stupai-Stupanenkos used to live here.
VOICE: The young lady? She’s been moved to the basement. This is Signals headquarters now.

Scene 4

At last, my friends, the finale. 1 am outside the door in the basement. 1 listen. My sense of
hearing is so acute now that 1 can hear time and the stars in outer space. 1 hear a drop of water
falling behind the door in the basement. But I cannot hear HER. Is SHE asleep? I knock. The door
opens. A candle.

SHE: You?

LL

SHE: By the knocking I could tell it was someone different, someone who was not like (pointing
upstairs) them, someone quiet, someone very close.

I: Yes, this someone has come. Someone who, alas, is not like them, but also not one of you,
nor is he himself now.

¥ Scene fragment moved to Appendix A8
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sHE: A dear poet with an open heart has come. I'm so happy. I was waiting for you! Forgive
me for not coming out to meet you, for not opening the door (pointing upstairs) into
my own land. But, you see, it is not my fault. They took my country away from me.

- It doesn’t matter. You and I will soon reach a land of our own.

sHE: You must be hinting at your poet’s attic? (Raises her left eyebrow.) Thank you. But right
here, (with a sweep of her arm) while I was waiting for you, I grew a garden of love.
Can you see it? Here are the marble steps. Beautiful, aren’t they? There (pointing to
the water leaking) is a combination fountain and water clock. When you spend a
night here, you will feel like you’ve heard the drumbeat of eternity.

: They say that a worker recently lived here with his wife. He was at the front, and she waited
for him, counting drops day and night.

sHE (nervously): Yes, yes. Here (pointing to a small bench) is a garden bench. (A flicker of
humour.) Especially reserved for poets. Sit down, my dear guest! You must be tired.
No? Then how should I receive you? I would play for you if they hadn’t separated me
from my piano. What good is it to them? Who among them can play? Tell me, who
will play the piano?

1: Don’t worry about them! They’ll play!

sHE: Will they play the Pathétique?

I: First of all.

sHE: You think so? (With sadness) How I would like to play it now! The sonata about the
young man racing on a horse through the steppes and, asking the winds where to go.
Do you remember Easter night? (Pretends she is playing on a keyboard.) 1 was writing
a letter to you then. Do you want me to show it to you? I saved it! How long I have
waited for you! (Her left hand as if playing on a keyboard, her right hand as if writing)
I saw you in my dreams. Somewhere in the distant azure ages, I kept flying and
waiting for you.

[ begin to hear music (Rondo). What is this? A nervous breakdown? Hallucination? Hypnosis? I
must bring this to an end! High time!

I: Tell me, did you fly like a gull even then?

SHE (her hands drop and she shrinks like a little girl who has been caught and does not know
what to say): No! No! I just flew...

I: Like a gnat?

SHE (straightening up, feeling instinctively that she has appeared weak): No! No! (Then, quite
emphatically) Yes! I flew like a gull. (Conquering her indecision incisively) Tell me,
have you come to sing praises to the gull or to take her away?

I: I came to ask her. Simply, without any allegories! Tell me, would you go with me upstairs
right now, so that we both, together, could tell them about everything?

SHE: About what?

I: About what? For instance, about the legless worker who lived in the basement, the poet who
lived in the attic, and a girl who lived for music, and that music inspired the poet’s
dreams. The worker had a water clock. The clock counted down until the start of the
Revolution. The girl deceived the poet, began to play with a Golden Mace. About
how, with the poet’s help, she brought in the revolutionaries, how they took away the
legless man and killed him? I'm going to tell them that I am a traitor, and you will tell
them that you are the Gull. '
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SHE: You mean ... they don’t know yet?

I: If they knew, we wouldn’t have to go there. They would have come to fetch us long ago and
reminded us that the only true fighter for ideals and whose ideals will be victorious, is
the one who is ready to die for his ideals on the scaffold and declare them in the face
of death. Would you do that?*

SHE (defiantly): T'll tell them myself! I'll tell them that I am the Gull. I'll say: I am the Gull that
flew over Zhovti Vody, that followed the trade routes of Ukraine each summer (more
quietly) and still lives in every Cossack heart. I'll tell them that.*

LUKA, who was standing on the other side of the he door while SHE utters her last words, opens
the door, and gestures to the RED GUARDS to take MARYNA away.

Translated by George S. N. Luckyj and Moira Luckyj

% Scene fragment moved to Appendix A9
3! Alternative finale in Appendix A10
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Appendix Al
(Variants in the published texts of the play)

Act One

Scene 7

HAMAR: They can put up as many gallows and crosses as they want.

NASTIA (listening): They are singing Our Father.

HAMAR: Let them hold liturgies and sing Our Father! The world, my friends, will be ours! We
shall make triumphal arches out of the gallows. We’ll tear down the crosses, bury
them in the old cemeteries along with capitalism, and march forward at the dawn of
socialism! (To ME) You must go to Revolutionary Headquarters. Tell them that we
are starting ... (Fixes his cap more firmly on his head.) The world will be ours! Give
them our greetings! (To LUKA) You have to show the partisans the way during the

- battle. Well ... (Hesitates whether to say goodbye.)

NASTIA: Perhaps we should all sit down? .

oVRAM: I'd like to be able to stand up. Well, give my greetings to all my comrades from the
factory. To the whole proletariat! (Through tears) But take care of your legs, Brothers!
Your legs! (Calming down) But then, (smiling) the main thing is not to lose your
head, never mind your legs. (Noticing that LUKA’S shoes have fallen apart) Nastia,
give him my boots. Let them, at least, take part in an attack against the real enemy.

Going behind the stove so no one can see, NASTIA takes off the boots, which she has been wear-
ing, comes back, and gives them to LUKA.

LUKA (taking them): I'll change on the way.

We silently climb the steps. At the door we are met by the wind. The moon is rising. Before
parting, LUKA and I romantically shake hands.

[ (passionately): The world will be ours, Luka!

LUKA: It certainly will! (Saying to himself after 1 leave) Should I take these boots or not? It’s
true there will be puddles on the way, but then Nastia won’t have any boots. And
someone will pull them off me if I am killed. Let them stay. (Puts them by the door
and runs off.)

NASTIA (after a pause): They’ve gone. Will they come back before dawn, Ovram?

OVRAM is silent. Drops of water keep falling.
NASTIA (out of habit, mechanically): One. Two. Three.
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Appendix A2
Act One

Scene 14

OVRAM crawls out of the basement. The partisans recoil in surprise. They look at each other.

SAILOR (in a bad mood, to OVRAM): Are those legs perhaps yours, mate?

OVRAM: Mine are in the ground. Imperialism has buried them.

SAILOR: And those, I guess, were half-buried by the bourgeoisie.

OVRAM: Yes!

SAILOR: So there is no difference between them.

OVRAM (crawling up to the legs and inspecting the remaining boot): They differ only by one
size. (Lowers his head and remains that way.)

SAILOR (after a pause, shaking his rifle): Show no mercy! Drive the bourgeoisie into the grave!

The three partisans rush up the stairs.

Appendix A3

Act Five

Scene 1

LUKA: How are you, Comrade Zinka?

ZINKA: You should give me some work to do.

LUKA: We shall! Now there’ll be plenty of work. There was none during the first stage of the
Revolution, when fighting and destruction were going on. But during the next stage
there’ll be work. For example, now that we’re building a new way of life I think we'll
start thinking of love. For love is not a diversion or a dream, as it was with Ilko, buta
function. (Flexes his bicep.) A function! (Releases his arm.) That reminds me! One
meeting of the Revolutionary Committee is about to start, and I have to report there
about the new functions of my sub sections.
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Appendix A4

Act Five

Scene 6

A VOICE IN THE DOORWAY: Can you tell us, please, where the Bolshevik movement is?

OVRAM (to someone on the phone): Here. What is your business?

VOICES (thinking that he is answering them, loudly): What business? We walk upon the solil,
but we don’t own any.

OVRAM’S VOICE: I'm connecting you!

LUKA (shouting toward the door): All those without any land step forward! (To ME) Write this
down: “Second: Organize the poor peasants. Tell the rich peasants that their houses
and land won’t be theirs much longer. “Third” ... (To the WORKER) Pops! Not like
that and not there. The line’s crooked! (To ME) “Third: On the other side of the
Dnipro there are peat deposits” ... Who's snoring over there?

vOICES: Comrade, wake up! You'll sleep through the Revolution.

LUKA (standing on the table): Comrades! The Revolutionary Committee is not a bedroom. It
isn’t even a railway station where you can doze. It’s a locomotive! Remember that!
And when we...

NEW VOICES FROM THE DOOR: Comrade Luka! We’ve confiscated some arms. Seven rifles and
three pistols. What should we do with them?

LUKA: Take them to the military commissariat!

A VOICE: We've dug up some rugs and clothes.

LUKA: Take them to the supply section!

VOICE: Ten corsets.

LUKA: Bury them! (To ME) You should take a look at the schools and see which of them need
repairs. (To the WORKER) No, that’s not the way to do it, pops. Let me do it. (Climbs
up the ladder and expertly hooks up the phone line.)

OVRAM'’S VOICE: Switchboard! What? What cavalry? You must be dreaming. It’s probably not
horses but fleas jumping over you.

LUKA (climbing down, to ME): Secondly: we need to print Ukrainian primers. We'll start with
that. (Notes something down.) Who’s come for land? (To ME) As for the teachers—
(To those at the door) Come up! (Continues writing while looking at his watch.)

OVRAM (in an alarmed voice): They have insignia? One moment! I'll connect you.

LUKA (to ME): We must find out how many teachers know Ukrainian. (To the lineup) Who’s
first?
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Appendix A5

Act Five

Scene 6

LUKA: Where are the arms you dug up?

VOICE: They're still here.

LUKA: Bring them to me. (Climbs onto the table and addresses everyone.) Comrades! As you
have heard, the first to stand in line is the bourgeoisie? It has forced its way to the
front of the line. What does it want? To block your road to socialism once again,
Those who want to protect their place in line for land, grain, machines, primers, and
culture must first line up for arms! We must fight! Who's first?

Someone comes up. 1 try to stand second in line, but someone in a overcoat pushes me aside, as
do others. At last, sixth in line, 1 grab a rifle. Some men line up unwillingly and others flee,
either openly or furtively.

LUKA: Fall in!
We fall in.

OVRAM: Those who have legs, fall in! Those who don’t have to crawl.

LUKA: What’s wrong with the telephone?

OVRAM: It’s not working.

LUKA: That means someone’s cut it off. Comrades! We must be vigilant! We must wage war on
all fronts! Our class enemies are everywhere! Our goal is socialism! Remember that!
Quick march with a revolutionary step!

We follow LUKA downstairs into the street

Appendix A6

Act Six

Scene 2

VOICES: What cynicism! What effrontery!

OVRAM: Now carry me to the throne!

VOICES: How dare he! Shut his mouth! (A lady tries to poke him in the eyes with her parasol,
but misses.)
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ovRaM: What a flirt! (A second lady tries to poke him.) Get away, you black crows! I'm not
dead yet! Put your umbrellas away. They won’t shield you from the storm of the
Revolution!

Appendix A7

Act Six

Scene 2

juDGE: How old are you?

ovRAM: Forty. How old I'll be when I die both you and I know.

JUDGE: Are you a Bolshevik?

ovRAM: Half of me is.

JUDGE: Meaning what? (OVRAM points to himself.) The legs don’t matter. You are a Bolshevik.
Now tell us, why didn’t you retreat with the Bolsheviks, but remained behind?

OVRAM: If my legs don’t matter, then your question doesn’t matter either.

JUDGE: You want to blame your legs?

OVRAM: What for, if your heads are not to blame?

JUDGE: We are to blame?

OVRAM: If you hadn’t started the war, I would still have my legs and would have retreated with
the Bolsheviks.

VOICES: What effrontery! What cynicism! Enough! To the gallows with him! Death to the
Bolshevik!

JUDGE: But we know that you were left here for a purpose, to spy on us. What do you say to
that?

OVRAM: What other work can I find while you’re in power? I'm not going to be a hangman or
hang myself!

JUDGE: But you wouldn’t mind if we are hanged.

Appendix A8

Act Seven

Scene 2

LUKA [after saying “Now we know why there were so many casualties.”]: Did you know that
your neighbour Zinka was tortured to death and Ovram was executed outside town,
near a garbage dump? They say he ...
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Something soundless and dark is floating toward ME. The candle is flickering. It seems as if
LUKA’S voice is far away and he is reading a death warrant to ME and | am half-dead.

I: Luka! Wait! (I grab him.)

LUKA: What?

I: The candle isn’t steady.

LUKA: The candle?

I: Is it almost out?

LUKA: They say that he said “Thank you for the funeral. I would give you a tip, but I have ng
money. Don’t be upset—the proletarian class will repay you.” And Nastia lost her
mind when she heard the news. Well, are you coming?

I: I? No! I mean, yes, I'm going. I'll go ...

LUKA: To your place?

I: Yes, to my place ...

Appendix A9

Act Seven

Scene 4

SHE (shrinking again like a little girl, her trembling hands clutching her apron): I?

I: Legless Ovram carried his ideals all the way to the garbage pit and threw them into the face
of death. So did Zinka. Would you be able to carry them at least to the registration
table upstairs? Will you tell them?

SHE (removing her hands from the apron): Yes, I'll tell them! (Clutching at the apron again) I'll
tell you. It would be better if I told you.

I: Then I will have to tell them for you. Will you let me do this?

SHE (under control): If you do that, your punishment will be reduced. Right?

I: That isn’t the point! Right after I had helped to liberate André I walked all night through the
steppes. That was when I first talked to myself about treason and death. I concluded
that it wouldn’t be enough of a punishment if I killed myself. It would have to be
whatever Luka, society, and the working class gave me. I decided to go and tell them.
But I didn’t go because in my heart I still carried your darling image because I didn’t
know then that in the bright warmth of your eyes you hid the black cold of con-
spiracy.
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Appendix A10

Act Seven

Scene 4

SHE (again like a little girl): Perhaps I should change before I go?

I Better go as you are.

sHE: Like this? No, I'd better change. I'll just be a moment. Tell me what I should put on.

I You should wear sincerity and bravery.

sHE (not understanding): I should? ... Then I'll just be a moment ... Wait up! ... (Finally
understanding) Oh, that’s what you meant!

I: Let’s go!

sHE: Let’s. (Follows behind ME.) You see, I was in love with you and still am. Not because of
some agenda, but with all my heart. (Stops on the threshold.) Perhaps we shouldn’t
go. Instead, better let’s go away from here, far away, and let’s give up everything,
everything except life. Darling, let’s go and live simply somewhere. Okay? In a house
with a well outside and a field of rye. I would come out carrying empty pails, not
having slept because I didn’t want to, and you would be at the well. I would take you
into the rye field. (Moves with her hands as if spreading apart the rye and taking me
into the field.) Cornflowers and a broad white birch dot the field. Can you see? God!
Can you smell the scent of love?

| (walking up the stairs, grumbling): All you’re doing is retelling old sentimental songs.

SHE (behind me): You see, I hid my first love, and now it is wailing. Wait a moment, I'll put it
to sleep. Quiet, my love. I'll buy you a Ukrainian reed-pipe and I'll sing to you:

Rockabye, baby,

Silken strands,

Golden reeds,

Silver bells,

You’re safe in your cradle,
Sleep well, my child!

(I take her by the hand.) Where are you taking me? To the torturers? No, let me go, darling! I
cannot.

I (letting go of her hand, trying to persuade myself more rather than her): You see, someone else
lived here, and she ... she also prayed: my darling, my love ... She truly suffered
tortures. Luka says that she ...

SHE: Who will tell my mother how I went to church for the Passion, how I carried a candle
home (pretending to carry a candle), and you, my darling wind (shielding her
imaginary candle from me and going down) want to blow out the candle of my life.

I (feeling that in a moment 1 will give in to her): Luka! (I shout.) Luka! (Seeing LUKA on the
stairs, 1 feel my determination grow. 1 seize her hand and take her upstairs to LUKA.)

Here is my dream: she’s the Gull, Luka!
SHE: No!
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I: Yes! Do you remember the first uprising? The wind, the moon? Then Ensign Perotsky fe]|
into Comrade Fate’s hands. Fate didn’t know who he was, although he felt instinctive.
ly he was an enemy and wanted to do away with him. But I intervened. I had been sept
by Hamar, but on the way she saw me on the stairs and asked me to save Perotsky,
And I saved him. What else could I do? She was my dream, and for nearly two years |
galloped toward her on my dream horse although she lived a few yards away from me,
Then she asked me to save the man who was my rival. How could I not show kindnesg
and true love? I had been detached from the masses, lost somewhere in the attic
between heaven and earth. I had lofty thoughts in the cobweb of my dreams, that my
mission was to be the link between heaven and earth, between the ideal and the mob,
between the nation and its future! I was a typical whimsical dreamer. The result yoy
know: the raid, ruin, and the death of our comrades—a dead interval in the revoly-
tionary struggle. I am the author of that interval, Luka!

LUKA: Tell me one thing: did you know that she was the Gull?

I: No!

SHE: He did know ... I told him.

LUKA (turning to ME after signalling to the Red GUARDS to take MARYNA away and waiting
until they have escorted HER away): Tell me as a friend, Ilko, did you know?

I: No, I didn’t. But I knew who Perotsky was.

LUKA (deep in thought, speaking more to himself): Well, the raid would have taken place
without Perotsky. But you freed Perotsky, and that is treason.

I: Yes, I admit it’s treason, Luka! As long as I live and wherever I go, its shadow will hound me,

LUKA: True, it was not intentional. It’s good it already happened, because ... it was unavoid-
able, the result of your attic dreams. (Turning to ME) You must learn a lesson from it,
for many temptations, vacillations, and betrayals still await us on our campaign to
our distant goal. Now go. I'll lock you up, and tomorrow you’ll face the
Revolutionary Tribunal. You must be tried. But I am your friend. You probably
haven’t eaten yet today. I'll bring you something. (Takes ME into Perotsky’s room. We
shake hands. LUKA leaves and locks the door. 1 hear his sincere, comradely, moving
words.) Good night, Ilko!

I: No! Good morning, Luka! See, the sun’s rising.

I feel relieved. The window is like a fiery banner. 1 feel an extraordinary exaltation. I can hear
the whole world playing a symphony pathétique, first on helicons, baritones, and trombones,
then on clarinets, flutes, and violins. 1 know that at this moment LUKA is looking through the
window too and hearing this symphony.
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Appendix B
Variants of Sonata Pathétique

Because of Soviet censorship, Mykola Kulish wrote numerous variants of Sonata Pathétique in
the hope that one of of them could be staged in Soviet Ukraine or in Russian translation in Rus-
sia. But his play was not allowed to be staged or published during his lifetime. Its first two edi-
tions, based on Kulish’s original text, appeared outside the USSR, in 1943 and 1955. In Ukraine
the play was not published until 1968, in a later version. The main difference among the several
existing variants is in the play’s ending.

The following excerpt highlights both Maryna’s and Ilko’s split desires (the split “I”). While
they dream of personal love and happiness, their diverse partisan political obligations makes
them act against their own values or “in bad faith” (to use existentialist terminology). This, in
turn, leads to a split in their respective personalities. Kulish shows this by using an approach
that allows one part of a person to observe his or her other part, in a manner quite similar to
Viktor Shklovsky’s ostranenie (defamiliarization) technique and Bertolt Brecht’s Verfrem-
dungseffekt (“defamiliarization effect”).”

In 1931 Kulish sent the following variant to his Russian translator, Pavel Zenkevich. The
original text is preserved in the archive (fond 148-61, pp. 54-61) of the Institute of Literature of
the National Academy of Sciences of Ukraine in Kyiv. It was first published in the parallel
Ukrainian-language volume to this anthology, Antolohiia modernoi ukrainskoi dramy (1998),
pp. 528-32. In this later variant of the play, Ilko kills Maryna.

Act Seven

And finally, my friends, the finale. It is night. The Revolutionary Committee is meeting again at
the Perotsky residence. I'm going to see Luka. He is still in the hall. He is alone. He is on duty ...

%%

Kulish’s note

This scene will be completed later. Its summary is as follows. After realizing his crime, resulting
from his previous mistaken ideological way of thinking and Maryna’s role in this thinking, as
well as the crime and the events that followed (the Perotsky episode, the death of Ovram, Zinka,
and others), Ilko is still not convinced of his inner rebirth, and that is why he wants to test
himself. He wants to do this by meeting with Maryna face to face, because he has begun
suspecting that for him Maryna (her image) is not just a lover’s desire or dream, but perhaps
also that she represents a concept of certain ideas that are inimical to the Revolution. So he
comes at night to Luka asking to see Maryna (who, once her identity has been revealed, has been
arrested and, as Luka says, will be sentenced to death). Ilko wants to test his new feelings for her,
armed with the new ideology (with the hidden thought of seeing whether he could kill her and

" For a discussion of this topic, see Larysa M. L. Zales'’ka Onyshkevych, “Kulish i Brekht - samosposterezhennia heroia
la samosposterezhennia aktora,” Suchasnist’, 1992, no. 1: 131-35.
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whether he will kill her). Luka gives permission for such a meeting (although he is personally
against it).

Scene 2

There is a GUARD at the door of the basement apartment. I hand him Luka’s note. The GUARD
gives ME the key and goes away. For a minute 1 stand there and listen. My sense of hearing is so
clear and acute that 1 can hear and do hear how time and stars flow in outer space. 1 hear g
drop of water dripping loudly in the basement. But I cannot hear HER. Is SHE asleep? A thought
strikes me: to knock. But is this not a superfluous politeness? After all, 1 am in a completely
different role now. I hold the key to the door and to life. I unlock the door and, for some reason,
try to do so as quietly as possible, but the key seems to overturn the world and keeps thundering
and thundering. 1 enter. A candle.

SHE: You?

L L

SHE: You have entered without asking permission—that is a privilege of old beggars, lovers,
and, it seems, also executioners. I've waited for him, but you’ve come instead. But I
have waited for you too. I never stopped. Only it was not from this side and not from
this door. I've waited for you over there, near the little window. Near the azure
window of eternity. I've looked out to see whether you were galloping here on a
horse... And finally you’ve come.

I: I have come.

SHE: Thank you. Forgive me for not coming out to meet you, for not opening the door, that
beautiful little door to my land, to my land of eternal love. But, as you can see, it is
not my fault: the door was locked and I don’t have the keys. That’s the way it is. Enter
into this land. While waiting for you, I have grown an entire garden of love. Come in!
(I keep standing. Not a move. 1 keep thinking: is she just performing, pretending all of
this, or is she sincere?) Why are you standing at the threshold? Why don’t you speak?
Don’t you want to? Can’t you? I've waited for you. I've waited for you for such a long
time. (Comes up to ME and, as if taking ME by the hand, leads ME in her imagination
after HER.) Please enter, enter into the garden of my love. Look—it’s in bloom. For
you. You think these are just hallucinations? Oh, no! Here are the marble steps.
Aren’t they wonderful? When the azure moon is shining, they are so beautiful. I've
stood on them waiting for you. Oh, how long I've waited for you! Do you know how
long? For centuries. Don’t be surprised—we all live in terms of centuries, because we
precede ideas. You are the one who believed in Petrarch and eternal love, aren’t you?

1: Everything flows along, everything passes by, and nothing remains the same.

SHE (without turning around, speaking to me, my imaginary double): I see! Yesterday you
believed in Petrarch, today in Heraclitus, and tomorrow?

I: Tomorrow, it will be in socialism. The next great epoch.

SHE: Oh, dear, I forgot you are a materialist now. Forgive me! Nevertheless, let’s say we are
material parts, but we have grown with material roots for centuries and we live by
means of centuries. I've waited for you for such a long time. I don’t know whether it
was in my dreams or whether it was a reality once, but I've waited for you and looked
for you when you galloped past me through the entire Cossack age while looking for
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me. It was windy, and the steppe was still covered in tall grasses. Remember? I used to
fly over Zhovti Vody and look out for you in the Crimea while you wandered the
beaten trade routes (which are now broken up) as a salt trader, and I travelled as part
of your dream over the ponds in the steppe, where there are reeds and white swans
swim on the evening waters. Come now into the garden of my love. Enter! See how it
blooms? It is entirely at your service. See, here (gesturing toward the drops and the little
stream) is a fountain and a water clock, all in one. Here eternity keeps time—it is the
music of life and death. It is here, you see, that my flowerbed of hopes has already lost
its petals, just like a poppy. And here is an azure window. And here (gesturing) is our
nuptial bed ... The bed of eternal love. Sit down for a moment, you're tired, my
darling. (SHE seems to be sitting ME down. SHE looks into my eyes, the imaginary ME.
SHE is very beautiful. My heart is trembling.) I can see by your eyes how tired you are.
You are looking at him (pointing to ME), at your double. What is he guarding? Let
him guard. That is why he has weapons, isn’t it? Right? ... Would you like me to play
for you?

(SHE sits down, facing the wall as if at a piano, and begins playing. 1 have never seen her play.
She is even more beautiful because of these musical movements of hers. SHE plays with all her
youthful, beautiful body. How touchingly girlish are her elbows! 1 can really hear music. But
what kind? Even better than the music 1'd heard before. My heart is pounding from over-
exertion. SHE bends down, her head touching her hands, as if on a keyboard. Then SHE turns to
ME, the imaginary ME. SHE has tears in her eyes.)

Darling, why don’t you ask your double why he has put me in this dark basement?
Why has he chased his dream down from its mountain peak and locked it up? Take
me there! I want to live there again! I want to live! (SHE is glowing from love and
desire as SHE walks past ME, as if my double is actually leading her. SHE goes up the
stairs. SHE actually does. SHE is at the door.)

I: Halt! (I overtake HER and block her way to the higher steps. I recall a dream.)

SHE: Don’t be afraid! I will not run away. And could I actually I run away from you? From you?

: But I will not let you go up there.

SHE: Why not?

I: You know why.

SHE: Is it because you have a gun?

: Because this is where feelings end. Although you’ve lived through the centuries, and let’s say
you've even walked in mine, now you won’t be allowed to go any higher, you, my
former dream and love. Yes, I bounded through the entire Cossack age searching for
you; as a salt trader I went to tranquil ponds where reeds grow; I galloped and dashed
on wild dream-horses through the steppes until I saw that there is nothing eternal
and that I’'m galloping while seated on a hobbyhorse.

SHE: Motion is eternal, and that is beautiful! Why have you stopped? Go on! Go forward!

I: This very movement of mine was a backward one. Yes. I have lived through the centuries,
but I also lived in the past. Now I want to live in today’s world! I bless the coming

future day and I am changing horses!
SHE: To which one?
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I: To which one? At the dawn of the new day it is the Revolution that waters the horses. The
Revolution has many of them.*

SHE (imagining): At the dawn of the new day it is the Revolution that waters the horses, i
waters the horses from a Ukrainian well. At dawn. (SHE is illumined by a new ideq.)
Near the well is a bivouac, and then there are rye fields. My rye. And there I walk,
sleepless from desire—a girl who has gone with pails to get water—and I’'m waterin
your horse. From the window an old woman in a black cap is looking out—[she is]
separation. She will come out and stand between us. Darling, let’s hurry! My love s
like a ripe berry ready to fall from the slightest breeze. Pluck it. Don’t be afraid! Let
your double stand a while there near the well and guard us ... from separation. And
the rye fields, oh, what rye! You can smell it! (SHE moves her arms as if actually
parting the rye and goes up the stairs to the door of her apartment. SHE is leading the
imaginary ME.) Look—cornflowers and a small birch tree. My love! Until dawn there
are battles, after daybreak there is death, and beyond the rye there is separation.”

1 (having taken hold of myself—it’s a wonder where I get the strength): All this comes from old
songs, parodied with sentimentality.

SHE: It’s the soul crying out, it’s the body roaring! I rock and rock my hungry love, I rock it
day and night while it wails—my first love. Go on, take a Ukrainian reed pipe and
play! (To the imaginary ME) Do you want a son? I do! God, how I do! (Bending down
toward the stair rails, as if to a cradle, and, saying “I am a mother, a suffering mother,”
SHE sings.)

Lulla, lulla, lulla,

in a painted cradle

with silken beads,

golden rails,

and silver bells,

Fall asleep, my little child.

Sleep until your father returns! He’ll turn the land of sorrow into joy, or something. And
then the knotgrass and thistles ...

I: Old songs parodied with sentimentality and fervour. Enough of that! These images are
already dead. This is mould and not growth, a museum and not life. And you don't
need a son. And don’t rock him (that’s what medicine says!). You’ll poison his blood.
You'll raise somebody again who will just stroll about and transport dreams on a
hobbyhorse into the past.

SHE (straightening fully): No! He is not going to be like that! I'll nurse him with my own milk!
A new kind of milk!

I: What kind?

SHE: Not the milk of Russian culture with which you were fed—this mixture of Byzantium and
Saint Vasilii the Blessed [of Moscow] ...

I: And a mixture Bismarck and Saint Matrona. Or perhaps with milk from Spengler’s factory?

SHE: Or the milk of dictatorship?

I: Yes.

% In Ukrainian folklore, a girl watering man's horse symbolizes her sexual submission. When Kulish's text describes
the Revolution watering many horses, it implies that the Revolution is a prostitute, with no ethics or loyalty.

* The cry of the Bacchantes.
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sHE: Which contains more blood than milk.

i Which comes from young and new blood.

SHE: And isn’t this why you came, to take it from me?

- If only for research and the study of national bacteria.

SHE (after a pause): What sorrow! Instead of the road to love, there is night and the road to
death. What passion, indeed. Now I can barely hold the candle of light in my hands.
Who will tell my old mother, who awaits me in her dark, little house, how I went to
church, how I stood during the Stations of the Cross, how I carried my candle home
(walking up the steps as if really carrying a candle) while the wind, that wind (shielding
the candle from ME with her palm) blew—foo-foo—and blew out the candle of my life
and its own idea. It became dark. (SHE almost reaches my door. Again 1 block her way.
With determination.) So, what now! Go ahead and shoot, my darling. Oh, wind! My
dear wind ... (Then suddenly, with scorn) Oh, do forgive me, I am joking.

I: I'm not joking.

sHE: You do not joke. You are not joking now. So now tell me, who are you? To what nation
do you belong? Where is your nation?

1 My nation is now where the class is. Where the oppressed class is—that is where my nation
will be.

sHE: You need to understand that we have not lived a national life, we have not breathed yet,
we have not created yet, we don’t know yet who we are and where our own path lies
in history, yet you are proposing that we renounce our own selves for the sake of
socialist experiments and serve only as material for laboratory study. What tragedy!

: In this tragedy you play the role of the nation beautifully, but you are not the nation. You
are only that part of it that moves westward with the evening’s shadows.

SHE: And rises over there (pointing to the east, which is azure in the window) with the
morning’s shadows.

I: You are mistaken. That is where our vanguard patrols of the Revolution go. One can see the
stormy horizons, the reflection of lightning on their backs. Today Ukraine is not a
stage, but a military staging area ...

SHE: A Russian bivouac.

I: A staging area for the great battle of ideas ...

SHE: A prison where you are the executioner of the national idea.

I: And where my executioner will be the national idea.

SHE: But I believe in it ...

I: In the international ...

SHE: As in God!

I: In the social axiom!

SHE: That’s my soul!

I: My consciousness!

SHE: And you cannot kill it. (Passionately) I will live among the reeds, among the willow twigs!
A shepherd shall make a reed pipe, and at dawn through that pipe I, your national,
unconquerable idea, shall sing.

[ shoot. My ears ring. SHE slides down the stairs. SHE is dead. Somewhere someone is playing a
reed pipe. Somewhere down below. Then 1 go upstairs to the attic. The little window looks like a
ﬁery, square banner. I am overcome by extraordinary elation. 1 take the helicon. I am not play-
ing, I don’t know how to play yet, but nevertheless it seems like the whole world is beginning to
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———

play, at first on the helicons, baritones, and trombones of the pathetic symphony, then moving

on to the clarinets, flutes, and violins.
%%%

Kulish’s note
There is another variant ending. After MARYNA says “foo-foo—and blew out the candle of my
life and its own idea. It became dark” she starts running, trying to escape.

I: Stop! (Taking out my revolver) Stop! (I aim but can’t keep the revolver still.) Luka! (Shouting)
Luka! (I shoot. SHE falls. Yes. I've killed her. I go up to LUKA’S.) It’s me, and that
(pointing) was my dream, the Gull. Luka! ...

Translated by Larissa M. L. Zaleska Onyshkevych



Volodymyr Vynnychenko

One of the most prolific and controversial Ukrainian writers and politicians of the twentieth
century, Volodymyr Vynnychenko was born in Velykyi Kut, a village near present-day Kiro-
vohrad, in 1880. He died in Mougins, France, in 1951.

Vynnychenko became a revolutionary soon after entering Kyiv University in 1901. As a
member of the Revolutionary Ukrainian Party and then the Ukrainian Social Democratic
Workers’ Party (USDRP), he was imprisoned several times by the tsarist regime. During the
1917-19 struggle for Ukrainian independence, he was at the forefront of the Ukrainian gov-
ernment, serving as its secretary-general and deputy chairman of the Ukrainian Central Rada
(1917) and first chairman of the Directory of the Ukrainian National Republic (1918-19). From
1919 he lived as an émigré in Vienna and Prague, and in 1924 he settled in France.

Vynnychenko’s literary career began at the age of twenty-two with the publication of the
first of his many short stories. His oeuvre also consists of eleven novels, twenty-three plays,
three volumes of memoirs, political articles and pamphlets, and a treatise expounding his phi-
losophy of “concordism.” He served as the editor of the USDRP newspapers Borot'ba and Ro-
bitnycha hazeta (1917) and the émigré journals Nova doba (1920-21) and Nova Ukraina
(1923-24).

In his literary works Vynnychenko portrays the life of various classes in Ukrainian society,
especially the working class. He often presents situations and problems in the manner of psy-
chological case studies. In many works he stresses the freedom of choice and living one’s life
according to one’s own morality. These works, particularly his first play Dysharmoniia (Dis-
harmony, 1906), exhibit basic elements of existentialism. Vynnychenko’s characters struggle
to achieve harmony between their values and beliefs and the needs of the community; this
struggle is fully presented in his novel Chesnist’ z soboiu (Honesty with Oneself, 1906). In his
plays Vynnychenko portrays various individuals’ strivings for meaning, values, and the fulfil-
ment of their dreams. His Ukrainian, Jewish, and Russian characters’ search for self-
expression is often linked to the goals of social liberation and depicted in the context of politi-
cal conflicts in tsarist-ruled society.

Vynnychenko presents the personal values and choices of his protagonists boldly, often
naturalistically. Some of his contemporaries, both readers and critics, vehemently disapproved
of his style and subject matter. Nonetheless his work enjoyed great popularity in Ukraine and
beyond, and appeared in several editions. They were also translated into French, German,
Polish, Dutch, Russian, Norwegian, Spanish, Hebrew, Bulgarian, Italian, Tatar, and English.
His plays were staged in Ukraine and abroad. Brekhnia (Falsehood, 1910) for example, was
performed in Italy over two hundred times and ran in Berlin for two months in the 1920s, and
in 1922 his play Chorna Pantera i Bilyi Vedmid' (Black Panther and White Bear, 1911) was
made into a film in Germany called Die schwarze Panterin.

The stories, novels, and plays Vynnychenko wrote as an émigré deal primarily with univer-
sal, quite often utopian ideas and issues, such as world peace, international political and eco-
nomic co-operation, workers’ strikes, terrorism, and Oriental religions. He also wrote the first
Ukrainian utopian novel, Soniashna mashyna (The Solar Machine, 1928). His novel Nova
zapovid' (A New Commandment), which he completed in 1932, was published in French
translation in 1949 and in Ukrainian in 1950. In it Vynnychenko’s message of peace is com-
bined with his ideas of “collectocracy,” that is, joint projects by capitalists and workers, espe-
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cially in running industry. The French edition brought him several awards and was the subject
of impassioned public literary debates in Paris.

Owing to their tremendous popularity, Vynnychenko’s literary works were published in
Soviet Ukraine until the early 1930s despite his vocal criticism of the Soviet regime. Thereafter
his writings were banned in the USSR until the late 1980s. When Vynnychenko died, he left
behind unpublished diaries, novels, and plays, several of which were later published in the
United States and Canada. Vynnychenko’s valuable personal papers are preserved in New
York City.
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Le Menzogne. Rome: Noil e il mondo, 1926.
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The Ethics of Choice

Vynnychenko wrote the play Prorok (The Prophet) in 1929, although it was not published
until 1960. Along with his novel Soniashna mashyna (The Solar Machine, 1928), it best repre-
sents the author’s ability to sense the coming of certain trends in Western society. The play
may also be considered as a further development of Vynnychenko’s ideas about the role of the
individual in terms of his social responsibility to his community. The author has a keen under-
standing of popular causes and the mass appeal of specific ideas and charismatic individuals,
The Prophet, like most of his plays, is a thesis work: it utilizes his prediction and the theme of
social responsibility in order to make a statement.

Vynnychenko’s extensive archive contains numerous notebook diaries that he wrote from
1911 until his death. They record conceptions of his ideas for specific works, when and where
he wrote them (with detailed hourly records), and his thoughts and hopes for them.
Vynnychenko notes that he first started thinking about writing The Prophet on 31 July 1929,
and wrote the play from 24 August to 8 September of that year. He spent ninety-three hours
writing the play and forty hours rewriting it, completing his revisions on 16 September. The
dates may be significant for tracking down contemporaneous political developments that in-
fluenced him and the parallels he foresaw (in Soniashna mashyna, for example, he hinted at
the rise of Hitler). Several months before Vynnychenko began The Prophet, his diary notes
show that he was occupied with the theme of the individual versus the community. He notes
that personal happiness and a harmonious personal life require a correlation of one’s values
and acts, as well as of the welfare of an individual and a group. He concludes that “From the
point of view of the community, the unification of an individual’s interests with those of a
group represent a moral (ethical) quality in a positive sense.™

Upon reading The Prophet, one understands what Vynnychenko meant by the above
comment. After Amar, the prophet, loses his special powers, the resolution of his final conflict
and the choice suggested by his closest associates illustrate the priorities that Vynnychenko
preached. By stressing the primacy of universal or community concerns over personal ones,
Vynnychenko expounds his concept of love and self-sacrifice. This brings to mind the obvious
embodiment of love and self-sacrifice—]Jesus Christ. In fact, Vynnychenko’s play was initially
titled The Messiah. Numerous other details and situations hint at the parallels between Amar
and Christ: Amar’s age, the disciples, and the miracles he performs. However, these similari-
ties are rather superficial; Vynnychenko develops them only to make his idea more obvious.
His use of irony indicates that he had no serious intention to present a parallel between Christ
and Amar, and the similarities between them are not consistent. The author does not appear
to be interested in portraying the mystical aspects of Amar, only in presenting a sceptical look

! Vynnychenko’s diary entry for 16 March 1929; quoted in Larysa M. L. Z. Onyshkevych, “Prorok—ostannia drama
Volodymyra Vynnychenka,” Slovo (Edmonton) 5 (1973): 197.
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at the fabrications of “supermen” and at the denial of basic human nature. By succumbing to
such human desires as love and sex, Amar appears to be (or to have always been) mortal. Con-
sequently he is judged for his failings and condemned by his friends not so much for mislead-
ing the public, but for undermining its beliefs and source of inspiration. In the play’s final act
Amar’s commitment to honesty and truth is put to the test, and the staged “miracle” of his
ascension parodies his teachings.

Almost all of the other major characters in The Prophet exercise their choices based on the
principle of personal freedom. Many of the secondary characters, however, are only superfi-
cially attached to their principles; for them appearances seem more important. When Amar is
placed in a similar position, he must choose whether or not to abide by his principles. It would
have been more than a personal tragedy if he had chosen to preserve his honour and his life.
However, the choice Amar makes is not quite tragic, because his final compromise does not
act against what he considers the greatest value—the good of the people. For Amar, the means
does seem to justify the end. Placed in an almost existentially extreme situation, Amar be-
comes an engagé actor with a mission to maintain the people’s faith. His act is grotesquely
tragicomic rather than heroic and tragic. The bargain he agrees to may appear to favour the
cynical and pragmatic Wright, the embodiment of a contemporary Mephistopheles, who pro-
vides all the solutions and, who, to a certain extent, deals with Amar’s “soul.” But Amar’s last
deed gives the greatest good to the greatest number; individual machinations, humiliation,
and compromises become secondary. The play thus presents an extreme demonstration of a
very basic and simple principle.
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CHARACTERS

KATE DRAYTON
RICHARD WRIGHT
Miss WEDD
BETTY

WILLIAMS
PROPHET, or AMAR
RANJIT

RAMA

SINDHU

SHANDRA
ARJUNA

HOTEL MANAGER
MUSTAFA

BLIND MAN
SENATOR
NATURALIST
PHILOSOPHER
BISHOP

GENERAL
PSYCHIATRIST

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE
SALESMAN WITH A SUITCASE
SALESMAN WITH TWO SUITCASES

TALL JOURNALIST
SHORT JOURNALIST
FIRST DELEGATE
SECOND DELEGATE
THIRD DELEGATE

SECRETARY of the Committee

The Prophet

(1929)

SECRETARIES in the Prophet’s building

HOTEL GUESTS

Volodymyr Vynnychenk,
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HoTEL EMPLOYEES
DOORMEN and PORTERS
THE PROPHET’S FOLLOWERS
PEOPLE IN THE CROWD

Act One

Scene 1

The lobby of a big hotel leading to a wide terrace. Hotel guests are on the terrace, curiously and
anxiously looking in the same direction, some of them through binoculars

HOTEL EMPLOYEES have gathered at the terrace door. They are excited and are whispering
impatiently, The HOTEL MANAGER, a middle-aged, proper and dignified gentleman, is pacing in
the lobby and gazing at the EMPLOYEES.

Suddenly there is a commotion on the terrace. Everyone looks down and to the side somewhere,
shouting and asking questions. Then everyone rushes below in the excitement. Some people run
through the lobby shouting:

He’s taking another route!
He’s taking another route!
He’s taking another route!

The HOTEL EMPLOYEES follow the GUESTS some cutting through the terrace, others going
through the entrance doors.

HOTEL MANAGER: Where are you going? Where? Wait! Where are all of you running off to?

HOTEL EMPLOYEES (not paying attention to the HOTEL MANAGER, wave their hands, and shout
with delight): He’s coming! He’s coming!

HOTEL MANAGER (stopping MUSTAFA): For God’s sake, Mustafa, where are you running to?
Did you bring the sick man in Room Ten hot water?

MUSTAFA (in joyful rapture): sir! The Prophet is coming! He’s already approaching our village!
(Wants to rush off.)

HOTEL MANAGER (grabbing him by the arm): But someone may die because of you, Mustafa!
Do you hear me? Don’t you dare leave your floor. The Prophet preaches love, while
you are doing such a bad thing to a person because of him. What would the Prophet
say to that?

MUSTAFA is taken aback and stares at the HOTEL MANAGER.

HOTEL MANAGER: Return at once! After you finish your work you will still have time to see the
Prophet. Go, Mustafa, go! (Pushes him back towards the staircase.)
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MUSTAFA, slowly and unwillingly, goes back. The HOTEL MANAGER helplessly looks around,
rights the overturned chairs, and listens to the excited shouts of the people in the street running
past the hotel. WILLIAMS runs in. He is a tall, stout, redhead with a ruddy face and small eyes.

WILLIAMS (fo the HOTEL MANAGER): So? are you going to find rooms for me or not? I'm asking
you for the last time.

HOTEL MANAGER: sir, I have already told you...

WILLIAMS (impatiently): Listen, my dear man, we're talking about Mrs. Drayton here, who is
worth billions of dollars. Billions! Do you hear me?

HOTEL MANAGER: That’s splendid, but ...

WILLIAMS: I would like you to know, sir, that kings and presidents feel honoured and fortunate
to entertain her in their homes. So, I'd think that ...

HOTEL MANAGER: But I told you that not all only the rooms, but even all the bathrooms and
corridors are occupied!

WILLIAMS: Then you must vacate them, damn it!

HOTEL MANAGER: How can I vacate them?! Where will I put the guests?

WILLIAMS: Wherever you want. In the basement, in the attic, on the roof, wherever you please,
But do it now, right away, my dear man. Mrs. Drayton might be here any minute.

HOTEL MANAGER (offended, with dignity): I can see, sir, that you don’t understand with whom
you're dealing. :

WILLIAMS: I assume I'm dealing with the hotel manager and an intelligent person. Isn’t that
right?

HOTEL MANAGER: You're not mistaken, and you may add: with an Englishman and a
gentleman, sir. How can I throw people out of the rooms I rented to them myself?!

WILLIAMS: You'll compensate them. Just let me know how much. Hurry up, there’s no time!

HOTEL MANAGER: sir, I repeat: I am not an American but an Englishman, and I don’t sell my
honour.

WILLIAMS: Oh Lord! Listen, my friend: Mrs. Drayton is a good person, she’s kind-hearted, but
... she can’t stand any hurdles along her path. Understand? That’s one unfortunate
characteristic of her nature. She is just like a car that can’t be bothered with the bugs
and insects in its path as it moves across a lawn.

HOTEL MANAGER: sir, I'll tell you one more time: I am an Englishman and a gentleman. That is
why I also possess a certain trait of the English personality: we cannot comprehend
how one could put a price on one’s work and honour.

WILLIAMS (angrily): In that case you’ll understand soon enough. Do you think that Mrs.
Drayton flew from America with her fiancé and an entire staff to this prophet of
yours in order to sleep on the streets of your lousy village?! I tell you, in two months
you’ll be thrown out of your hotel for this and ruined completely! Do you hear me?
The effort will cost us money but it’ll happen! I advise you not to jest with the widow
of Mr. Drayton. Do you hear?

HOTEL MANAGER (becoming alarmed): sir, I don’t understand, what do you want from me?!

WILLIAMS: I want ten rooms. Name your price! Aren’t they usually two, three, or five dollars a
room? Do you want one hundred, two hundred, three hundred dollars? Listen,
mister, I'm afraid that Mrs. Drayton’s car will be here soon. So I'm offering five
hundred dollars per room. Five thousand for ten rooms. Okay? Either that or
complete ruin. Take your pick!

HOTEL MANAGER: But you understand ...
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wiLLIAMS: I understand everything. Hurry up!

HOTEL MANAGER: What will I tell the other guests?!

wiLLiaMS: You'll tell them that you are an Englishman and a gentleman and that you couldn’t
refuse your hospitality to the representative of another country who is also a lady. As
Englishmen and gentlemen, they will not barter on the question of national honour.
Therefore ...

HOTEL MANAGER: But you should understand ...

wiLLIAMS: Oh my God! I do understand. Seven thousand! Well? Seven thousand for one day.
You won’t make this much in a year!

The sound of a car is heard from the street.

WILLIAMS (scared): That’s them! Well? Well, eight thousand, or you can go to hell! But hurry
up!

HOTEL MANAGER: This is only between us?

WILLIAMS: My dear man! I'm an American! Business is business. A business secret is a ques-
tion of our honour. (Quickly.) Oh yes, and give you’ll me a receipt for ten thousand.
Okay?

HOTEL MANAGER: What?! But ...

wiLLIAMS: Don’t worry, you'll get your eight thousand. But you’ll give me a receipt for ten. A
small business transaction. Understand?

The car sounds impatient, importunate.
WILLIAMS: Oh, she’s getting mad! So, do you agree? Terrific!

WILLIAMS shakes hands with the dumbfounded HOTEL MANAGER. The latter wants to say
something, but WILLIAMS runs out of the hotel and onto the street.

Coming toward him are KATE with WEDD in front of her. BETTY and WRIGHT follow them.
KATE is twenty-three years old, with a delicate, pretty face a bit on the thin side. When she is
serious, her eyes take on a somewhat sad expression. She is friendly and has an indulgent sense
of humour, but one can always sense her authority and indifference.

KATE: Ah, Williams! Thank God! We thought that you had already fallen into the clutches of
the Prophet. Are there any rooms?

WILLIAMS: Yes, Mrs. Drayton. Ten rooms, Mrs. Drayton. But please pardon the fact that they
aren’t completely ready yet.

KATE raises her brows in astonishment and displeasure.

HOTEL MANAGER (rushing toward them and bowing): I beg your pardon, madam. The problem
is that all the help, including the cooks and the porters, have run off to greet the
Prophet. In this situation, any sort of discipline is impossible. There was nothing I
could say or do.

KATE (with interest, energetically): All of them? How interesting! Are they all Hindu?

HOTEL MANAGER: Oh, no. There are also Europeans, Chinese, and Muslims. But the Prophet
preaches to everyone, honoured lady. Religion and nationality make no difference to
him.
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KATE (enthusiastically turning to WRIGHT): Ah, so that’s the reason, Richard! (To the Hotgy
MANAGER..) We were wondering why the streets of your village were so empty, as if
the entire population had died. Will the Prophet definitely come this way?

BETTY (a fair-haired, happy eighteen-year old): Oh, Kate, we aren’t going to miss him again,
are we?

HOTEL MANAGER: Don’t worry, dear Ladies , the Prophet will certainly be coming through this
area. He was even supposed to walk past our hotel, but for some reason he is taking
another route.

BETTY: Where exactly? Where? Kate, let’s drive there right away!

WRIGHT (a tall, erect, thin, clean-shaven thirty-four-year-old with light-coloured, intelligent
eyes; speaking calmly): We'll make it, Betty, we’ll make it. Miss Wedd and Kate
should rest awhile. The Prophet isn’t a tiger. He won’t escape into the jungle.

BETTY: But he hops around like a flea, without any kind of order. (To the HOTEL MANAGER..)
Is he really a prophet? It isn’t just a publicity stunt, is it?

HOTEL MANAGER: Oh, no!

KATE: And he really truly, performs miracles? He cures the sick?

HOTEL MANAGER: Yes, madam. The blind, the deaf, the paralyzed.

WRIGHT (to KATE): Well, it’s a typical occupation of all prophets.

BETTY: Oh, Auntie, let him cure your stomach trouble!

WEDD (a thin, rather flat, bespectacled forty-two-year-old woman with a stern demeanour who
maintains an air of sacrifice, in a dry tone): Please don’t include me in your sacri-
legious whims!

KATE (to the HOTEL MANAGER): Is he very dirty, this Prophet? He’s hairy, isn’t he?

HOTEL MANAGER: Dirty? Oh, I don’t think so. I didn’t see him myself. But they say that he is
young and very pleasant.

WRIGHT: Who is he really? A peasant, a merchant, a shepherd? Or is he actually the son of a
maharaja?

HOTEL MANAGER: I don’t know. No one knows, sir.

KATE: Is it true what they write—that he came down from the Himalayas? And until then no
one had ever seen him?

HOTEL MANAGER: That’s what they say, madam.

KATE: And does he really speak every language?

HOTEL MANAGER: Yes, madam, he speaks many languages. Today I was told an entirely new
version of his origin. If it interests you ...

KATE: Oh, very much!

BETTY: Oh, do tell us, please!

HOTEL MANAGER (o KATE): I, you must understand, can’t vouch for the authenticity of this
version. So many of them appear every day! In any case, it is no more incredible than
the others. Madam, did you ever hear the legend of the Seven Hindu Wise Men?

KATE: The Seven Wise Men? No, I don’t think so. (To WRIGHT.) Richard?

WRIGHT (to the HOTEL MANAGER): You mean the ones who are said to live somewhere in the
depths of the Himalayas?

HOTEL MANAGER: Yes, sir. (To KATE) There is a legend about seven wise men who have lived
in the Himalayas since the beginning of time. When one of them dies, a candidate
who was groomed for this then takes his place. These wise men supposedly possess
the secret of immense, superhuman power, which can even overturn our planet. This
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secret has supposedly been preserved by them since the time of Atlantis, thirty or fifty
thousand years ago. But up to now the wise men have never revealed this secret, only
have awaited the coming of the Messiah. This prophet, Amar, is supposed to be that
Messiah, and they passed on to him the secret of the “Great Knowledge.” At this
point this version is a bit unclear. How was the Messiah supposed to have come to
earth? Was he born here or did he simply descend from heaven? True, this version
states that the wise men raised Prophet Amar. Until he was thirty he lived in the
Himalayas under their care and tutelage and never faced real life. However, these
sages are said to possess knowledge of all the achievements of contemporary science
and technology, and therefore nothing surprises Amar. It is said that Maharaja Ranjit
gave his entire immense fortune for this knowledge. And now he has become one of
the Prophet’s disciples.

KATE: Is it true that officials tried to arrest him, but couldn’t because an invisible wall sur-
rounds him?

HOTEL MANAGER: That’s true, madam.

BETTY: Does that mean that he is a god?!

wEDD (sternly): Betty! Enough blasphemy!

KATE: How interesting! Extremely interesting! I read that he wants to wage a campaign in
Europe in order to save it.

HOTEL MANAGER: That’s what they say, madam. His main strength, as he says himself, is in his
power of love. It and his faith have given him this secret power of performing all
kinds of miracles. You know that he never becomes angry at anyone. No one has ever
seen him show a glimmer of anger. Not in any situation.

KATE (laughing): Well, this only truly proves that he never knew real life and never had closer
contacts with people. And when he became a prophet, no one has dared to anger
him.

HOTEL MANAGER (wanting to say something to KATE, but then seeing MUSTAFA, who is running
down the stairs): The sick man hasn’t got any worse, Mustafa?

MUSTAFA: No, sir. I gave him some hot water and did everything that was needed. Please allow
me to go now, sir, because I'm afraid that even now I won’t catch up with the
Prophet. (His eyes gleam with enthusiasm.)

KATE (looking at him curiously): Do you really want to see the Prophet so badly?

MUSTAFA (astonished): Madam, who wouldn’t want to see God?!

KATE: Hm? What if I offered you a thousand dollars not to go and see the prophet? Williams,
how many pounds is that?

WILLIAMS: That’s two hundred pounds, Mrs. Drayton.

KATE: Two hundred pounds. Well?

MUSTAFA (looking at KATE in confusion): Two hundred pounds?

KATE (impatiently): Then a thousand pounds! I'll give you a thousand pounds if you agree not
to see the Prophet. Deal? I'm not kidding. Williams, give me my check book. Well,
Mustafa? A thousand pounds?

Everyone is astonished. WRIGHT smiles calmly.

WEDD (indignantly shrugging her shoulders and sighing): Another prank!
MUSTAFA stares with wide open eyes and struggles with himself.

KATE: Well, Mustafa? OK, how about five thousand pounds!
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‘WILLIAMS heaves a sigh.

WEDD: Kate!

KATE: So, Mustafa? Should I write out a check? Five thousand pounds!

HOTEL MANAGER: Are you insane, Mustafa?! Take it!

MUSTAFA (suddenly frenziedly throwing himself with clenched fists at KATE): You are the devj]
himself! You ... you—

BETTY and WEDD cry out in fright.

HOTEL MANAGER, WRIGHT, and WILLIAMS (intercepting MUSTAFA, grabbing his arms, and
shouting):

What’s the matter with you?!
What'’s your problem?!
Mustafa! Are you crazy?!

MUSTAFA (screaming at KATE): I spit on your money! Satan! Curse your money! (Breaks away
and runs out.)

HOTEL MANAGER: Oh, dear God, forgive him, madam, he’s simply gone insane. There’s such a
fanaticism now among the people that ...

KATE (smiling): I understand him, the poor man. It must have been terribly hard for him to
refuse. My mistake was that I offered too little. But Gentlemen, Mustafa’s fanaticism
has affected me so much that I also have a burning desire to see the Prophet. Let’s go!
(Gets up.)

WILLIAMS: Pardon me, Mrs. Drayton, but I'm afraid I'll choose inappropriate rooms for you.
Perhaps Miss Wedd or your sister would be kind enough to take a look at them? It
will only take two minutes.

KATE: Auntie, Betty, please go help Williams. But hurry!

WILLIAMS (to the HOTEL MANAGER): Please show us our rooms! (Then quietly to him.) You see
now what would have happened to you?

HOTEL MANAGER: Kindly, follow me! If you please! (Walks ahead hurriedly, looking askance at
KATE.)

BETTY (taking WEDD by the arm): Faster, Auntie, faster! Or else we’ll miss the Prophet.

WEDD: Betty, simmer down, will you please! You'll still have time to fall into the devil’s
clutches. (They exit.)

KATE (cheerfully to WRIGHT): It seems that you are displeased with me?

WRIGHT (calmly): Not a bit.

KATE: And you're not surprised?

WRIGHT: Don’t I know you?

KATE: How true. You know everything, and nothing surprises you, or fools you. You could be
a prophet. You know, you are absolutely faultless, Richard. Even physically. You're
neither too dark nor too fair. Not too tall and not too short. Your facial features are
mathematically perfect. You’re a faultless director, an administrative genius, a terrific
engineer, a famous inventor, Edison’s successor on earth, and the most considerate
and the most obliging fiancé in the entire world. I'm terrified that I won’t be a very
suitable wife for you, Richard. I feel that I'll make even more stupid mistakes than I
have now. Oh, Richard, why don’t you ever make any stupid mistakes? Don’t you
know how? Poor thing!
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WRIGHT: It seems to me that dropping all business matters, both yours and mine, and flying to
the other end of the world to look at a dervish isn’t exactly a wise act.

KATE: But that was my idea not yours! You just carried out my request obediently. Listen,
Richard, do you know how to kiss so that your lips hurt, so that ... God, what
majestic and all-embracing calm! (Suddenly, in a different tone of voice.) But tell me,
Richard, what do you think about the Prophet? Do you believe in his powers?

WRIGHT: It seems to me that you would give a lot to be able to believe in him, wouldn’t you? A
true, unfalsified prophet! Wouldn’t you?

kATE: Well, what if that’s true? What would you do then, with all your knowledge, your
amazing logic, and your frightful ability to be always right? All of this is extremely
wrong, illogical, unnatural—

BETTY (running in and shouting): Everything’s ready! Let’s go, Kate; otherwise they say we
won’t be able to break through the crowds. Hurry, for God’s sake! (Runs out onto the
street.)

KATE (cheerfully): Let’s go! Auntie, aren’t you afraid of the devil’s deception? Ah, Auntie,
unfortunately nowadays devils, like prophets, are found only in the Bible!

wEDD: Kate, please don’t refer to the Holy Book in such a tone!

KATE: Sorry, Auntie! Richard has infected me with his flippancy and jocularity. Come on, let’s
go! I'm burning with the desire to see yet another Prophet who never gets angry!
(Takes WEDD by the arm and leads her away, glancing at WRIGHT who is smiling
calmly.)

A car driving off is heard, followed by silence.

Scene 2

A field. Mountains rise in the distance. Beneath them flows a stream with cliffs above it. The field
is filled with people. On the right, on a big rock, stand the PROPHET, RANJIT, RAMA, SINDHU,
SHANDRA, and ARJUNA.

The PROPHET is thirty years old. His face is unblemished and he has long dark, wavy hair that
cascades down his back, a mustache, and a small beard. His face has a constant expression of
joyful affection, majestic triumph and eternally burning inner ecstasy.

RANJIT is fifty years old. He has a thick, dark beard, a hooked nose, a commanding look, and a
powerful build.

SINDHU is thirty-five years old. He has a narrow face, small eyes, a long nose, thin lips, and a
gentle voice.

RAMA is thirty years old. He is beardless and has the face of an ascetic and big eyes with a look of
suffering,

SHANDRA is thirty-eight years old. He is short and plump and has curly hair and a good, simple,
round face.
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ARJUNA is twenty-three years old. He is dark-skinned and has large, passionate eyes.

All of them are dressed in identical, simple, and somewhat dirty white and blue togas.

PROPHET (with a strong, resounding voice full of joyful confidence): Furthermore listen to this,
my beloved Brothers and Sisters! Listen, ye children of all nations, of all religions, of
all languages. I, Amar, was sent to you by God, and I say to you: rejoice, because the
time for your liberation has come. The time has come for a great all-saving and all-
curing love. My poor Brothers, my beloved Brothers, I was not sent to you to
admonish or punish you or to abolish the commandments of all the prophets who
have guided you before me. I was sent to consolidate all the commandments and to
fulfill them, my dear people. I have been sent to unite all of humanity into one family.
All of the times of disunity that God indicated have now passed. From now on there
are no Buddhists or Mohammedans or Jews or Christians. There is only one God and
one faith: love, brotherhood, and peace among all nations. There is no higher law, my
Brothers, or a stronger power than the power of love. Love is the sun, which heals all
the sores made by hate, anger, violence, and scorn. (Raising his arms with force and
joy.) There is not, I'tell you! Come to me, all you who are infected by sores, all you
who have crippled bodies and souls, and I will comfort you with my power of love!
Can you feel my power, my Brothers?

SHOUTS FROM THE THRONG: We hear you! Save us! Free us! Praised be the Prophet! Praised be
the one God!

PROPHET: I see a blind man there. Have you come to me? Come, my Brother, come closer to
me. I will give you the joy of seeing the sun and the earth. Make way, allow the blind
man to come to me!

The throng makes way. But at that very moment shouts are heard to the left. Everyone turns
their heads in that direction.

VOICES: What is it? What is it?
The PROPHET and his disciples also look that way.

ARJUNA (angrily): Teacher! Some foreigners—Europeans—are causing a disturbance over
there. They are driving through the throng in a car. They ...

PROPHET: Arjuna! There are no foreigners on earth.

ARJUNA: Forgive me, Teacher! But do people who behave like that ... look, look at what they
are doing! They are trampling people! Oh! (Clenches his fists and wants to run down
to the crowd.)

PROPHET (holding him back by his arm): Arjuna, do not show an example of anger. Look:
you’re doing greater damage than those Europeans. You are calling forth hostility.
My Brothers! Calm yourselves. (Stretching out his arm.) Those unfortunate people
there are infected with the sores of conceit and indifference. They want to drive past
quickly. Make way for them with pity and forgiveness.

The throng, which, following ARJUNA’S example, had become agitated and angry, calms down
and moves aside.

PEOPLE (shouting): The Teacher said to move aside! Make way! Let them go! Pass!
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The shouting continues. RANJIT and RAMA quietly reprimand ARJUNA in a friendly manner. He
listens in shame and guiltily looks at the PROPHET. The PROPHET cheerfully and lovingly smiles
at Arjuna. ARJUNA brightens up.

pROPHET: But where’s the blind man? Lead him to me. All who are blind, whether in their
sight or in their soul, are equal in their misfortune before God. Make way for all of
them, my Brothers.

pEOPLE (shouting): Lead the blind man, lead him!

A car arrives on the left. KATE, who is driving, and WRIGHT sit in front; WEDD and BETTY are
in the back.

KATE (velling loudly and authoritatively): Move aside! Give us the road! Hey, you over there!
Slow pokes, get off the road, or I'll flatten you!

WRIGHT tries to calm her.

KATE (laughing out loud): Just let them try. Get off the road! (To the PROPHET.) Hey, you over
there! What do you mean by letting your crowds block the road?!

BETTY, frightened, whispers something to WEDD while looking askance at the crowd. WEDD
helplessly shrugs her shoulders and also, looks with fright at the crowd.

PROPHET (with the same look of loving joy, speaking to the crowd): Move aside for these people,
my Brothers! Let these poor people go along their way. (To KATE.) Please drive
through!

KATE: You have no right to take over the road! You and your comedy show should get out of
here and move on to the mountains!

VOICES (from the crowd, grumbling angrily and shouting): How dare you insult the Prophet?
She calls this a circus!

PROPHET (to KATE): Pardon us for occupying the road. It’s free now. You can drive through.

KATE turns the ignition, but the car won't start. She begins pulling at the gear shift, looks at the
steering wheel and the starting mechanism, and tries again. The car doesn’t start. Whispers and
shouts coming from the crowd.

vOICES: The Prophet stopped the motor! The Prophet stopped the motor!
WRIGHT wants to help KATE, but she doesn’t let him.

Increasingly louder and more joyful shouts are heard from the crowd.

VOICES: A miracle! A new miracle! The Prophet stopped the motor. Praised be the Prophet!

KATE (angrily to the PROPHET): My motor won't start The crowd is shouting that you created a
miracle and stopped the motor. You broke it. I demand that you make it run
immediately!

In the crowd, malicious laughter and shouts are heard.

VOICES: Aha! Make it run? So that you can run over people? Right?

PROPHET: I didn’t stop your motor, Sister.

KATE: That’s not true! Everyone here witnessed it. (To the crowd.) The Prophet stopped it,
didn’t he? It’s a miracle, isn’t it? Why are you silent now? (Laughing suddenly.) Yes, 1
can also make miracles! Your prophet stopped the motor, but I can make it run again!
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(Touches something in the car and suddenly it jerks forward with a roar. The crowd
jumps aside from fright. KATE laughs.) So, what do you think? A miracle, isn’t it?

Low and unfriendly shouting is heard in the crowd again.

VOICES: She’s mocking the Prophet!
Get her out of here!!!
What do you want here, anyway?!

ARJUNA (having forgotten the Prophet’s teachings, becomes angry again): Teacher! What is
this?! How dare this foreigner make fun of us?!

PROPHET (with kind reproach): Arjuna! Arjuna!

ARJUNA becomes embarrassed and stops talking.

RANJIT (loudly, to the crowd): Bring the blind man closer to the Teacher, my Brothers. (To
KATE.) Do you want to drive through, Sister, or do you want to stay? The people may
block the road once again.

KATE (lighting a cigarette): We'll stay here. Are you the one handing out tickets for the show?

RANJIT: You can stay here without tickets, Sister. (To the crowd.) Come closer, closer, my
Brothers!

The PROPHET looks at KATE intently with a bright smile. WRIGHT whispers something to her
again.

KATE (loudly, while puffing on her cigarette): Yes, it seems they learned their parts well!

PROPHET (to the people who have lead up the BLIND MAN): Come a little closer, my Brothers!
(Leaning toward the BLIND MAN, he looks intently into his face, touches his eyes, and
speaks quietly and commandingly.) 1 say to you, open your eyes and look around you!

BLIND MAN (opening his eyes, blinking, covering his eyes with his hand, and then looking around
wildly): What's this?! Is this the earth? Is this the sun?!

PROPHET: This is the earth, my Brother.

BLIND MAN (uncomprehendingly turning his head in all directions, touching his face, then
bursting out with sobs of joy): I can see, my dear friends! I can see God’s world,
pleasant people, the bright sun! Is that the dear sun? That is the sun? Isn’t it?

In the crowd people are sobbing, shouting, and embracing from joy.
VOICES: Praised be the Prophet! Praised be the one God! Our Saviour! Our Redeemer!

KATE laughs out loud. The people stare at her with a look of misunderstanding, then with anger
and indignation.

KATE (loudly): This man was as blind as my motor was broken. (Sternly glaring at the
PROPHET.)

VOICES: What is she saying?!
How dare she?!
Teacher, punish her! Punish her!

PROPHET (with a peaceful, radiant smile): My Brothers! Curb your anger. What is the reason
for it? She is already punished, this poor woman. Don’t be angry at her, only pity her.
She is more of a cripple than this man who was blind. It is easier to cure blindness of
the eyes than blindness of the soul. (To KATE, who is smiling derisively.) My dear
Sister! Those who have no faith are not capable of believing in any miracle.
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KATE: Quite right!

pROPHET: And, my dear Sister, those who are not capable of believing are not capable of lov-
ing. Those who are not capable of loving are not capable of feeling joy or happiness.
You are unfortunate, my poor Sister! It’s not for the sake of books or prayers, but for
yourselves and for the sake of your lives that it is truly said: “Fortunate are they who
can love those who hate them and bless those who curse them. For they are rich with
joy and powerful in their love.” It is said, my Sister, for the benefit of your own life
and your own use: “Love and faith can move mountains.”

kATE: Teacher! We poor people of little faith have heard this for almost two thousand years.
But, unfortunately, we haven’t yet seen in our lives how faith can move mountains.
So, you say your faith and love are immense. Be so kind and, before all of us here,
move, well, maybe not a mountain, but perhaps a cliff. That one, there. Let it break
away from the mountain and fall into the abyss over there. Be so good as to convince
me, a poor, non-believing woman. Give me faith. Please!

pROPHET (looking at KATE with a peaceful, sorrowful smile): Sister, you don’t believe that
human souls (Pointing to the crowd.) can be moved, so how can you believe that an
inanimate cliff can be moved? .

KATE (laughing scornfully): Oh, to move human souls! I can perform a miracle like that, too,
and I do it as much as I want out of boredom. If you want, I'll throw them some gold
and you’ll see how “souls are moved.” The effect will be greater than yours. But
cliffs—well, I can’t move them. I don’t have the faith to do that. If your faith is so
powerful, then move it. And I'll believe in you.

pROPHET: All right, Sister. If in this way I can revive your withered soul, I'll perform this little
feat with pleasure. Behold, Sister.

The PROPHET turns and stretches out his arms toward the cliff. For a moment he stands like
that, concentrating then lowers his arms. The cliff slowly cracks apart, breaks off, and plunges
into the abyss with a terrible noise. The crowd is dumbstruck and then with, religious awe, falls
to its knees. WRIGHT involuntarily gets up and looks in the direction of the cliff. BETTY clings to
WEDD with wide-open eyes. WEDD, crosses herself in terror and whispers a prayer. KATE brood-
ingly looks at the PROPHET, not taking her eyes off him.

PROPHET (turning around, seeing the crowd kneeling, and then smiling sorrowfully): Oh, you
poor, dear people! Get up! Any one of you can do that if you have faith and love.
Rise, I tell you!

The people in the crowd hesitatingly get up and do not take their eyes filled with religious awe off
the PROPHET. They whisper quietly among themselves.

PROPHET (fo KATE): Well, my Sister, did your soul feel even a little breath of faith?

KATE (suddenly standing up without taking her brooding, cold eyes off the PROPHET): Teacher! I
heard that you wanted to go to Europe to preach.

PROPHET: I, Sister, have been sent to all people, to all the countries in this poor world that have
withered because they have no faith.

KATE: [ have a proposition for you. I have great power among people, the power of money. If
you really are a prophet, then I am ready to use my power to help you. Come to our
country, to America. It is the most withered, loveless, and faithless country. The
greatest commandments of life there are heartlessness and love of money. Just the
right place for you! If you can conquer our country, you can conquer the entire



206 Volodymyr Vynnychenko

world. I propose this to you: in one week I will transport you and your disciples to
our country. I will ...

WRIGHT (having risen when KATE proposed her help and then taking her by the elbow): Katel
Calm down. What are you doing?

KATE (glancing at him with a smile): Oh? Even you are moved? I'm very happy. But I'm
completely calm, Richard.

WRIGHT: Kate! You're doing a very foolish thing.

Nervous whispering is heard in the crowd.

WEDD (pulling KATE by the arm): Kate! Kate! For God’s sake! What is this?!

KATE (turning away from WRIGHT and facing the PROPHET, who is standing contemplating):
Well, are you willing, Prophet? I'm warning you, it will be hard to get to America on
foot. There will be many obstacles. I will gladly get rid of these difficulties for you,
And besides that, I'll give you the opportunity to carry on your preaching in the best
of conditions.

PROPHET (turning to his disciples, who are hotly debating Kate’s proposition): What do you say
to this woman’s proposal, my Brothers and friends?

RANJIT: Teacher, we think that this Sister is right.

WRIGHT and WEDD whisper indignantly, and shrug their shoulders in disbelief.

BETTY (after getting up and grabbing KATE by the arm, whispering in delight): Beautiful, Kate!
Incredibly interesting! Kate, Kate I am deliriously glad! (KATE smiles hurriedly at her
and listens carefully to RANJIT.)

RANJIT: The Sister speaks the truth, Teacher: one should first rejuvenate that which has
withered the most. Accept her offer, Teacher!

PROPHET: You're right, my friends. (To KATE) We will go with you, Sister.

KATE: That’s great. I'm at your service.

Moans, cries, and shouts of despair are heard from the crowd.

VOICES: Teacher, don’t leave us! Don’t leave us! Have pity, Teacher, don’t go from us!
Oh, how unfortunate we are! Oh, what misfortune has befallen us! Oh, God!

RANJIT: My Brothers! Why are you crying? The Teacher is not leaving you. He is staying on
earth, among you. His love will never leave you.

PROPHET (in joyful ecstasy): Oh, my dear Brothers and Sisters. I, Amar, the messenger of the
one and only God, say to you: you should not cry, but rejoice. What kind of happi-
ness can you have when you are healthy while your neighbours, your brothers, are
dying from sickness? I will come back to you more than once. I will circle the entire
world, from country to country. I will reunite the disjointed family of humanity and,
with the power given me by God, I will lead humanity into the paradise that it
forfeited once before. So rejoice, I tell you, my Brothers! Wipe away your tears and
let joy play in your eyes and on your lips. I didn’t come here for tears and lamenting,
but for joy and happiness. Let there be rejoicing! (Powerfully and joyfully he stretches
out his arms to the crowd. The crying subsides and are replaced by smiles and happily
outstretched arms.)

VOICES: Praised be the Prophet! Praised be the Prophet!
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Act Two

Scene 1

The terrace of a mansion, divided by a glass wall with wide glass doors. The back half is a little
Jower than the front half. The front half consists of a garden with flowers, intimate corners, and
comfortable furniture.

In the background one can see the skyscrapers of New York City, viaducts, and rooftops.

Through the glass wall, in the rear half of the terrace, stands the PROPHET in a blue and white
toga. He is preaching to a crowd on the street below. Around him sit RANJIT, RAMA, SINDHU,
KATE, BETTY, WILLIAMS, Christian Science women, and others.

The doors on the left side of the front half open, and a salesman, bent low, stealthily sneaks in
with a suitcase. Right behind him is another SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE.

SALESMAN WITH A SUITCASE (whispering angrily): Don’t you dare try jumping ahead of me! Got
it? If you do, I'll hit you so hard you’ll grow another nose! Wise guy!

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE: You're the wise guy! I paid as much as you did. And I've got just
as much right to the Prophet’s blessing as you do.

SALESMAN WITH A SUITCASE: I got here first.

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE: You're a liar. I got to the stairs first, but you pushed me down.

The door opens again quietly, and a SALESMAN WITH TWO SUITCASES creeps in.

SALESMAN WITH A SUITCASE: And this guy’s here, too! What do you want?! You’ve got a cold.
You're sneezing. You'll give us all away.

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE: Get out of here! Get out!

SALESMAN WITH TWO SUITCASES: You get out! I paid just like you did. (Sneezes.)

They all jump behind the door and peer out from behind it.

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE: What a damn fool! They’ll chase all of us away because of him.
Hide, goddamn it! And plug your nose. Hear?

All of them hide behind bushes, trees, and sofas. The doors open again, and two JOURNALISTS
enter carrying cameras and notebooks. They communicate through gestures and sneak behind
the trees. WEDD comes in with a quick stride and a Bible under her arm. Immediately she starts
looking around everywhere. She discovers THE SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE and a JOURNALIST.

WEDD (sternly): What is this?! Why did you come here? What do you want? Who are you?

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE: Pardon me, ma’am , 'm a salesman. I'm here to get the Prophet’s
blessing for my face powder. '

JOURNALIST: 'm also here for the Prophet’s blessing. I'm a correspondent for the news-
paper ...

WEDD (incensed): What blessing?! Get out of here, right now! You should be ashamed! You’re
Christians, educated people ...

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE: The Prophet, does not forbid anyone to come to him, Miss Wedd.
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WEDD: The Prophet, the Prophet! I am the owner of this house, and I do not allow anyone t,
get in here without my permission. Who let you in here? Which servant? Tell me,
right now!

JOURNALIST: No one let us in, Miss Wedd, we got in on our own.

WEDD: No one? All right. I'll find out. You've corrupted all of my servants with your bribes,
Get out of here! Now!

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE (imploringly): Miss Wedd, please ...

WEDD: If you don’t get out of here right now, I'll call the police! Do you hear?

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE: Aaah! Well, then ... (Turning toward the sofa) Let’s go, Mr,
Smith. They’re chasing us out, and they aren’t allowing us to get a blessing—

WEDD: Ah, there’s a Mr. Smith too? (Peering behind the sofa.) Oh! Come out of there right
now! And is there someone over there? (Running to the other corner.) .

SALESMAN WITH A SUITCASE (crawling out, mad at the SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE): You are a
nasty man, Mr. Schneider!

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE (lunging at him): What? What? What did you say?!

SALESMAN WITH A SUITCASE: I said that you are a nasty man. And a wretch too, I must add.

SALESMAN WITH A PACKAGE (calming down): Oh, yeah? Fine.

WEDD (discovering the other JOURNALIST): Come out! Hurry up! What is this?! Get out of here
all of you! I'll send you all to jail for this! Everyone—out! Do you hear?

Everyone slinks out and disappears behind the door. WEDD, incensed, goes and looks in all the
corners. WRIGHT entetrs.

WEDD (seeing him, speaking with restrained anger): Well, finally!

WRIGHT: Hello, Miss Wedd!

WEDD: Hello. How nice of you to go away for a whole week at a time like this. Phooey! I didn’t
expect this of you.

WRIGHT (calmly): I had to, Miss Wedd. Kate’s business affairs demanded this of me. What's
the problem?

WEDD: The problem, my good man, is that this band of Asians will soon take over the whole
mansion and even New York City. That’s what the problem!

WRIGHT: Their goal is to conquer all of America, Europe, and the entire world. This was
known long ago.

WEDD: And they will conquer, and conquer if we keep behaving like this! Just look at what’s
happening here! Just look! Did you see the crowd surrounding the mansion?
WRIGHT: I did. It’s the same as it was three months ago and a week ago. It’s nothing new, Miss

Wedd.

WEDD: Nothing new? You're mistaken. A week ago the crowd gathered once a day. Now it’s
here from morning till night. Yes, yes! You can’t drive through our street or the
square. All traffic has stopped here. “The Sermon” is given without interruption and
at all ends of the terrace. The “Prophet” is here, and beside him are his “apostles.”
And our home? It’s like a bazaar, like Babylon, like a stock exchange! I can’t run a
household like this. I can’t vouch for anything here. Anyone who wants to can come
in here, enter any room, and take whatever he wants. I've already lost two Japanese
vases. And you say it’s nothing new?!

WRIGHT: How’s Kate?
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wepD: Don’t you know this madwoman? She just keeps laughing boisterously. As you see, this
is highly original entertainment. No one else in America has their own prophet.
Except her. But they told me that you just saw her. You can judge for yourself.

Suddenly a sneeze is heard in the corner.

weDD: Oh! Who's there? Another one?! (Running over and finding the SALESMAN WITH TWO
SUITCASES; sternly.) Why didn’t you come out when I was chasing the others away?

SALESMAN WITH TWO SUITCASES: Why should I have come out? I'm not a burglar. I came for a
blessing from the Prophet.

weDD: Get out of here right now! Right now!

SALESMAN WITH TWO SUITCASES (shrugging his shoulders while walking away and mumbling):
They won’t even let you hear the word of God. (Exits.)

weDD: It’s like this every day, every hour! Today I threw out twenty of these men. They have
bribed all of my servants and turned the place into a stock exchange. They are all here
for a “blessing.” One for the lipsticks he’s selling, another for face powder, the third
for cigars, the fourth simply for his stocks. It’s horrible. And then they advertise
throughout the entire world “Use only the lipstick blessed by the Prophet.” “Clean
your shoes only with the Prophet’s shoe polish.” No, I'll have to leave. I can’t serve an
Antichrist. I can’t do it even for Kate!

WRIGHT (with a smile): It hasn’t been proven yet, Miss Wedd, that Amar is an Antichrist.

weDD: And who could he be? Who, I ask you? A human being? Can a human being stop
streetcars on the street? You're an excellent engineer, an inventor, but can you stop
an electric train with one wave of your hand? And also, remember, he doesn’t
recognize the cross or the Bible. So who is he, pray tell?! Not an Antichrist? Who else
can perform magic like that? You shouldn’t laugh, but better watch your fiancée. Yes,
yes, Mr. Wright! This toy of hers could cost you quite a lot. I won’t be a bit surprised
if some day Kate decides to give away her wealth and join the Amarites. You know
how foolish she can be. Then you won’t laugh, but cry. Besides Amarism may not be
her only concern. The “Prophet” is a handsome and charming man, Mr. Wright.

WRIGHT (calmly): Did you notice anything in particular about Kate, Miss Wedd?

WEDD: Noticing something in particular in that crazy woman is as easy as noticing something
in a stream that’s rushing down a mountain. Why don’t you notice something
yourself? And let me be. I know that a catastrophe and the end of the world are
approaching! I know that for sure. You Naturalists can laugh, but I'm telling you the
kingdom of the Antichrist is nigh. (Holding a Bible to her breast.) I'm not parting for
a minute from this Holy Book. All my hopes rest not on your science or your
authority, but on this book. Yes, yes, Mr. Wright! What did your science or authority
do against this ... demon? What? Nothing at all! You can’t arrest him or send him
away or kill him. You can’t do anything. Who is the true ruler of America? Who?

WRIGHT (seriously): Don’t get so upset, Miss Wedd. I understand you perfectly, and we all see
the danger. Neither science nor the authorities are blind, and they have not given up.
(More emphatically.) We won't allow our civilization to be destroyed without a fight!
You can be sure of this, Miss Wedd! And I'll tell you that we might be near the end of
this nightmare. (With intensity.) Very near! All right, Miss Wedd? But I ask you,
please don’t abandon Kate or the mansion now. Bear with us a little bit longer! I
understand how difficult and repulsive it must be for you. It isn’t easier for any of us.
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But for now we must suffer through this. I tell you what, Miss Wedd. Don’t stop the
salesmen, the journalists, or the stockbrokers from coming to “The Prophet” and hig
“apostles.” Don’t stop them, let them come! In fact, send them to him.

WEDD: I don’t understand. Aside from the fact that they steal and mess up the house, they only
increase the popularity and power of these Asians, they ...

WRIGHT: That’s very good, Miss Wedd, very good. Let them increase their popularity and
power. Believe me, it will be better this way. But excuse me, Miss Wedd, here come
Williams. I need to have a few words with him. I'll talk to you more, later.

WEDD sighs deeply, shrugs her shoulders, and, holding the Bible to her breast, checks behind the
chairs and bushes before exiting.

WILLIAMS (entering hurriedly from the rear part of the terrace, and running up to WRIGHT):
Good day, Mr. Wright! Welcome back! How are you, Mr. Wright?

WRIGHT: Very well, thanks, Williams! (Quietly.) So, what’s new?

WILLIAMS (spreading his arms guiltily and with despair): Absolutely nothing! One could die
trying! (Seeing that WRIGHT is frowning.) These aren’t people, sir, they’re some kind
of intoxicated, crazy demons! They need nothing and nothing interests them! You
can’t tempt them with anything. They just preach! All they care about is that love of
theirs, brotherhood, and other kinds of nonsense! I appealed to them in more ways
than one, I followed all your instructions exactly. Nothing happened. I tempted them
with food, with wine, with everything. They couldn’t have cared less. I offered one of
them partridge in mushroom sauce. He almost choked from horror at such a sin.
You know what they want? A handful of rice, two bananas, and that’s their meal.
They don’t need money or clothes. They have a home. How can one get to them? And
do they know anything about this power? Love and faith. That’s their entire answer.
Furthermore, they don’t trust me, Mr. Wright. They’re all of one mind, even though
one is a maharaja and another is some kind of shepherd, a monk, or student. It
doesn’t make any difference, they ...

WRIGHT: Well, then Williams, you’ll have to join the Amarites.

WILLIAMS (scared): Join the Amarites?

WRIGHT: Yes. And you’ll tell them that you’ll turn everything you own over to them.
WILLIAMS: What?! Everything I own? Pardon me, Mr. Wright, but we didn’t make any kind of
deal about this. Becoming an Amarite is one thing ... But everything I own?!

WRIGHT: Wait! Obviously you won’t be giving them your money.

WILLIAMS: Oh! Well, that’s another story.

WRIGHT: You’'ll hand them the money that I'll give you. Twenty thousand dollars. Only under
the condition that they open their own account. You’ll convince them that you trust
only the Prophet and them. It’s absolutely necessary that they open their own
account. All right? This is imperative! We'll talk more later. Mrs. Drayton is coming,

WILLIAMS quickly leaves through the side door. KATE enters. She is in a happy, elevated mood.

KATE: Well, Richard, were you tempted to listen to a sermon?

WRIGHT: Oh, no! I'm here for the same reason as before, Kate. I have to give the commission
an answer.

KATE (laughing): Oh, God! How that dear government commission would like to put the poor
Prophet in the electric chair. I say, no, Richard.
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WRIGHT: Why are you so afraid of this experiment, Kate? If he’s not human, then his power
will be stronger than electric energy. If he’s human, he’ll refuse and won’t have to sit
in that chair.

kaTE: I'm not afraid. But I know even without the commission’s help that he is not human.

WRIGHT: Listen, Kate, you can’t be serious. You simply don’t want to part with this unique toy.
But don’t forget, Kate, that you are primarily responsible for the appearance of this
Prophet among us and for everything that’s happening in the country.

KATE: I'm sure that they’ll put up a monument to me.

wRIGHT: The Amarites are spreading anarchism, Kate. They are causing chaos in our way of
life; they are ignoring all our institutions and laws. All their teachings are absurd.
How can you refuse to see that?

KATE (with humourous seriousness): Richard, my Brother, if God wants that, then ...

wRIGHT: Kate, you won’t be laughing like that when this mess affects your personal fortune.
And that may happen. I'll tell you, for example ...

KATE (suddenly): You know what, Richard? I'd give you all my money right now if you can
prove to me that God exists. Not the church’s God, but the other, real God. You
know. God! God! But prove it undoubtedly, indisputably, truly. I'll give up all my
fortune on the spot. If you please!

WRIGHT: I won’t even try to prove it to you. But that Amar is not God or a messenger of God,
but an ordinary human being, I will undertake to prove to you.

KATE: But you won’t be able to prove it!

WRIGHT: Let’s make a bet. If I do prove it, you won’t give me your fortune, but you’ll marry
me without delay, that very day. All right?

KATE: And if you lose?

WRIGHT: Then take everything you want, even my life.

KATE: Oh!? Are you that serious? Poor Richard, you've already lost! Amar is not human.

WRIGHT: Not human? Yet you're afraid to test this yourself?

KATE: You won’t prove anything! Was Christ human? No. But they did kill him. So, you’ll kill
Amar. What will that prove?

WRIGHT: Aha! That means you're not certain whether he has superhuman power. Are you
afraid of losing your own illusion?

KATE: Not a bit. I'm completely convinced. Amar is not human. There are no illusions about
that!

WRIGHT: Listen, Kate, be serious now! You yourself probably want to find out, too. You really
want that. But you're afraid of the truth. You fear it.

KATE (suddenly): All right! Be my guest! But I'm warning you: I'll go with him myself. I don’t
want you to kill him there.

WRIGHT (holding back a smile): All right. Do as you please. Let the apostles go too. In fact, it
would be a very good idea if there were witnesses.

KATE: Good. I'll talk to him. When is the commission meeting?

WRIGHT: Tonight.

KATE: Good.

BETTY (running in from the right, but, upon seeing WRIGHT, starting to turn back): Oh, am I
interrupting?

KATE: Not at all, Betty. What’s the matter?

BETTY: Nothing. I've simply come by. I wanted to say something, but that can wait.
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WRIGHT: Please stay, Betty. I have to leave right away to make some calls anyway. So, Kate, thig
means that I can count on it?
KATE (with cheerful pride): You can!

WRIGHT waves goodbye and exits.

KATE (having immediately become worried and disturbed, even though she tries to hide this
from BETTY): So, Betty, you wanted to say something?

BETTY: O, it was nothing important! Is something bothering you, Kate?

KATE: No, no, nothing. So, what’s new with you?

BETTY (laughing and becoming embarrassed): It’s my apostle! Imagine, Kate, he’s afraid of me,
like a wolf’s afraid of fire ... As soon as I show up, he immediately runs away. But at
the same time, imagine, no matter where I am, he keeps staring at me with his huge
dark eyes behind my back. It’s extremely funny. And you know what, Kate? (Looking
around and then whispering) I don’t understand, and I wanted to ask you ... I have
flirted with my eyes with many men. But when I meet Arjuna’s gaze, and when he
does something like this with his face (sticking out her face slightly), as if, you know,
he wants to say something or move close to me, my heart starts beating really fast.
Really fast! Could it be their supernatural power at work, Kate?

KATE: Do you believe that they have supernatural power?

BETTY (astounded): Of course I do. Is not the Teacher the messenger of God?

KATE: And do you also believe that if ... that the Teacher can’t be killed?

BETTY: Of course, I believe that! What a question!

KATE: And do you think that if, let’s say, he happened to sit in an electric chair, used to execute
criminals, that nothing would happen to him? Do you believe that?

BETTY: Absolutely! What’s an electric chair to him? Nothing! After all, he can stop electric
trains. He stopped one then!
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