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CHARACTERS

DELEGATES OF THE, “GALINSK”
GOAT-BREEDING KOLKHOZ:
an old peasant, a peasant
woinan, a young peasant,

a very young worker
MEMBFRS OF THE “ROSA LUX-
EMBURG” FRUIT-GROWING

KOLKHOZ: an old peasant, a

peasant woman, the
woman agronomist, the
girl tractor driver, the
wounded soldier, and
other peasants and peasant
women

THE EXPERT FROM THE CAPITAL

ARKADI CHEIZE, the singer

HIS MUSICIANS

GEORG! ABASHVILI, the governor

HIS WIFE NATELLA

THEIR SON MICHAEL

SHALVA, the aide-de-camp

ARSEN KAZBEKI, the fat prince

THE, RIDER FROM THE CAPITAL

NIKO MIKADZE and MIKHA
roranzg, doctors

SIMON CHACHAVA, 2 soldier

GRUSHA VACHNADZE, a kitchen
maid

THREE ARCHITECTS

BROTHER ANASTASIUS, a monk

FOUR CHAMBERMAIDS: Assya,
Masha, Zulika, Fat Nina

THFE. NURSE,

THE WOMAN COOK

THE MAN COOK

THE STABLE HAND

SERVANTS IN THE GOVERNOR'S
PALACE

IRONSHIRTS AND SOLDIERS OF
THE GOVERNOR AND THE FAT
PRINCE

BEGGARS AND PETITIONERS

THE OLD DAIRY MAN

TWQ UPPER-CLASS LADIES

THE LANDLORD

THE HOUSE. SERVANT

THE CORPORAL

BLOCKHEAD, a soldier

A PEASANT WOMAN AND HER
HUSBAND

THREE PEDDLERS

LAVRENTI VACHNADZE, Grusha’s
brother

HI$ WIFE ANIKO

THEIR HIRED HAND

THE PEASANT WOMAN, for a
time Grusha's mother-in-
law

HER SON YUSSUP

THE BLACK MAILER



WEDDING GUESTS

CHILDREN

azpaK, the village scribe

SHAUVA, a policeman

A FUGITIVE, the grand duke

THE NEPHEW OF THE FAT
PRINCE,

THE DOCTOR

THE INVALID

THE LAME MAN

LUDOVIKA, the landlord’s
daughter-in-law

A POOR OLD PEASANT WOMAN

HER BROTHER-IN-LAW IRAKLI,
a bandit

THREE. KULAKS

ILLO SHUBOLADZE and SANDRO
OBOLADZF, lawyers

THE VERY OLD COUPLE



The Dispute over the Valley

Amid the ruins of a war-torn Caucasian village the members of
two kolkhoz villages, for the most part women and old men,
but also a few soldiers, are sitting in a circle, smoking and
drinking wine. With them is an expert from the state recon-
struction commission in the capital.

A PEASANT WOMAN, LEFT (pointing) Over there in the hills
we stopped three Nazi tanks, but by that time the apple
orchard was ruined.

AN OLD PEASANT, RIGHT Our beautiful dairy farm: nothing
but rubble!

A GIRL TRACTOR DRIVER, LEFT I set that fire, comrade.

(Pause)

THE EXPERT Now listen to the minutes: Delegates of the
Galinsk goat-breeding kolkhoz have come to Nukha. At the
approach of Hitler’s armies, the kolkhoz, by order of the
authorities, drove its goats eastward. Its members are now
contemplating a return to this valley. Their delegates have
inspected the village and surroundings and found much de-
struction. (The delegates, right, nod) The adjoining Rosa
Luxemburg kolkhoz grows fruit. (Turning to those on the
right) Within the framework of the reconstruction program
they have put in a petition that the former territory of the
Galinsk kolkhoz, a valley where the grazing is poor, should
be converted to orchards and vineyards. As expert for the
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reconstruction commiission, [ call on the two kolkhoz vil-
lages to decide between them whether the Galinsk kolkhoz
should return here or not.

THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT First I wish to protest again against
the restriction of discussion time. It has taken us dclegates
of the Galinsk kolkhoz three days and three nights to get
here, and now we're told that onl) half a day has been sct
aside for discussion.

A WOUNDED SOLDIER, LEFT Comrade, we haven't as many
villages or as much manpower or as much time as we used to.

THE GIRL TRACTOR PRIVER All pleasures have to bc rationed.
Tobacco and wine are rationed, and that goes for discus-
sion too.

THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT (with a sigh) Death to the Fascists!
Very well, I'll come straight to the point and explain why
we want our valley back. There are many reasons, but it
begin with the snmplest. Makini Abakidze, bring out the
goat cheese.

(A peasant woman, right, takes an enormous cheese wrapped
in a cloth from a basket. Applause and laughter)

THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT Help yourselves, comrades. Take
some,

AN OLD PEASANT, LEFT (distrustfully) Are you trying to
influence us?

THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT (amid laughter) How can I expect
to influence vou, Surab, you valley-thief! Evervbody knows
vou'll take the cheese and the valle\' too. (Laughter) All 1
want from you is an honest answer: do vou like the taste
of this cheese?

THE OLD PFASANT, LEFT The answer is yes.

THF. OLD PEASANT, RIGHT You do, do vou? (Bitrerly) 1 ought
to have known you wouldn’t know anything about cheese.

THE OLD PEASANT, LEFT  Why not? I've told vou I liked it.

THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT Because you can’t like it. Because
it’s not the same as in the old days. And why isn’t it the
same? Because our goats don't like the new grass the way
they liked the old grass. Cheese isn’t cheese because grass
isn't grass, that’s the trouble. Kindly put that in your
minutes.

THE OLD PEASANT, LEFT But your cheese is perfect.
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THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT It is not perfect, it’s barely middling.
The new pasture is no good, whatever the young folks
may say. I say we can’t live there. It doesn’t cven smell
like morning in the morning.

(Several laugh)

tur, ExperT  Let them laugh, they know what you mean.
Comrades, why does a man love his home country? Be-
cause thc bread tastes better, the sky is higher, the air is
spicier,’ voices ring out more clcquv the ground is softer
to walk on. Am I righe?

THE OLD PFASANT, RIGHT The valley has always belonged
to us.

tHE soLbiER  \What do vou mean “always”? Nothing has
always belonged to 'mvl)()dy When you were young, you
didn’t even belong to vourself you bel()ngcd to the princes
Kazbeki.

THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT The valley belongs to us by law.

THE GIRL TRACTOR DRIVER The laws will have to be reexamined
in any case to sec if they still apply.

THE. OLD PEASANT, RIGHT  Of course. T suppose it doesn’t make
any difference what kind of tree gro“s outside the house
where you were born? Or who you've got for a ncighbor?
Doesn’t that make any differencez W hy, one of our reasons
for wanting to come back is to have you near our kolkhoz,
you valley -thicves. Now you can l1ugh again.

THF, OLD PEASANT, LEFT (lauqu) Then why don’t you listen
quictly to what your *“ncighbor,” Karto Vacht'mg our
agronomist, has to say about your valley?

A PEASANT WOMAN, RIGHT We haven’t said half of what
we've got to say about our valley. The houses aren’t all
gone, the foundations of the dairy are still intact.

THE EXPERT You have a right to government aid in cither
place—you know that.

THE PEASANT woMaN, riGHT Comrade expert, this isn't a
matter for nargammg I can’t take your cap and give vou
another and say “this one is better.” Maybe the other is
better, but you like your own best,

HE GIRI. TRACTOR DRIVER It’s not the same with a picce of
land as with a cap. Not in our country, comrade,

THE EXPERT Don’t get excited. It's true we must regard a
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piece of land largely as an implement for producing some-
thing useful, but it’s equally true that we must recognize
people’s love for a particular piece of land. Before proceed-
ing with the discussion, I propose that you tell the comrades
from the Galinsk kolkhoz what you are planning to do with
the disputed valley.

THE OLD PFASANT, RIGHT Agreed.

THE OLD PEASANT, LEFT Right, give Kato the floor.

THE EXPERT Comrade agronomist!

THE AGRONOMIST, LEFT (stands up, she is in army uniform)
Comrades, last winter, when we were partisans fighting in
these hills, we talked about the possibility of vastly increas-
ing our fruit production once the Germans were driven
out. I drew up an irrigation project. By damming our moun-
tain lake we can irrigate three hundred acres of barren
ground. That will enable our kolkhoz not only to plant
more fruit trees, but to put in vineyards as well. However,
the project will only be worthwhile if we can include the
disputed valley, now belonging to the Galinsk kolkhoz.
Here are my calculations. (She hands the expert a portfolio)

THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT Put it down in the minutes that our
kolkhoz is planning to start breeding horses.

THF. GIRL TRACTOR DRIVER Comrades, the project was worked
out in the days and nights when we were hiding in the
mountains, half the time without cartridges for the few
rifles we had. Even a pencil was hard to get.

(Applause on both sides)

THE OLD PEASANT, RIGHT Qur thanks to the comrades of the
Rosa Luxemburg kolkhoz and to all those who fought for
our country!

(They shake bands all around and embrace)

THE PEASANT WOMAN, LEFT Our idea was that our soldiers,
our men and yours, should come home to a still more
fertile country.

THE GIRL TRACTOR DRIVER As the poet Mayakovski said, “The
home of the Soviet people shall also be the home of reason!”
(The delegates right, except for the old peasant, bave
stood up and are studying the agronomist’s sketches with
the expert. Exclamations such as “Why a twenty-three-yard
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fall?’—“The rock here will be blasted.”—“All they really
need is concrete and dynamite!”—“They’ll make the water
come down bere; mighty clever!”)

A VERY YOUNG WORKER, RIGHT (to the old peasant, right)
They're going to irrigate all the fields between the hills.
Look at that, Alleko.

THE OLD PFASANT, RIGHT [ won’t look. I knew their project
would be good. I refuse to be forced at gunpoint.

THE SOLDIER, LEFT But they're only trying to force you at
pencil point.

(Laughter)

THE .OLD PEASANT, RIGHT (stands up gloomily and goes to look
at the drawings) The trouble is these valley-thieves know
perfectly well that nobody in this country can resist ma-
chines and projects.

THE PEASANT woMAN, RIGHT Alleko Bereshvili, you're the
worst sucker of all for new projects, everybody knows that.

THF, ExPERT  How about my minutes? Can I say that you'll
go back to your kolkhoz and recommend that they re-
linquish their old valley in the interest of this project?

THE PFASANT WOMAN, RiGHT I'll recommend it. How about
you, Alleko?

THE OLD PFASANT, RIGHT (over the drawings) 1 request copies
of the plans to take back with us.

THE PEASANT WOMAN, RIGHT In that case we can sit down
to eat. Once he has the plans and a chance to discuss them,
the matter is settled. I know him. And the rest of our
people are the same.

(The delegates embrace each other again, laughing)

THE oLD PEASANT, LEFT Three cheers for the Galinsk kolkhoz
and good luck with your horses!

THE PEASANT WOMAN, LErT Comrades, in honor of the dele-
gates from the Galinsk kolkhoz and of the expert, we have
arranged to put on a play related to our problem. Arkadi
Cheidze, the singer, will take part.

(Applause. The girl tractor driver has run off to get the
singer)

THE PEASANT WOMAN, RIGHT Comrades, your play had better
be good, we're paying a valley for it.
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THE PFASANT wWoOMAN, LEFT Arkadi Cheidze knows 21,000
lines by heart.

THE OLD PEASANT, LEFT  We've worked up the play under his
direction. He’s a hard man to get. You people from the
planning commission should arrange to have him come
north more often, comrade.

TH¥, EXPERT Economics is more in our line.

THE OLD PEASANT, LEFT (smuling) You organize the redistri-

bution of vineyards and tractors, why not of songs?
(Led by the girl tractor operator, Arkadi Cheidze, the
singer, enters the circle. He is a powerfully built man of
simple ways. He is accompanied by musicians with their
instruments. The artists are greeted with applause)

THF. GIRL TRACTOR DRIVER  Arkadi, this is the comrade expert.
(Tbhe singer greets those around bim)

THE PEASANT WOMAN, RIGHT [ am greatly honored to make
your acquaintance. [ heard about your songs when 1 was
a little girl in school.

THE $INGER  This time it will be a play with songs, and almost
evervone in the whole kolkhoz will take part.

THE oLD PEASANT, RIGHT Wil it be one of the old legends?

THE SINGER A very old one. It is called The Chalk Circle
and comes from the Chinese. We play it in different form,
though. Shura, show them the masks. Comrades, it is an
honor for us to entertain you after a difficult debate. We
hope you will find that the old poet’s voice still rings true,
even in the shadow of the Soviet tractors. It may be wrong
to mix different wines, but old and new wisdom make an
excellent mixture. Well, I hope we shall all get something
to cat before the play begins. That helps.

voicks  Of course.—Everybody to the club house.

(All go gaily to dinner. As they are leaving, the expert
turns to the singer)

THE EXPERT  How long will this story take, Arkadi* I've got
to go back to Tiflis tonight.

THE SINGFR (offhand) Actually there are two stories. A
couple of hours.

THE EXPERT (confidentially) Can’t you make it shorter?

THF SINGER  No.
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The Noble Child

(The singer is sitting on the ground in front of bis musicians.
A black sheepskin cloak over bis shoulders, be leafs through
a worn-out copybook with slips of paper inserted)

In olden times, in bloody times
There ruled in this city, known as “the accursed city”
A governor by the name of Georgi Abashvili.
He was as rich as Croesus.
He had a beautiful wife.
He had a thriving child.
No other governor in Gruzinia had
So many horses in his stable
And so many beggars at his door
So many soldiers in his service
And so many petitioners in his courtyard.
How shall I tell you the kind of man Georgi Abashvili was?
He enjoyed his life.
One Easter Sunday morning
- The governor and his family went
To church.

(From the archway of a palace pour beggars and petitioners,
holding up emaciated children, crutches and petitions.
Bebind them two Ironshirts, then, splendidly attired, the
governor and bis family)

THE BEGGARS AND PETITIONERS Mercy, your grace, the taxes
are too high.—I lost my leg in the Persian War, where can
I get . . .—My brother is innocent, your grace, a mis-
understanding.—He’s starving on me.—He’s our last remain-
ing son—plecase relcase him from military service.—Please,
your grace, the water inspector has been bribed.

(A servant collects the petitions, another bands out coins
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from a pouch. The soldiers push back the crowd, striking
at them with beavy leather whips)

A sorbier - Back! Clear the church door.

(Bebind the governor, bis wife, and an aide-de-camp, the
governor’s child is rolled out through the archway in a
magnificent baby carriage. The crowd presses forward
again to see bint)

THE SINGER (while the crowd is whipped back)

That Faster the people saw the governor’s heir for the
first time.

Two doctors never stirred from the side of the Noble Child
Apple of the governor’s eve.

(Cries from the crowd: “The child?”"—“l can’t see him,
dom’t push s0.” “God bless you, your grace.”)

THE SINGER
Even the powerful Prince Kazbeki
Paid his respects to him at the church door.

(A far prince steps forward and greets the family)

THE FaT prINcE Tappy Easter, Natella Abashvili.

(A command is beard. A dust-covered rider dashes in and
holds out a voll of papers to the governor. At a sign from
the governor the aide-de-camp, a bandsome young man,
goes to the rider and bolds bim back. A brief pause while
the far prince looks distrustfully at the rider)

THE FAT PRINCE  What a beautiful day! When it rained last
mght I thought to myself: gloomy holxda\s But this morn-
ing, the skv was clear. I love clear skies, Natella Abashvili,
and a sunple heart. And little Michael, every inch a gover-
nor. Ti-ti-ti-ti. (e tickles the child) Happy Easter, lictle
Michael, ti-ti-ti-ti.

THE GOVERNOR'S wirk What do vou think, Arsen, Gcorgi has
finally decided to start bu1ldmg the new east wing. The
whole neighborhood with its wretched shacks is being torn
down to make room for the garden.

THE FAT PRINCE  That is good news after so much bad news.
What do you hcar about the war, brother Georgi? (The
goverior makes a gesture meaning that be doesw’t wish to
speak of it) A strategic withdrawal, I hear? Oh well,
there are always these little setbacks. Good days and bad
days. The fortuncs of war. Not very important, is it?
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THE GOVERNOR'S wirr  He's coughing! Georgi, did you hear?
(Sharply to the two dignified doctors standing right bebind
the baby carriage) He’s coughing!

FIRST DOCTOR (to the second) Permit me to remind you,
Niko Mikadze, that I was opposed to that lukewarm bath.
A slight error in the temperature of the bath water, your
grace.

SECOND pocTor (also very polite) 1 am unable to agree with
you, Mikha ILoladze. The temperature of the bath water
was that prescribed by our great and beloved Mishiko
Oboladze. More likely a draft during the night, your grace.

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE But do something for him! He looks
feverish, Georgi.

FIRST DOCTOR (over the child) No cause for alarm, your
grace. We shall make his bath water a little warmer and
it won’t happen again.

SECOND DOCTOR (with a venomous look at him) 1 won't
forget that, my dear Mikha Loladze. No cause for concern,
your grace. _

THE FAT PRINCE Al ai, ai, ai. | always say: If my liver pains
me, give the doctor fifty strokes across the soles of his feet.
And that’s only because the times have gone soft; in the
old days it was simply: Off with his head!

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE  Let’s go inside, it's probably because of

the draft out here.
(The procession consisting of the family and their servants
turns into the church door. The fat prince follows. The
aide-de-camp steps out of the procession and indicates the
rider)

THE GOVERNOR  Not before mass, Shalva.

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP (to the rider) The governor does not
wish to be molested with reports before mass, especially if,
as | presume, they arc depressing. Go to the kitchen, my
friend, and tell them to give you something to eat.

(The aide-de-camp joins the procession while the rider with
a curse enters the palace gate. A soldier comes out of the
palace and stops in the archway)

THE SINGER
The city is silent.

Pigeons arc strutting on the square.
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A soldier of the palace guard

Is ]ol\mg with a kitchen maid

Who s coming up from the river with a bundle.

(A kitchen maid with a bundle wrapped in large green
leaves tries to enter the archway)

THE sorpikR  What's this? Not in church? Playing hooky
from services, young lady?

crusaa | was all dressed, but then they were missing a
goose for Easter dinner and they asked me to get one,
because 1 know abour gecse.

THE SOLDIER A goose? (With affected suspicion) T'd like to
see that goose.

(Grusha does not understand)

THE soLDIER  You've got to watch your step with women.
“I've ()nly bheen getting a g()ose." That's what thcy say,
when actually it’s something entirely different.

GRUSHA (goes resolutely up to him and shows him the goose)
Here it is. And if ir isn't a good fiftcen-pound goose
crammed full of corn, I'll cat the feathers.

THE SOLDIER A quecn of a goose. The governor himself will
cat it. So you've been down by the river again?

GRUSHA  Yes, at the poulery farm,

THE soLptER - Oh, at the poultry farm down by the river? Not
upstreann in those willows?

GrusHA 1 only go ro the willows when I wash clothes.

THE SOLDIER (p()mtedly) Exactly.

GrusHA  Exactly what?

THE soLDIER (winking) Fxactly what I meant.

GRUsHA  Why shouldn’t 1 wash clothes by the willows?

THE SOLDIFR (with exaggerated laughter) “W hy shouldn’t
I wash clothes by the willows?” That’s good, really good.

Grussia I don’t understand you, soldier. What's good?

THE SOLDIFR (slyly) If somcone finds out what I know, hot
and cold she’s sure to grow.

GrusHA | fail to see what anybody can know about those
willows.

THE soLbikR  Fven if there were bushes nearby, where some-
one can sit and sce cverything? Everything that goes on
when a certain person “washes clothes™!
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GRUSHA What goes on, soldier? Can’t you just say what
you mean and be done with it?

THE SOLDIER  Something that someone can see.

GrusHa  Why, soldier, you wouldn’t mean that on a hot day
I sometimes put my toes in the water, because that’s all
there is to it.

" THE soLbIFR  There's more. Your toes and something more.

GRUSHA  What more? Well, maybe my foot.

THF. soLbikr  Your foot and a little more. (He laughs loudly)

GRUsHA  (angrily) Simon Chachava, you ought to be
ashamed. Sitting in the bushes on a hot day, waiting for
someone to put her leg in the water. And probably with
some other soldicr at that! (She runs away)

THE SOLDIER (calls after ber) Not with another soldier!

(As the singer resumes bis story, the soldier rums after
Grusha)

THE SINGER

The city lies silent, but why these men in arms?

The governor's palace is at peace.

Why then is it a fortress?

(The fat prince comes quickly out of the church door,
left. He stops and looks around. Two Ironshirts are wait-
ing outside the archway to the right. The prince sees them
and passes them slowly, making a sign to them; then be
goes out quickly. One Ironshirt goes through the archway
into the palace; the other stays bebind on guard. Mujffled
cries are beard from wvarious directions in the background.
“Ready!” The palace is surrounded. Church bells are beard
in the distance. Out of the church door comes the gover-
nor’s family and the rest of the procession)

THE SINGFR
Then the governor returned to his palace
And the palace was a trap.

The goose was plucked and roasted
But the goose was not eaten

Noon was no longer a time for cating
Noon was a time for dying.

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE (passing by) It’s really impossible to
live in this hovel, but of course Georgi builds only for his
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lictle Michael, not for me. Michael is everything, every-
thing for Michael!

THE GOVERNOR  Did you hear that? Brother Kazbeki wishing
us a Inppv Faster! That’s all very well, but as far as I
know it didn’t rain in Nukha last night. Where brother
Kazbeki was, it rained. Where was brother Kazbeki?

THE AIDE-DE-cAMP  We must investigate.

THE GOVERNOR  Yes, immediately. Tomorrow.

(The procession turns into the archway. The rider who
has meanwhile come out of the palace steps up to the
governor)

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP  Excellency, won't you listen to the rider
from the capital? He arrived this morning with confidential
papers.

THE GOVERNOR (continuing on his way) Not before dinner,
Shalva!

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP (while the procession disappears into the
palace and only two soldiers of the palace guard remain at
the gate; to the rider) The governor does not wish to be
molested with military reports before dinner, and his excel-
lency is devoting the afternoon to a conference with
eminent architects who have also been invited to dinner.
Here they come. (Three gentlemen have entered. While the
rider goes off, the aide-de-camp welcomes the architects)
Gentlemen, his cxcellency is expecting you for dinner. He
will devote the whole afternoon to you. And your great
new plans! Come quickly!

ONE OF THE ARCHITECTS We are filled with admiration that
his excellency should think of building despite the alarming
reports about the Persian war. .

THE. AIDE-DE-CAMP  “Because of them” would be more ac-
curate. It’s nothing. Persia is far away! The garrison here
would let themselves be hacked to pieces for the governor.
(Noise from the palace. A woman’s shrill scream. Cries
of command. Aghast, the aide-de-camp goes toward the
archway. An Ironshirt steps out and stops him with bis pike)

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP  What's going on? Put down that pike,
you dog! (Furiously to the palace guard) Disarm this man!
Don't you see this is a plot against the governor’s life?

-
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(The soldiers of the guard do not obey. They look coldly
and indifferently at the aide-de-camp and watch the follow-
ing scene without interest. The aide-de-camp fights his way
into the palace)

ONE OF THE. ARCHITECTS The princes! The princes met in the
capital last night. They are opposed to the grand duke
and his governors. Gentlemen, we'd better clear out.
(They go off quickly)

THE SINGER
O blindness of the great! They live like gods on high
Great over bended backs, trusting
In hired fists, confident
Of their power that has already endured so long.

But long is not forever.

O passage of time, o hope of the poor.

(Out through the archway comes the governor, in chains,

between two soldiers armed to the teeth. His face is gray)

Forever good-bye, great lord. Deign to walk with head
erect.

From your palace windows hostile eyes look down upon
you.

You will need no more architects. A plain carpenter is
all you'll need.

You will not be moving to a new palace, but to a small
hole in the ground.

I.ook round you one last time, blind man.

{The arrested man looks around)

Are you pleased with what you had? Between Easter mass
and Easter meal

You will go to the place whence no one returns.

(He is led away. The palace guard falls in bebind. A

born sounds the alarm. Noise bebind the archway)

When the house of the great man collapses

Many small folk will be crushed under the ruins.

Those who never shared the fortune of the mighty

Will often share their downfall. The

Swift-plunging wagon

Drags the sweating draft horses

Down to the abyss.
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(Panic-stricken servants come rushing out of the archway)
THE SERVANTS (all at once) ‘The baskets! All into the third
courtyard! Provisions for five days.—The mistress has
fainted. —Carry her downstairs, somcl)()d\' she can’t stay
here.—What about us?—They'll slaughter us like chickens.
They always do.—Mother of Giod, what's going to happen?
—lhc\ say there’s been bloodshed in the city.—Nonsense,
the governor has only been politely rcquestcd to attend a
mccrmg of the princes. Evervthing will be sertled peaceably,
I have it from a reliable source.
(The two doctors rush into the courtyard)

FIRST DOCTOR (trying to bold back the other) Niko Mikadze,
it is vour duty as a physician to stay with Natella Abashvili.

$ECOND Doctor My duty? Yours!

FIgsT pocToR  Whose turn is it with the child today, Niko
Mikadze, yours or mine?

stcoNp pocror - Mikha Loladze, do you really suppose I'm
going to spend another minute in a plaguc-ridden house
on account of that brat?

(They start to fight. All that can be beard is: “You're
neglecting your duty!” and “Duty be damncd!” Then the
second doctor strikes the first one down)

sECoND pocTtor — Oh, go to hell! (Out)

THE serRvanTs  Nothing to worry about until tonight, the
soldiers won't be drunk before then.—Doesn’t anybody
know if they've mutinicd?—The palace guard has ridden
away. “Doesn't anvbody know what’s happencd?

GrusHa  Meliva the fisherman says a comet with a red rail
was scen over the capital; that means calamity.

TaE skRvANTs  They say news reached the mpmll vesterday
that the Persian war has been completely lost.—The princes
have all risen up. They say the grand duke has fled. All his
governors are going to be executed.~T hey won't hure the
little people. U've got a brother in the Ironshirts. (The
soldier Simon Chachava appears, looking for Grusha in the
crowd)

THE AIDE-DE-CANP (appears in the archway) Into the third
courtyard, all of you! Everybody help with the packing!
(He drives the servants off)
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(Simon finally finds Grusha)

sinoN  There you are, Grusha. What are vou gmng to do?

GRUSHA Nothmg If the worst comes to the worst, | have a
brother with a farm in the mountains. But what about you?

sivtoN - Me? Nothing. (Again with formality) Grusha Vach-
nadze, vour question about my plans gives me pleasure.
I have received orders to escort Lady Natella Abashvili.

GRUSHA  But hasn’t the palace guard mutinied?

SIMON (gravely) It has,

GrusHA  Isn’t it dangerous to escort her?

sintoN  In Tiflis they say: Is stabbing dangerous for the
knife? :

GRUSHA  You're not a knife, Simon Chachava, you're only a
man. What’s the lady to you?

sizston - The lady is nothing to me, bur I've got orders and
I'm going.

GrusHa Then vou're just stubborn, soldier, running into
danger for no reason at all. (Someone calls ber from the
palace) They want me in the third courtyard, I'm in a
hurry.

sivoN - If you're in a hurry, let’s not argue. A good argument
takes time. May I ask whether the young lady still has her
parents?

GRUSHA  No. Only my brother.

simoN  Since the tme is short, my sccond question is: Is the
young lady as healthy as a fish in water?

GRUSHA .\1.1\ be a stitch in my right shoulder now and then,
but otherwise strong enough for every kind of work. No
onc has ever complained.

sistoN That is common knowledge. When it’s Easter Sunday
and someone has to go for the goose nevertheless, she’s the
one. Third question: Is the young lady impatient?> Does she
want cherries in the winter?

6rusna  Not impatient, but when people go off to war for no
reason and there’s no news, it’s bad.

simoN  There will be news. (Again Grusha is called from the
palace) And now the main question . . .

GRUsHA  Simon Chachava, I have to go to the third courtyard
and I'm in a big hurry, so the answer is “Yes.”
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SIMON (very wmuch embarrassed) They say that haste is the
wind that blows the scaffolding down. But they also say
that the rich are never in a hurry. I'm from . . .

GrRUsHA Kusk . . .

siMoN  So the young lady has made inquiries? I'm healthy, 1
have no one to look out for, 1 get ten piasters a month, it'll
be twenty when I'm paymaster, and with all my heart 1
ask for your hand.

GrUsHA  Simon Chachava, it’s all right with me.

SIMON (takes from bis meck a thin chain with a little cross on
it) The cross belonged to my mother, Grusha Vachnadze,
the chain is silver; pleasc wear it.

GRUsSHA Many thanks, Simon.

(He put: it around ber neck)

simoN  I've got to harness the horses, the young lady must
understand that. The voung lady had better go to the third
courtyard now, or there will be trouble

GRUSHA  Yecs, Simon.

(They stand undecided)

siMoN  I'm only taking her to the troops who are still loyal.
When the war is over, I'll be back. Two or three weeks.
I hope the time won’t hang heavy on my betrothed until I
return.

GRUSHA
Simon Chachava, I will be waiting for you.

Never fear. Go off to war, soldier

The grim, bloody war, the hard biteer war

From which not every man returns.

But when you return I'll be there.

I will be waiting for you under the green clm tree
I will be waiting for you under the bare elm trec
[ will be waiting till the last has come home again
And even more.

When you come back from the war

No boots will be standing at the door.

You will find no one in bed but me
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And my mouth will be unkissed.
When you come back home
You'll be able to say everything’s just the same.

simoN I thank vou, Grusha Vachnadze. And good-bye!
(He bows low to ber. She bows just as low to bim. Then
she runs away quickly without looking back. The aide-de-
camp steps out of the archway)

THE AIE-DE-CAMP  [larness the horses to the big carriage,

don’t stand around, you stinker!
(Simon Chachava comes to attention and goes off. Out the
archway creep two servants, bowed under the weight of
enormous trunks. Bebind them stumbles Natella Abashvili
supported by her waiting-women. Following her, a woman
carrying the child)

THE GOVERNOR'S Wire  Nobody attends to anything. P'm at my
wits’ end. Where is Michael> Don’t hold him so c]umsxly
Load the trunks on the carriage. Is there any news of the
governor, Shalva?

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP (shakes his bead) You must leave at once.

THE GOVERNOR'S WirE  Any word from the city?

THE AE-DE-cAMP  No. It’s been quiet so far, bat there's no
time to be lost. There’s no room in the carriage for the
trunks. Take out what you need. (T'he aide-de-camp goes
out quickly)

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE Just the barest necessities! Quick!
Open the trunks, I'll tell you what’s needed.

(The trunks are put down and opened)

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE (pointing to some brocade dresses)
The green one and of course the onc with the fur trimming!
Where are the doctors? That terrible migraine is coming
on again, it always starts at the temples. The one with the
peari buttons . . .

(Enter Grusha)

THE GOVERNOR’S WIFE Taking your time, aren’t you? Get the
hot water bottles.

(Grusha runs out, comes back in a moment with the hot
water bottles, and is silently ordered about by the governor’s
wife)
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THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE (watching a young - chambermaid)
Don'’t tear the sleeve!

THE. YOUNG woaaN  But gracious lady, nothing has happened
to the dress.

THE GOVERNOR's Wirk  Because | caught vou. I've been watch-
mg you for a long time. All \ou re g()od for is nnkmg cves
at the aide-de- -camp! I'll kill you, vou bitch! (Strikes ber)

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP (comes bacl) You must hurry, Natella
Abashvili, There's fighting in the city. (Off again)

THE GOVERNOR's WikE (lets the young woman go) Good
God! Do vou think they’ll dare lay hands on me? Why
should thw (All are silent. She begins to rummage in the
trunks) Find my brocade jacket! Help her! What's Michacl
doing? Is he asleep?

THE NURst. Yes, gracious lady.

THE. GOVERNOR’S wikk  Then put him down a minute md bring
me my red boots from the bedroom, 1 nced them for my
green dress. (The nurse puts the child down and runs. To
the young woman) Don’t stand around, you! (The young
woman runs away ) Stay right here or I'll have yvou whipped.
(Pause) Look how these things have been packed! Without
love, withour understanding. If I'm not there standing over
them . . . In times like these vou sce what kind of servants
you've got. Masha! (With an imperious gesture) You know
how to fill your bellies, but you never heard of gratitude.
I'll remember this.

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP (in great agitation) Natella, you must
come at once. The carper weavers have revolted, they've
just hanged Judge Orbeliani of the superior court.

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE Why? T must take the silver one, it
cost a thousand piasters. And this one and all the furs, and
where's my wine-red dress?

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP (trying to pull her away) Riots have
broken out in the slums. We've got to be going. (A4 servant
runs off) Where 1s the child?

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE (calling the nurse) Maro! Get the child
ready! Where are you?

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP (on bis way out) \We may have to forget
about the carriage and go on horschack.
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(The governor's wife rummages among the dresses, throws
some on a pile that is to go along, then takes them off again.
Sounds are heard. Drums. A red glow appears in the sky)

THE GOVERNOR'S WI¥E (rummaging desperately) My wine-red
dress, 1 can’t find it. (Shrugging her shoulders, to the
second woman) Take the whole pile to the carriage. Why
hasn’t Maro come bhack? Have you all gone crazy? I knew
it would be on the bottom.

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP (returning) Quick! Quick!

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE (to the second woman) Run! Just
throw them in the carriage!

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP  We're not taking the carriage. Come now,
or I'll go without you.

THE GOVERNOR'S Wikt Maro! Bring the child! (to the second

~awoman) ook for her, Masha! No, first take the dresses to
the carriage. Nonsense, [ wouldn't dream of going on horse-
back! (Turning around, sees the fiery glow and freezes
with fright) Fire! (She rushes off; the aide-de-camyp follows
ber. Shaking her bead, the second woman followws ber awith
the bundle of dresses)

(Servants come out from the archway)

THE woMaN cook  The east gate must be on fire,

THF. MAN cook  Thev've gone. They've left the carriage and
all the provisions. How are we going to get out of here?

A STABLE HAND  Yes, this house won't be healthy for a while.
(To the third woman) Zulika, I'll get a couple of blankets
and we'll clear out.,

THE NURSE (coming out of the archway wwith a pair of boots)
Gracious lady!

A FAT wonaN  She’s gone.

ik NURSE  \What about the child? (She runs to the child and
picks bim up) The beasts, they've left him. (She hands the
child to Grusha) Hold him a second. (Lying transparently)
I'm going to see abour the carriage. (She runs off after the
governor’s wife)

GRUsHA  What have they done to our master?

THE STABLE HAND (drawing bis finger across his throat) Fft!

THE FAT WOMAN (growing hysterical at bis gesture) Merci-
ful heavens above! Georgi Abashvili, our master! Hale and
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hearty at morning mass, and now . .. take me away.
We're lost! We'll die in sin. Like Georgi Abashvili our
master.

THE THIRD WOMAN (trying to soothe ber) Calm down, Nina.
You're not in danger. You've never hurt anybody.

THE FAT WOMAN (while she is being led away) Merciful
heavens above, we must all get away before they come,
before they come.

THE THIRD WOMAN  Nina takes it more to heart than his wife.
These people can’'t even do their own mourning! (She
catches sight of the child that Grusha is still holding) The
child! What are vou doing with the child!

6rRUSHA They left it behind.

THE THIRD wWoMAN  She left him® Michael, who was sheltered
from every draft!

(The servants gather around the child)

GrusHa  He’s waking up.

THE STABLE, HAND  Better put him down! I don’t like to think
what would happen to anybody they find with that child.
I'll get our seuff; wait here, all of you. (Goes off into the
palace)

THE WOMAN ook He's right, once they start fighting cach
other, they wipe out whole familics. I'm getting my things.
(All bave gone out except for two maids and Grusha with
the child i1 ber arms)

THE. THIRD woMaN Didn't you hear? Putr him down.

GRUSHA His nurse gave him to me to hold for a second.

THE WOMAN 00K  You simple soul, she won’t be back.

THE THIRD WoMAN  Keep away from him.

THE. WoMAN cook They’ll be hunting him more than his
mother. He’s the governor’s heir. Grusha, you're a good
soul, but you're not very bright. Take it from me, if he had
leprosy it couldn’t be worse. Just save your skin,

(The stable band bas come back with bundles which be
distributes among the women. All except Grusha prepare to
leave) :

GRUSHA (obstinately) e hasn’t got leprosy. He's looking at
me. He's somebody.

THE WOMAN cook Then stop looking at him. You're the
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boncheaded kind that falls for anything. Go get the lettuce,
they say, you have the longest legs; and vou run. We're
t'lkmg the oxcart, you can come with us if you hurry. Lord,
the whole district must be on fire!

THE THIRD wonaN Haven't you packed anything®> There
isn’t much time, the Ironshirts will be here any minute.
(The two women and the stable band go off)

GRUSHA  I'm coming.

(Grusha lays the child down, looks at it for a few moments,
takes pieces of clothing from the trunks that are standing
around, and covers the sleeping child. Then she runs into
the palace ro get ber things. Hoofbeats and women’s screams
are beard. Enter the fat prince with some drunken Iron-
shirts. One is carrying the governor's head on a pike)

THE FAT PRINCE Fere in the center! (One of the soldiers

climbs on the back of another, takes the head and holds it
tentatively over the archway) That's not the center, further
to the right, that’s ir. When 1 give orders, I sce to it that
they’re carried our properly. (While the soldier, with ham-
mer and a nail, fastens the head to the wall by the hair)
This morning at the church door I said to Georgi Abashvili:
“I love clear skies,” but to tell the truth I prefer the light-
ning that strikes out of a clear skv Yes, indeed. The only
trouble is they’ve taken the brat away. I need him badlv
Search all (;ruzmxa for him. A thousand piasters.
(While Grusha, looking cautiously around, comes to the
portal, the fat prince goes off with the lronshirts. Again the
sound of boofbeats is beard. Carrying a bundle, Grusha goes
toward the archway. When she bas almost reached it, she
turns around to see if the child is still there. The singer
starts singing. She stands motionless)

THE SINGER
As she stood there between door and archway, she heard
Or thought she heard a faint cry: the child
Called out to her, he didn’t whimper, bur said quite reason-

ably
Or so at least it seemed to her.
“Woman,” he said, “help me.”
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And he went on, not whimpering, but saying quite reason-
ably

“Consider, woman, that one who does not hear a cry for
help

But passcs by with distracted ear will never

Hear again the hushed call of her lover nor

The blackbird in the dawn nor the contented

Sighs of the tired grape pickers at angelus.”

Hearing this

(Grusha takes a few steps toward the child and bends over

him)

she went back for one last look

At the child. Just to stay with him

For a few moments until someone should come—

His mother perhaps or someone else—

(She sits down, leaning against a trunk and facing the child)

Until she should have to go, for the danger was too great,
the city was full

Of flames and lamentation.

(The light dims as though cvening were turning to night.

Grusha bas gone into the palace and come back with a lamp

and some milk which she gives the child to drink)

THE SINGER  (in a loud voice)

Terrible is the rempration to do good!

(All through the night, Grusha sits watching the child.

Once she lights the little lamp to look at the child, once she

throws a brocade mantle over bim. From time to time she

listens and looks around to make sure no one is coming)

THE SINGER

Long she sat with the child

Till evening came, till night came

Till the dawn came. Too long she sat

Too long she saw

The quict breathing, the little fists

Until toward morning the temptation grew too great

And she stood up, bent down and with a sigh picked up the
child

And carried him away.

(She does as the singer says)
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Like something stolen she took him
Like a thief she crept away.

The Flight to the Northern Mountains

THE SINGER
When Grusha Vachnadze left the city
On the Gruzinian military highway
On the way ro the northern mountains
She sang a song, she bought milk.
THE MUSICIANS
How can she, so human, hope
To escape the bloodhounds, the sctters of snares?
To the deserted mountains she plodded
Along the Gruzinian military highway she plodded
She sang a song, she bought milk.
(Grusha Vachnadze plodding along, carying the child in a
sack on ber back, in one band a bundle, in the other a large
stick)
GRUSHA (sings)
Four old commanders
Set out for Iran.
The first commander never fought
The second’s fighting came to naught
The third one found the weather not right
The fourth one found his soldiers would not fight.
Four old commanders
Away they ran.
Sosso Robakidze
Marched off to Iran.
The war he fought was hard and tough
He won the battle soon enough
The weather was all right for him
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His soldiers hacked away with vim.
Sosso Robakidze
Is our man.

(A peasant but appears)

GRUSHA (to the child) Noon, time to cat. So we'll sit in the
grass and wait impatiently while good old Grusha buys a
cup of milk. (She sets the child on the ground and knocks
.at the door of the but; an old peasant opens) Could you
give me a cup of milk, grandfather, and a miller cake
perhaps?

THE OLD MAN  Milk? We haven’t gor any milk. The high and
mighty soldiers from the city have taken our goats. GGo to
the hlgh and mighty soldicrs if you want milk.

GRusHA  But you must have 2 cup of milk left for a child,
grandfathcr~

THE or.p MAN  For a “God-reward-you,” 1 supposc?

GrusHa  Who siid anything about God rewarding you?
(Takes out her purse) We pay like princes. Our heads in
the clouds, our behinds in the water! (Grumbling, the
peasant brings milk) And what is the price of this cup of
milk?

THE 0LD MAN  Three piasters. Milk has gone up.

Grusna  Three piasters? For a thimbleful? (Wirhout a word
the old wman slams the door in her face) Michacl, did
vou hear that? Three piasters! We can't afford it. (She
goes back and sits down and gives the child her breast)
We'll just have to try it again this way. Suck hard, think
of those three plasters' There's n()thmg there, bur you
think you're drinking, and that’s something. (She sees that
the child bas stopped sucking, and shakes her bead. She
stands up, goes back to the door and knocks again) Grand-
father, open up, we'll pay! (In an undertone) 1 hope vou
drop dead. (When the old man opens the door again) 1
expected to pay half a piaster, but the child needs ir. How
about onc piaster?

THE OoLD MAN  Two.

GrusHa  Don't close the door again. (She rummages a long
while in her purse) Here are two piasters. But this milk had
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better be filling, we have a long way to go. It’s highway
robbery and a sin.

THE oLD MAN  Kill the soldiers if you want milk.

GRUSHA (giving the child milk to drink) Its an cxpensive
treat. Drink, Michael, it’s half a week’s wages. The people
around here think we've made our money sitting on our
asses. Michael, Michael, I've certainly let myself in for some-
thing. (Looking at the brocade mantle in which the child
is wrapped) A brocadc mantle worth a thousand piasters,
and not onc piaster for milk. (She looks back) Now there’s
a carriage full of rich refugees. Let's try and get a ride.

(Outside a caravanserai)
(Grusha, wearing the brocade mantle, is seen approaching
two fine ladies. She is holding the child in ber arms)

GrRusHA  Oh, do the ladies wish to spend the night here too?
It’s so dreadfully crowded cvervwhere, and not a carriage
to be had! My coachman slmply took it into his head to go
back. I've come at least half a mile on foot. Barefoot! My
Persian shoes—you know those heels. But why doesn’t some-
body come?

oLbkr LapY The landlord is taking his time. Ever since the
events in the capital, the whole country has lost its manners.
(Out comes the landlord, a very dignified old man with a
long beard, followed by his bouse servant)

THE LANDLORD  Forgive an old man for making vou wait, my
ladies. My little grandson was showing me a peach tree in
blossom, over there on the slope, beyond the corn fields.
We have a few fruit trees over there, a few cherry trees.
Further west (hbe points) the ground is stonicr, the peasants
drive their shecp therc to graze. You ought to see the peach
blossoms, such an exquisite pink.

oLDER LADY  You have a fertile region here.

THE LANDLORD God has blessed it. How are the fruit blossoms
coming along further south, my ladies? You're from the
south, aren’t you?

YOUNGER LADY I must admit I didn’t pay much attention to
the landscape.

THE LANDLORD (politely) 1 understand. The dust. On our
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highway it’s best to proceed at 2 moderate pace, provided
one isn’t in rtoo much of a hurry.

OrDER Lapy  Put vour veil around vour neck, dearest. The
cvening breezes here seem rather cool.

THE LANDLORD  They come from the Yanga-Tau glaciers, my
ladies.

GRUSHA  Oh, I'm so afraid my son will catch cold.

OLpER LADY  It's a good-sized caravanserai. Shall we go in?

THE LANDLORD Ol the ladies desire rooms® But my cara-
vanscrat is overcrowded and the servants have run away.
I'm dreadfuly sorry but I can’t accommodate any more
people, not even w ith references . . .

YOUNGER LADY But we can’t spend the night on the road.

OLDER LADY (dryly)  How much is it?

THE LaxprLornp My ladies, surely vou must understand that
a landlord must be (.‘(('l(.ll]d\ carcful in times like these
with so many refugees l()()l\mg for a place to stay. Perfectly
respectable persons of course, but frowned on by the au-
thorities. And so .

OLDER LADY My dear man, we are not rcfugccs. \We are on
our way to our summer residence in the mountains, and
that’s all there is to it. It would never occur to us to ask
vour hospitality if we . . . if we needed it that badly.

THE LANDLORD (nodding agreement)  Of course not. Stll, 1
doubt whether the one tinv room I have available would
suit the ladies. 1 am obliged to charge SIXty plasters per
person. Arce the fadies rogether?

GrusHa  Ina way. I, too, am in need of lodging.

YOUNGER Lapy  Sixry piasters! The man’s a cutthroat!

THE LANDLORD (coldly) My ladies, T have no desire to cut
anvone’s throat, and so . . . (Turns to go)

orLDER LADY  Must we talk about throats: Come along. (Goes
in, followed by the house servant)

YOUNGKR LADY (i despair) A hundred and cighry piasters
for one room. (Looking around at Grusha) But not with a
child! That's impossible! Suppose it cries!

THE LANDLORD  ‘T'he price of the room is a hundred and cighty
piasters, for two persons or for three.

YOUNGER LADY (changed on hearing this, to Grusha) On the
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other hand, my dear, I couldn’t bear to think of you out
on the road. Do come in.

(They go into the caravanserai. On the other side of the
stage the house servant enters from the rear with baggage.
Bebind him the clderly lady, then the second lady and
Grusha with the child)

YOUNGER 1apY A hundred and cightv piasters! I haven’t been
so upset since they brought poor Igor home.

oLDER LapY  Must vou talk about Igor?

YOUNGER LADY Actually there are four of us, the child is a
person, isn’t itz (To (nm/m) Couldn't vou pay at least half?

GrusHa  Thar is impossible. You sce, 1 had to leave in a great
hurry and the aide-de-camp forgor to give me enough
moncy.

OLDER LADY Maybe vou haven't even got the sixty?

erosua 1 will pay that,

YOUNGER 1L.ADY  Where are the beds?

THE Housk skRVANT  No beds. There are blankets and sacks.
Youwll just have to make do. Be glad vou're not being
lowered into the ground, like plenty of others. (Goes out)

YOUNGER LAY  Did vou hear that? I'm going straight to the
landlord. The man must be flogged.

oLpER 1ADY - Like vour husband?

YOUNGER LADY  You're so cruel. (She bursts into tears)

oLk LapY How will we ever make anything resembling
beds out of this?

GrUsHA  Leave it to me. (She puts the child down) 1t’s always
casicr when there’s more than one. And there's still your
carriage. (Sweeping the floor) 1 was taken urtterly by
surprise! “My dear Anastasia Katarinovska,” my husband
said to me before dinner, “lic down a while, \-ou know
how those migraine headaches will come over vou.” (She
drags sacks into place, makes up beds; the ladies watch ber
at work and exchange glances) “(;corgn, I said to the
governor, “with sixty guests for dinner 1 can't lic down,
the servants aren’t to be trusted, and Michacel Georgivitch
won't eat without me.” (To Michael) You sec, Michael,
cvcr_vthing‘s going to be all right, didn't I tell you? (She
suddenly notices that the ladies are looking at ber strangely
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and whispering) There. At least we won’t be lying on the
bare ground. I've folded the blankets double.

OLDER LADY (i a tone of command) You're very clever at
bedmaking, my dcar. Show me yvour hands!

GRUSHA (frightenned) \What do vou mean?

YOUNGER LADY  You've been told to show your hands.
(Grusha shows the ladies ber hands)

YOUNGER LADY (triumpbantly) Cracks! A domestic!

OLDER LADY (goes to the door, calls out) Servants'

YOUNGER LADY  We've caught you, you hussy. What have vou
been up to? Confess.

GRUSHA (confused) 1 haven’t been up to any rhmg I thought
maybe vou'd take us with you in your carriage, just a
little way. Pleasec don’t make a fuss. I'll go of mv own
accord.

YOUNGER 1LADY (while the older lady continues to call for
servants)  You'll go all right, but with the police. In the
meantime stay here. Don’t move!

Grusua  But I was even going to pay the sixty piasters. FHere.
(shows her purse) Sec for vourself, I've got them. Four
tens and a five, no it’s a ten, that makes sixty. [ only wanted
the child to ride in the carriage, that’s the ‘truth.

YOUNGER LADY Oh, you wanted to ride in the carriage!
Now it comes out.

GrusHa Gracious lady, T coofess, I'm of lowly descent,
please don’t call the police. The child is of high station,
look at his linen, he’s a refugee like yourselves.

YOUNGFR LADY Of high station, we’ve heard that one. His
father’s a prince, jsn’t he?

Grusha (wildly to the elderly lady) Stop screaming! Haven't
you any heart?

YOUNGER LADY (fo the elderly lady) Be careful, she’s going
to attack you. She’s dangerous! Help! Murder!

THE HOUSE SERVANT (entering) What's wrong?

ELDERLY 1.ADY  This person has wormed her way in here by
playing the lady. Probably a thief.

YOUNGER LADY And dangerous too. She wanted to kill us.
Call the police. I feel my migraine coming on, oh heavens!

THE HOUSE SERVANT There isn’t any police right now. (To
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Grusha) Pack up your belongings, sister, and make yourself
scarce.

GRUSHA (angrily picking up the child) You monsters!
At a time when they're nailing your heads to the walls!
THE HOUSE SERVANT (pushing ber out) Shut your mouth. Or

the old man will come, and then I pity you.

OLDER LADY (to the younger lady) I.ook and see if she
hasn’t stolen something!

(While the ladies on the right search feverishly to sce
whether something bas been stolemn, the bouse servant
steps out the door left with Grusha)

THE HOUSE SERVANT | always say: Don’t buy a pig in a poke.
Next time take a look at pcoplc before you trust them.
Grustia I thought they'd be decent if they thought 1 was

one of them.

THE HOUSE SERVANT That was silly of you. Believe me, noth-
ing is harder than imitating lazy, useless people. Once they
suspect you of being able to wipe your own ass or of ever
in all vour life working with your hands, you’re done for.
Wait a sccond, I'll get you some millet bread and a few
apples.

GrUSHA  Better not. I'd better go before the landlord comes.
If T walk all night, I'll be out of danger, I think. (Goes)

THE HOUSE SERVANT (calls softly after ber) Keep to the
right at the next crossing.

(She disappears)

THE SINGER
When Grusha Vachnadze went northward
Prince Kazbeki's guards followed her.
THE MUSICIANS
How can a barefoot girl escape from the Ironshirts?
The bloodhounds, the sctters of snares?
Even at night they hunt. Pursuers
Never get tired. Butchers
Never sleep long.
(Two Ironshirts are trotting along the bighway)
THE CORPORAL Blockhead, you’ll never amount to anything.
Your heart isn't in it. A superior can tell that by the litte
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things. When 1 laid that fat woman the other day, you
carricd out my orders, you held her husband, you kicked
him in the stmmch but did vou take pleasure in it like a
good soldier, or did vou just go through the motions? 1
watched vou, Blockhead. Yowre dead wood, you're a
tinkling cvmbal, vou'll never get a promotion. (T'hey go
on a while in silence) Dow’t think T won't remember that
every move vou make is a dlsph\ of insubordination. 1
forbid vou to limp. You only do it because I sold the horses
because I'd never get such a good price again. By limping
you wish to intimate that vou don’t care for hlkmg, I know
vou, It won’t do you any good, it will make things worse
for you. Sing!

THE TWO TRONSHIRTS (Si77¢)
To the war my weary way I'm wending
While my sw eetheart stays to mind the cattle.
Loyal friends her honor are defending
Till  come back from the bloody battle.
THE corPORAL  |Louder!
THE, TWO IRONSHIRTS
Asinto my grave instcad | travel
See my sweetheart throwing in the gravel
Hear her say: “There go the feet with which he chased me
There the arms that many rimes embraced me.”

(Again they walk for a while in silence)

THE CORPORAL A good soldier has to put his heart and soul in
it. He'll ler himself be torn to picces for a superior, With
his dying glance he takes in his corporal’s nod of approval.
That's all the reward he wants. There won't be any nod
for you, and vou'll have to kick in all the same. Damna-
tion, how am 1 gmng to find the governor's brat with a
subordinate like you, just tell me that.

(They go on)

THF, SINGFR
When Grusha Vachnadze came to the Sirra River
Her flight became too much for her, the helpless child too
heavy.



Scenc 3 169

THE MUSICIANS
In the corn fields the rosy dawn
Is merely cold to onc who has not slept. To the fugitive
The merry clatter of milk pails from the farm where the

smoke rises
Sounds menacing. Carrying the child, she
Feels its weight and hittle else.
(Grusha stops outside a farm)

crusHa Now you've wet vourself again and you know I

have no dmpcrs for you. Michacl, T'll have to lcave you
now. We're far cnough from the city. They can’t care
cnough about a little nothmg like you to follow you all
this way. That peasant woman looks friendly, and get a
whiff of the milk! So good-bye, Michael, ri forget how
vou kicked me in the back all night to keep me on the
move, and vou forger the short rations. 1 did my best. I'd
have liked to keep vou longer because vour nose is so little,
but it can’t be done. I'd lmvc liked to show you vour first
bunny and—teach you to stop wetting vouriclf but I've
got to go back, because my sweetheart the soldier ought
to be back soon, too, and what if he didn’t find me> You
can’t ask that of me, Michael.
(A fat peasant woman carvies a milk pail in through the
door. Grusha nwaits until she is inside, then she goes
cautiously toward the house. She steals up to the door
and sets the child down in front of it. Then she bides behind
a tree and ~waits until the peasant woman comes out again
and finds the bundle)

THE PEASANT woMan  Leavens above, what's this? Husband!

THE PEASANT (coming out) Now what® Let me eat my soup.

THE PEASANT WOMAN (10 the ¢hild)  Where's your mother?
Haven’t yvou gor one? It's a boy, I belicve. ‘And he's got
fine llncn, this is a noble child. And rthey just drop it on
the doorstep. What terrible times!

THE PEASANT If they think we're going to feed him, they’re
mistaken. Take it to the priest in the village, and that's the
end of it.

THE PEASANT wonaN  What would the priest do with him?
He nceds a mother. There, he’s waking up. Don’t you think
we could keep him?
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THE PEASANT (shouting) No!

THE PEASANT WoMAN If | bed him down in the corner be-
side the armchair, I'l} only nced a basket, and I'll take him
out to the fields with me. Look, he’s laughmg Husband,
we have a roof over our heads, we can do it, I'm not
listening.

(She carries bim in, the peasant follows protesting. Grusha
comes out from behmd the tree, laughs and hurries away
i the direction from which she came)

THE SINGER  Why so happy, woman returning  homeward?

THE MUSICIANS
Because wirh a smile, the helpless child has
Got himself new parents, [ am happy. Because the dear child
Is off my hands, I am glad.

THE. SINGER ~ And why so sad?

THE MUSICIANS
Because I am free and unburdened, I am sad
As one who has been robbed
As onc who has been made poor.

(She has only gomne a little way when she meets the two
Ironshirts who bar the way with their pikes)

THE CORPORAL  Young lady, you have bumped into the armed
forces. Where have you come from? And why? Have you
illicit relations with the enemy? Where are they? What
movements are they making in your rear? What about the
hills, what about the valleys, how are your stockings
fastened?

(Grusha stands stock still in a fright)

GrUsHA They are well-fortified, you'd better stop short.

THE CORPORAL | always stop short, you can count on me for
that. Why are vou gaping at my pike? “A soldier in the
field never lets his pike out of his hand.” That’s the regu-
lation, Blockhead, learn it by heart. Well, young lady,
where are vou going?

Grusta  To meet my swectheart, soldier, a certain Simon
Chachava, of the palace guard in Nukha. If 1 write him a
leteer, he'll break every bone in your body.

THE CORPORAL Simon Chachava, of course, I know him. He
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ave me the key, said to look in on you now and then.
Blockhead, we're getting unpopular. V ‘e’d better tell her
our intentions arc honorable. Young lady, 1 may seem to
make jokes, but I'm serious underneath. So here you have
it officially: I want a child from you.

(Grusha lets out a little scream)

tHE CORPORAL Blockhead, she catches our micaning. A swect
shock, isn’t it> “Bug first I must take the buns out of the
oven, licutenant. First I must change my torn shirt, colonel!”
Joking aside, poking aside, young lady: we're combing the
region for a certain child. Have you heard anything about
such a child, that's turned up from the city, a noble child
in fine linen?

GrRUsHA No, I haven’t heard a thing.

THE SINGER
Run, kind-hearted girl, the killers are coming!

You who are helpless, help the helpless child! And so she
runs.

(She turns suddenly and runs away in panic fear, toward

the peasant’s bouse. The lronshirts exchange glances and

follow ber cursing)

THE MUSICIANS
In the bloodiest times
There arc kindly people.

(In the peasant’s house the fat peasant woman is bending
over the child in its basket when Grusha Vachnadze rushes
in)

Grusaa Hide him, quick. The Ironshirts are coming. 1 left
him on the doorstep, but he’s not mine, he comes of a
noble family.

THF. PEASANT womaN  Whe's coming? What Ironshirts?

GrusHa Don't waste time. The Tronshirts that are looking for
him,

THE PEASANT WoMAN They've no business in my house. But
it looks like I'll want a word with you.

GrusHa Take off his fine linen, it will give us away.

THE PFASANT WOMAN Don’t bother me with linen. In my
house I give the orders. And don't throw up on my furni-
ture. Why did you leave it? That’s a sin.
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GRUSHA (looking out) They’ll be coming out from behind
the trees any minute. | shouldn’t have run aw ay, that made
them angry. Oh, what should I do?

THF 'PEASANT WOMAN (also peers out and is suddenly scared
stiff)y  Mother of God, the Ironshirts!

GrusHA - They're looking for the child.

THE PEASANT woMMAN  But what if they come in here?

GRUSHA  You mustn’t give it to them. Say it’s yours.

THE PEASANT WOMAN  Yes.

Grusta  Thev'll run it through if you give it to them.

THE PEASANT WoMAN - But suppose thcv ask me for it? I've got
silver for the harvesters in the house.

GrusHA  If vou give it to them, they’ll run it through r
here in your house. You've got to ‘tell them it's vours.
THE PEASANT WonMAN  Yes. But suppose they don’t believe

me?

GrusHa  If vou sav it like vou meant it . . .

THE PFASANT woataN T hC\ II burn the roof over our heads.

GrusHA  That's why vou've got to say it’s vours. His name is
Michacl. I shouldn't have rold you that.

(The peasant woman nods)

GrUsHA  Don’t nod vour head like that. And don’t tremble,
they’ll norice.

THE PEASANT WOMAN  Yes.

GrRUsHA  Stop saving “ves.” | can't stand it. (Shakes ber)
Haven't vou one of your own?

THE PEASANT WOMAN (mumbling)  Gone to war,

GRUSHA Then maybe he's an Ironshirt himself. Would you
expect him to run babics through? Wouldn’t you givc him
a piecc of your mind! “Stop poking vour pike into my
house, is that how T raised vour W ash your neck before
vou talk to vour mother.”

THE PEASANT wonman  That's a fact. T wouldn't let him do
that.

GRUSHA  Promise to tell them he's vours,

THE PEASANT WOMAN  Yes.

GRUsHa  Thev're coming now.

(Knoc /\mgr at the door. T'he women do not answer. Enter
the Ironshirts. The peasant woman bows low)

THE CorRPORAL  That’s her all right. What did I tell you?

ght
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I've got a nosc on me. 1 could smell her. I've got a question
to ask you, voung lady: Why did you run away? What did
you thinks That I wanted s()mcrhmg from vou? 1 bet it
was something indecent. Admit it!

GRUSHA (while the peasant woman keeps bowing) 1 lefr milk
on the stove. [ suddenly remembered it.

THE CORPORAL | thoughe it was because vou thought T was
looking at you indccently. As if 1 had some idea about you
and me. Kind of a sensual look, sec what | mean?

crusa I didn't see anything like that.

THE CORPORAL  But it's possible, don’t deny it. After all,
could be a swine, I'll be perfeetly frank with you: I LOUld
get all sorts of ideas if we were alone. (To the peasant
woman) Haven't you something to do in the yard? Feed
the chickens?

THE PEASANT WOMAN (falling suddenly on ber knees) Mr.
Soldier, I didn’t know a rhing. Don’t burn the roof over
my head!

THE CorPORAL - What are vou ralking abour?

THE PEASANT woMmAN  It's got nothing to do with me, Mr.
Soldier. She left it on myv doorstep, 1 swear it.

THE CORPORAL (sees the child and whistles) Oho, there’s a
little fellow in the basket, Blockhead, T smell a thousand
piasters. ‘L'ake the old woman outside and hold her fast.
Scems to me 've got a little interrogation on my hands.
(Without a word the peasant woman lets the soldier lead
ber away)

THE CORPORAL  So here’s the baby I wanted of vou. (He goes
to the basket)

Grusna - Mr. Officer, it’s mine. It’s not the one vou're look-
ing for.

THE CORPORAL [ et's have a look. (He beuds over the basket)
(Grusha looks about in despair)

GRUSHA [t’s mine, 1t’s mine.

THE. CORPORAL  Fine linen.

(Grusha rushes at him to pull him away. He flings her off
and again bends down over the basket. She looks about
desperately, sees a big log, lifts it and brings it down on
the corporal’s head from behind. He collapses. Quickly
picking up the child, she runs out)
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THF, SINGER
And flecing from the Ironshirts
After twenty-two days of flight
At the foot of the Yanga-Tau glacier
Grusha Vachnadze adopted the child.
THE MUSICIANS
The helpless one adopted the helpless one.
(Grusha leans over a balf-frozen stream and scoops up
water for the child in the hollow of ber band)
GRUSHA (sings)
Since no one wants to take you, child
I shall have to take you.
Black the day as black can be
If you'rc satisfied with me
I will not forsake you.

I have carried you so far

Sorc my fect and bleeding
Spent such fortunes buying milk
You've grown dear to me
(Fondness comes from feeding.)

I will throw your linen out
Swaddle you in tatters

I will wash vou and baptize
You in glacier water.

(You'll just have to stand it.)

(She has taken off the child's fine linen and ~wrapped bim
inarag)

THE SINGER
When Grusha Vachnadze, pursued by the Ironshirts
Came to the footbridge leading over the glacier to the

village on the eastern slope
She sang the Song of the Shaky Bridge and risked two
lives.
(A wind bas come up. The footbridge appears in the balf-
light. One cable is broken and the bridge is slanting over
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the abyss. Peddlers, two men and a woman, are standing
undecided at the end of the bridge when Grusha arrives.
One of the men is fishing with a pole for the dangling
cable)

FIrsT AMaN  Take your time, young ladv, you won’t get across
the pass anyway.

GrusHa  But I have to take my baby to my brother’s place on
the cast side.

THE woatan - THave to! What do you mean have to! I have to
get across because T have to buy two carpets in Atum,
which a woman has to sell because her husband died. But
can I do what [ have to do; can she? Andrey has been
fishing for the cable for two hours, but even if he catches
it how are we going to make it fast? Tell me that.

FIRST MAN (listening) Sh-sh, T think 1 hear something.

GRUSHA (in a loud woice) The bridge isn't all that shaky. I
think Pll try to cross it.

THE WOMAN I wouldn’t try it if the devil himself were after
me. Why, it’s suicide.

FIRST MAN (shouting) Ho!

GrUSHA  Don’t shout! (To the woman) Tell him not to shout.

FIRsT MAN Bur somebody’s shouting down there. Maybe
they’ve lost their way down there.

THFE. WoMAN  Why shouldn’t he shout® Is there something
shady about y ou’ Are they after you?

GrusHA [ guess P'd better tell vou. The Ironshirts are after.
me. | hit one of them on the head.

seconD MAN  Hide the stuff.

(The woman bides a sack bebind a rock)

FIRST MaN  Why didn’t you tell us right away? (To the
others) If they catch her, they’ll make hash out of her!

GrusHA  Get out of the way, I've got to cross that bridge.

seconD MAN  You can't! The chasm is two thousand feet
deep!

FIRsT MAN Even if we could catch the cable, there wouldn't
be any sense in it. We could hold it in our hands, but the
Ironshirts could cross the same way.

GrusHa  Qut of my way!

(Not very distant cries: “She’s up there!”)
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THE WOMAN  They’re coming close. But you can’t take your
child on the bridge. It’s almost sure to collapse. And Took
down there.

(Grusha looks into the chasm. More cries from the Iron-
shirts below)

seCoND MAN  Two thousand feet.

GrRUsHA  But those men are worse.

FiRsT MAN  You can't do it. Think of the child. Risk your
own life if they’re out to get you, but not the child’s.

SECOND MAN Bcsldcs she’ll be heavier with the child.

THE WOMAN  Maybe she really has to get across. Give it to
me, I'll hide it, and you'll try the bridge by yourself.

Grusia  No. Where he goes, I go. (To the child) We're in
this together, son. (Sings)

Deep is the chasm, son
See the bridge sway

Not of our choosing, son
Is our way.

You must go the way that

I have picked for you

You must eat the bread that
I have saved for you

Share the two, three morsels
Taking two of three.

How big or how little
Better not ask me.

Il try it.

THE woMaN  It’s tempting God.
(Cries from below)

GrusHa I beg vou, throw your pole away, or they’ll fish up
the cable and come after me.
(She goes out on the swaying bridge. The peddler woman
screams when the bridge threatens to break. But Grusha
goes on and reaches the other side)

FIRST MAN  Shc’s across.

THE WOMAN (who had fallen on her knees and prayed,
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angrily) Tt was a sin all the same.
(The Ironshirts appear from below. The corporal's head is
bandaged) ‘

THE CORPORAL Have you seen a woman with a child?

FIRST MAN (while the second man throws the pole into the
chasm) Yes. There she is. And the bridgc won't carry you.

THE Corporal.  Blockhead, you're going to pay for this.
(Grusha on the opposite side laughs and shows the Iron-
shirts the child. She goes om, the bridge stays bebind.
Wind) ’

GrusHA (looking around at Michael) Never be afraid of the
wind, it's only a poor devil like us. His job is pushing the
clouds and he gets colder than anybody.

(Snow begins to fall)

The snow isn’t so bad ecither, Michael. Its job is covering
the little fir trees so the winter won't kill them. And now
'l sing a song for you. Listen! (Sings)

Your father is a bandit

And your mother is a whore
Every noble man and honest
Will bow as you pass.

The tiger’s son will

Feed the little foals his brothers
‘The child of the serpent

Bring milk to the mothers.

In the Northern Mountains

THE SINGER )
The sister trudged for seven days.
Across the glacier, down the slopes she trudged.
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When I come to my brother’s house, she thought

He will stand up and embrace me.

“Is it you, sister?” he will say.

“I've long been expecting you. This is my beloved wife.

And this is my farm, mine by marriage.

With eleven horses and thirty-one cows, Be seated!

Sit down at our table with your child and eat.”

Her brother’s house was in a smiling valley.

When the sister came to the brother’s house, she was ill
from her journey.

The brother stood up from the table.

(A stout peasant couple who bave sat down to eat.

Lavrenti Vachnadze already bas bis napkin around bis neck

when Grusha, supported by a bired band and very pale,

enters with the child)

LAVRENTI VACHNADZE Where have you come from, Grusha?

GRUSHA (feebly) I've come across the Yanga-Tau pass,
Lavrenti.

HIReD HAND | found her outside the hay shed. She has a child
with her.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW  Go and curry the bay. (The bired hand
goes out)

LAVRENTI  This is my wife, Anike.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW ~ We thought you were working in Nukha,

GRUSHA (who can hardly stand up) Yes, 1 was.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW  Wasn'’t it a good position? We heard it
was.,

GrusHA The governor has been killed.

LAVRENTI Yes, we heard there was trouble. Your aunt told
us, don’t you remember, Aniko?

THE SISTER-IN-LAW  It’s perfectly quiet here. City pcoplc are
always looking for trouble. (Goes to the door and calls)
Sosso, Sosso, don't take the cake out of the oven yet, do
you hear? Where are you anyway? (Goes out, calling)

LAVRENTI (quickly, in an undertone) Have you a father for
it? (When she shakes ber bead) Just as I thought We've
got to think up something. She’s very religious.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW (coming back) Those servants! (To
Grusha) You have a child?

GRUSHA IUs mine. (She slumps over. Lavrenti raises ber up)
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THE SISTER-IN-LAW  Saints alive, she’s got some disease. ‘What
will we do?

(Lavrenti starts leading Grusha to the bench by the stove.
Aniko, horrified, gestures bim to stop and points to a sack
by tbe wall)

LAVRENTI (takes Grusha to tbe wall) Sit down. Sit down.
It’s only weakness.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW  What if it’s scarlet fever!

LavRenTi  There would be spots. It's weakness, Aniko, noth-
ing to worry about. (To Grusha, who has sat down) Are
you feeling better now?

THE SISTER-IN-LAW Is the child hers?

GRUSHA Mine,

LAVRENTI  She’s going to join her husband.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW  Oh. Your meat is geting cold. (Lavrenti
sits down and begins to eat) It doesn’t agree with you cold,
the fat is no good when it’s cold. You know you have a
delicate stomach. (To Grusha) If your husband’s not in
the city, where on earth is he?

LavrenTt  He lives across the mountains, she says.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW Oh. Across the mountains.

(Sits down to eat)

GrusHa 1 think you'll have to take me somewhere to lie
down, Lavrenti.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW (continues ber interrogation) If it’s con-
sumption, we'll all get it. Has your husband a farm?

GRUSHA He’s a soldier.

LAVRENTI But he’s inherited a farm from his father, a small
farm.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW Hasn't he gone to war? Why not?

GrusHA (with difficulty) Yes, he’s gone to war.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW Then why are you going to the farm?

LavRENTT When he comes back from the war, he’ll go to the
farm.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW  But you're going there right away?

LAVRENTI Yes, to wait for him,

THE SISTER-IN-LAW (screams) Sosso, the cake!

GRUSHA (mumbles feverishly) A farm. Soldier. Wait. Sit
down, eat.

THE SISTER-IN-LAW  It’s scarlet fever.
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GRUSHA (starting up) Yes, he has a farm.

LAVRENTT [ think it’s weakness, Aniko. Don't you want to
see about the cake, my love:

THE SISTER-IN-LAW  But when will he come back if what
they're saving is true and the war has broken out again?
(Waddles out, calling) Sosso, where are you? Sosso!

LAVRENTI (stands up quickly, goes to Grusha) Wc'll put yvou
to bed right away. She’s a good soul, but not until after
dinner.

GRUSHA (bolds our the child to bim) Take it! (He takes
it, looking around)

LAVRENTI  But you can’t stay long. She's religious, vou see.
(Grusha collapses. Her brother catches her)

THE SINGER
T'he sister was too sick.
The cowardly brother had to take her in.
‘The autumn went, the winter came.
The winter was long
The winter was short.
The people mustn’t find out.
‘The rats mustn’t bite.
The spring mustn’t come.

(Girusha sitting at the loom in the storeroom. The child is
buddled on the floor. They are wrapped in blankets)

GRUSHA (sings while weaving)
The loved one prepared to go
And his betrothed ran after him pleading
Pleading and in tears, tearfully admonishing:

Decarest love, dearest love

If vou must go off to war

If vou must fight in the hard battle
Don’t run ahead of the war

And don’t lag behind the war

Up in front there is red fire
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In the rear there is red smoke.

Keep in the middle of the war

Stay close to the banner bearer.

The first are always sure to dic

‘The last are sure to be struck down as well
Those in the middle come home again.

Michacel, we must be very clever. If we make oursclves as
small as cockroaches, my sister-in-law will forget that we're
in the house. We'll be able to stay until the snow melts.
And don’t cry because it’s cold. If you're poor and suffer
from the cold besides, people won't like you.

(Lavrenti comes in. He sits down beside bis sister)

LAVRENTL  Why are vou sitting here bundled up like coach-
men? Is the room too cold?

GRUSHA (bastily removing ber shawl) It’s not cold, Lavrenti.

Laverentt  If it's too cold, you shouldn't be sitting here with
the child. Aniko would never forglvc herself. (Pause) 1
hope the priest didn’t ask you questions about the child.

GrusHA e asked, but T didn’t tell him anything.

LaveenTt  That's good. T wanted to ralk to you abour Aniko.
She’s a good soul, but she’s so very, very sensitive. If
people say the least thing about the farm, she gets upset.
You see, she takes cvcrvthmg to heart. One time the
milkmaid had a hole in her stocking in church, and my
dear Aniko has been wearing two pairs of stockings to
church ever since. You won’t belicve it, but it's in the
family. (He listens) Are you sure there arc no rats here?
You can't stay here if there are. (A sound is heard as of
dripping from the roof) What's that dripping?

GRUsHA It must be a leaky barrel.

LAVRENTI  Yes, it must be a barrel.—You've been here for
six months now. Was I talking about Aniko? Of course 1
didn’t tell her about that Ironshirt, she has a weak heart.
So she doesn’t know you can’t look for work, and that’s
why she spoke the way she did yesterday. (They listen
again to the dripping of the melting snow) You can’t
imagine how worricd she is about your soldier. “Suppose
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he comes home and doesn’t find her?” she says, and lies
awake at night. “He can’t be home before spring,” 1 say.
The good soul. (The drops fall faster) When do you sup-
pose he’ll come, what do you think? (Grusha is silent)
Not before spring. Don’t you agree? (Grusha says nothing)
I see, you've given up expecting him. (Grusha says noth-
ing) But when spring comes and the snow thaws here and
on the passes, you can’t stay here any longer, they're
likely to come looking for you, and people arc talking
about an illegitimate child.

(The glockenspiel of the falling drops bas become loud and
steady)

LAVRENTL  Grusha, the snow is melting on the roof; it’s spring.

GRUSHA Yes.

LAVRENTL (with enthusiasm) Tl tell you what we’ll do. You
need a place to go, you've got a child (be sighs), so vou
need a husband to make people stop gossiping. I've been
asking around—oh, very cautiously—about a husband for
you. I've found one, Grusha. I've spoken to a woman who
has a son just across the mountain, with a small farm, she's
willing.

GRUSHA But I can’t marry anybody, P've got to wait for
Simon Chachava.

raveentt Of course. I've thought of all that. You dont
need a husband in bed, only on paper. I've found the right
man. This woman I've made arrangements with—her son is
dying. Isn’t that perfect> He's at his last gasp. It will be
just like we said: “A husband across the mountains.” And
when you got there, he breathed his last and you were a
widow. What do you say?

GRUSHA [ could use an official document for Michael.

LAVRENTI An official document makes all the difference in
the world. Without an official document even the shah
of Persia wouldn't dare to call himself the shah. And you'll
have a roof over your head.

GRUSHA What does the woman want for it?

LAVRENTE  Four hundred piasters.

Grusia  Where did you get thems?

LAVRENTI (guiltily)  Aniko’s milk money.
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GrusHa Over there nobody will know us.—All right, T'll
do it.

LAVRENTY (stands up) Tl let the woman know right away.
(Goes out quickly)

GrusHa Michael, you certainly mess things up. I came by
you as a pear trec comes by sparrows. And because a
Christian bends down and picks up a crust of bread to make
sure that nothing is wasted. Michacl, I ought to have left
in a hurry that Easter Sunday in Nukha. Now I'm the
ninny.

THE SINGER
The bridegroom lay on his deathbed when the bride ap-
peared.
The bridegroom’s mother was waiting at the door and
pressed her to make haste.
The bride brought a child with her, the witness hid it
during the wedding.

(A room divided by a partition: on one side a bed. Under
the mosquito netting a very sick man lies motionless. The
mother-in-law comes running in on the other side, pulling
Grusha by the band. After them Lavrenti with the child)

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW Hurry, hurry, or he'll kick in on us
before the wedding. (To Lavrenmti) You didn't tell me
she had a child already.

LavRENTl What difference does it make? (With a gesture
toward the dying man) It can’t matter to him, not in his
condition.

MOTHER-IN-LAW Not to him! But I'll never outlive the
disgrace. We're honest folk. (She starts to cry) My Yussup
doesn’t have to marry a woman that has a child already.

ravrentt Al right. T'll throw in another two hundred
piasters. You have it in writing that the farm goes to
you, but she is entitled to live here for two yecars.

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW (drying her tears) That will hardly
cover the funeral expenses. I hope she’ll really give me a
hand with the work. But where has thc monk gone now?
He must have crawled out the kitchen window. Now
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we'll have the whole village on our necks if they hear
that Yussup is giving up the ghost. Oh my goodness! I'll
go get him, but he mustn’t see the child.

LAvreNTt 'l make sure he doesn’t sce it. But why a monk
and not a priest? '

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW It's just as good. Except I made the
mistake of giving him half his fee before the ceremony, so
now he's gone off to the tavern. I only hope . . . (She
runs off )

LAVRENTI  The priest was too expensive for her, the skinflint.
She’s hired a cheap monk.

GrusHa  Send Simon Chachava over here if he turns up.

LAVRENTL  Yes. (Indicating the sick man) Don’t you want to
take a look at him?

(Grusha, who bas picked up Michael, shakes ber bead)

LAVRENTI  He doesn’t even move. I hope we're not too late.
(They listen. On the other side meighbors enter, look
around and line up along the walls. They begin to mumble
prayers. The mother-in-law comes in with the monk)

THE - MOTHER-IN-LAW (after a moment’s surprise and irrita-

tion, to the monk) There yvou have it. (She bows to the
guests) Please be patient just a minute. My son’s fiancée
has just arrived from the city and there’s to be an emer-
gency marriage. (Goes into the bedroom with the monk)
I knew you'd spread it far and wide. (To Grusha) The
marriage can take place right away. Here’s the contract.
Me and the bride’s brother . . . (Lavrenti tries to hide in
the background after quickly recovering Michael from
Grusha. The motber-in-law waves bim away) Me and the
bride’s brother are the witnesses.
(Girusha bas bowed to the monk. They go to the bedside.
The mother-in-law pushes back the mosquito netting. The
monk begins to reel off bis lines in Latin. Meanwbhile
Lavrenti tries to prevent the child from crying by showing
bim the ceremony and the mother-in-law keeps motioning
bim to put the child down. Once Grusha looks around
toward the child and Lavrenti waves the child’s bhand at
her)

THE MONK Are you prepared to be a faithful, obedient, and



Scene 4 185

w»
good wife to this man and to cleave to him unti]l death
you do part?

GRUSHA (looking at the child) Yes.

THE MONK (to the dying man) And are you prepared to be
a good husband and provider to this woman until death
you do part?

(When the dying man does not answer, the monk repeats
bis question and looks around)

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW  Of course he is. Didn’t you hear him
say yes?

tHe MONK Al right, we declare the marriage concluded.
But how about extreme unction?

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW  Nothing doing. The marriage cost
enough. Now I've got to attend to the mourners. (To
Lavrenti) Did we say seven hundred?

LAvRENTI  Six hundred. (He gives ber the money) 1 won't
sit down with the guests. I might make friends with some-
body. So good-bye, Grusha, and if my widowed sister
comes to see me one of these days, my wife will bid her
welcome, or she’ll hear from me.

(He goes. The mourners look after bim indifferently as be
passes through)

THE MONK  And may one ask who this child is?

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW A child? I don’t see any child. And you
don’t see onc either. Understand? Or maybe I'll have scen
cerain goings-on hehind the tavern. Come along now.
(They go into the other room, after Grusha bas set the
child on the floor and told bim to keep quiet. She is intro-
duced to the neighbors)

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW  This is my daughter-in-law. She was
just in time to find our dear Yussup alive.

oNE oF THE woMEN  He's been lying abed a whole year now,
hasn’t he? When my Vassili went off to the army, he came
to the farewell party.

ANOTHER WOMAN A thing like this is terrible for a farm, the
corn ready to reap and the farmer in bed. A good thing for
him if he doesn’t have to suffer much longer is what I say.

FIRST WOMAN (confidentially) At first we thought he took
to his bed to keep out of the army. And now he’s dying!
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THE MOTHER-IN-LAW Do sit down and have a few cakes.
(The mother-in-law beckons to Grusha and they both go
into the bedroom where they take pans of cake from the
floor. The guests, including the monk, sit down on the floor
and start a muffled conversation)

A PEASANT (the monk has taken a bottle from bis cassock and
passed it to bim) There's a child, you say? How can that
have happened to Yussup?

THIRD WoMAN  She was certainly lucky to swing it, with him
so sick.

THE. MOTHER-IN-LAW Now they’ve started gossiping; and
they’ll be eating up the funcral cakes and if he doesn’t die
today, I'll have to bake more tomorrow.

GrRUsHA I'll bake them.

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW Last night some men rode by and I
went out to sce who it was, When I came back he was ly-
ing there like a corpse. That's why 1 sent for you. He can’t
last long now. (She listens)

THE MONK Dear wedding guests and mourners! Deeply
moved, we stand before a death bed and a marriage bed, for
a woman has been married and a man is soon to be buried.
The groom has been washed and the bride is hot. For in
the marriage bed there lies a last will, which arouses the
lusts of the flesh. Dearly bcloved, how various arc the paths
of humankind! One dies to get a roof over his head, another
marries in order that flesh may return to the dust whence it
was made. Amen. )

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW (who has listened) He'’s getting even. 1
shouldn’t have taken such a cheap one, he’s no better than
1 paid for. An expensive one behaves. In Sura there’s a pricst
who’s even said to be a saint, but naturally he costs a for-
tune. A fifty-piaster priest like this has no dignity, he’s got
just enough religion for fifty piasters, no more. When 1
went to get him out of the tavern, he was making a speech
and yelling: “The war is over! Beware of peace!” We'd
better go in.

GrusHA (gives Michael a cake) Here's a cake for you, be
nice and quiet, Michael. We're respectable people now.
(They take the cake pans out to the guests. The dying man
sits up under the mosquito net, sticks bis head out, and looks
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after the two women. Then he sinks back. The monk bas
taken two bottles from bis cassock and passed them to the
peasant who is sitting beside bim. Three musicians bave
entered; the monk grins and waves to them)

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW (10 the musicians) What are you doing
here with your instruments?

A MusiciAN  Brother Anastasius here (indicating the monk)
said there was a wedding.

THE MOTHFR-IN-LAW  What’s this? Three more people on
my neck? Don’t you know there’s a dying man in there?

THE MONK A fasunatmg problein for a musician. Shall it be a
muffled wedding march or a dashing funeral dance?

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW  Play something at least, we know noth-
ing can stop you from eating.

(The musicians play a mixture of genres. The women pass
cakes)

THE MONK  The trumpet sounds like a whimpering baby, and
you, little drum, what is your message to the world?

THE PEASANT (beside the monk) Couldn’t the bride give us a
little dance?

THE MONK  With a skeleton?

THE PEASANT (beside the monk, sings)

Mistress Roundass thought jt was time to wed

She took an elderly man to bed

To frolic and to dandle.

Next morning she had changed her mind:

I’d rather have a candle.

(The mother-in-law throws the drunken man out. The
music breaks off. The guests are embarrassed. Pause)

THE GuesTs (Joudly) Did you hear that? The grand duke is
back.—But the princes are against him.—Oh, it scems the
shah of Persia has lent him a big army to restore order in
Gruzinia.—How can that be? The shah of Persia hates the
grand duke!—But he also hates disorder.—Anyway the war
is over. Our soldiers are coming back. (Grusha drops the
cake pan)

A woMaN (to Grusha) Aren’t you feeling well? It's the
excitement over our dear Yussup. Sit down and rest, my
dear.

(Grusha stands tottering)
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THE GUESTS  Now cverything will be the same as before.—Fx-
cept there will be more taxes, because we’ll have to pay for
the war.

GrusHa (feebly) Did someone say the soldiers are coming
home?

A MaN  Isaid so.

GRUsHA That can’t be.

THE MAN (t0 a woman) Show her your shawl! We bought it
from a soldier. It’s from Persia.

GRUSHA (looks at the shawl) They're here.

(A long pause. Grusha kneels down as though to pick up
the cakes. She takes the silver cross and chain from her
blouse, kisses the cross and begins to pray)

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW (sceing that the guests are silently look-
img at Grusha) What's got into you? Can’t you pay at-
tention to our guests? What do we care about these fool
rumors from the city?

THE GUESTS (loudly resuming their conversation while Grusha
kneels with ber forebead to the floor) You can buy Per-
sian saddles from the soldiers, some are C\'changing them
for crutches.—Only the bigwigs on one side can win a war,
the soldicrs on both sides lose it.—At least the war’s over.
It’s s()mtthmg if rhe\ can’t drag you off to the army any
more. (T'he peasant in the bed bas sat up. He is Izslenmq)——
What we need is two more weeks of good weather.—Our
pear trees are hardly bearing at all this year.

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW (passing the cake) Have a little more

cake. Help yourselves. There's more.
(The mother-in-law goes into the bedroom with the empty
cake pan. She does not see the sick man. She is bending
over a full cake pan on the floor when be begins ro speak in
a hoarse voice)

vusstp  How much more cake are you going to stuff into
their bellies? Do you think T shit money? (T'he mother-in-
law turns abruptly and stares at him agrbmt He climbs out
from behind the mosquito 1et) Did they say the war was
over?

THE FIRST WOMAN (in the other room, amiably to Grusha)
Has the young lady someonc in the army?
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HE MaN  It's good news that thev’re coming home, isn't it?

yusstp  Stop goggling. Where is this woman you've saddled
me with?
(Receiving no answer, he gets out of bed in bis nightgown
and staggers past the mother-in-law into the other room.
She follows bim trembling, with the cake pan)

THF. GUESTS (see him and exclaim)  Jesus, Mary and Joseph!
Yussup!
(All spring up in alarm, the women rush toward the door.
Grusha, still on ber knees, turns ber head and starves at
Yussup)

yussup A funcral supper. Wouldn't that suit vou! (1Ct out
before T take a whip to you.
(The guests leave the bouse in baste)

yusstp (grimly to Grusha) Upsets your little game, eh?
(She says nothing; bhe takes a millet cake from the pan the
mother-in-law is bolding)

THE SINGER
Oh, confusion. The wife discovers she has a husband!
Bv d"u she has the child. At mght she has the husband.
1)1\ and night her beloved 1s on his way.
The couple look each other over. The room is small.
(Yussup sits naked in a tall wooden bathtub and the mother-
in-law adds water out of a pitcher. In the bedroom Grusha
is sitting huddled over with Michael who is playing at
mending straw mats)

vussup  She should be doing this, not you. Where has she
gone now?

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW (calls) Grusha! Yussup wants you.

GRUSHA (to Michael) Here are two more holes for you to
mend.

vussup (as Grusha enters)  Scrub my back!

Grusna  Can't the farmer do it himself?

vusstp  “Can’t the farmer do it himself>” Take the brush,
damn it! Are you my wife or are you a stranger? (To the
motber-in-law) Too cold!

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW  T'll get some hot water right away.

GRUSHA  Let me go.
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yussup  You stay right here! (The mother-in-law runs out)
Rub harder. And don’t put on airs like you'd never seen a
naked man before. Who made your kid? The Holy Ghost?

6rusHA The child wasn’t conceived in joy, if that’s what the
farmer means.

Yussup (looks around at ber and grins) 1 wouldn’t say that,
to look at you. (Grusha stops scrubbing bim and shrinks
back. The mother-in-law enters) Nice work. You've mar-
ried me to a cold fish.

THE MOTHER-IN-LAW  She just doesn’t try.

vussup Pour, but be careful. Quch! Careful, 1 said. (To
Grusha) 1 wouldn’t be surprised if you'd got yourself in
trouble in the city. Or what would you be doing here? But
1 won't go into that. I haven’t said anything about the bas-
tard you've brought into my house, but with you my
patlencc is running out. It’s not natural. (To the motber-
in-law) More! (To Grusha) Even if your soldier comes
back, remember, you’re married.

GRUSHA Yes.

yussup  But your soldier won’t come back any more, it’s no
use thinking he will.

GRUSHA No.

yussup  You're cheating me. You're my wife and you’re not
my wife. Where you lie, there’s nothing, but nobody else
can lie therc. When T go out to the fields in the morning,
I'm dead tired; when I lie down at night, I'm as spry as the
devil himself. God made you a woman, and what do you
do? My farm doesn’t bring in enough for me to buy a
woman in the city, and besides, there’s the trip to think of.
A woman hoes the fields and spreads her legs, that’s what
it says in our almanac. Do you hear me?

GRUsHA Yes. (Softly) I'm sorry to be cheating you.

vussur  She’s sorry! More water! (The mother-in-law pours
more water) Quch!

THE SINGER
As by the brook she sat washing the linen
She saw his face in the water. And his face grew paler
With each passing moon.
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When she stood up to wring out the linen

She heard his voice from the murmuring maple and his voice
grew softer

With each passing moon.

Sighs and excuses multiplied, salt tears and sweat were shed.

With each passing moon the child grew up.

(Grusha is kneeling by a small brook, dipping clothes in the
water. A little way off some children are standing. Grusha
is talking to Michael)

GRUSHA You may play with them, Michael, but don’t let
them order vou around because you're the smallest.
(Michael nods and goes to the other children. They start
to play)

THE BIGGEST BoY Today we're going to play Heads Off. (To
a fat boy) You're the prince, you're supposed to laugh. (To
Michael) You're the governor. (To a little girl) You're the
governor’s wife, you’re supposed to cry when his head is
chopped off. And I'm going to chop his head off. (He shows
bis wooden sword) With this. First the governor is brought
into the yard. The prince leads the procession, the gov-
ernor’s wife comes last. (The procession forms, the fat boy
goes first, laughing. Then come Michael and the biggest
boy, then the little girl who is crying)

MICHAEL (stops still)  Me chop head off too.

THE BIGGEST BoY That’s my job. You're the littlest. Governor
is easiest. Get down on your knees and let your head be
chopped off. It’s easy.

MICHAEL  Want sword too.

THE BIGGEST BoY  It’s mine. (Gives bimn a kick)

THE LITTLE GIRL (calls to Grusha) He won’t play right,

GRUSHA (laughs) They say the smallest duckling knows how
to swim.

THE BIGGEST BOY You can be the prince if you can laugh.
(Michael shakes bis bead)

THE FAT BoY [ laugh best. Let him chop your head off once,
then you chop his off and then me.

(Reluctantly the biggest boy gives Michael the wooden
sword and kneels down. The fat boy bas sat down, slapping
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his thighs and laughing loudly. The little girl is wailing.
Michael swings the big sword and cuts the other boy’s head
off; he falls down in the process)

THE BIGGFST BOY  Quch! I'll show you the right way.
(Michael runs off, the children after him. Grusha looks
after them laughing. When she turns back, Simon Chachava,
i a ragged uniform, is standing on the other side of the
brook)

GRUSHA  Simon!

sintoN - Am @ addressing Grusha Vachnadze?

GRUSHA  Simon!

sizoN (formally)  God bless the voung lady. T hope she is
well.

GRUSHA (stands up bappily and bows low) God bless voq,
soldicr. And thank heaven you have returned in good health.

siatoN - As the haddock said, they found better fishes, so they
didn’t eat me.

6rusHA  Bravery, said the kitchen helper; luck, said the hero.

siston . How have things been? Was the winter bearable,
were the neighbors kind?

Grustia - The winter was rather hard, Simon, and the neigh-
bors as usual.

sistoN - May | ask whether a certain person is still in the habit
of putting her legs in the water when she washes clothes?

Grusaa The answer is no because of the cyes in the bushes!

sistoNn The young lady is speaking about soldiers. A pay-
master is standing before you.

GRUsHA  Docsn’t that mean twenty piasters?

simoN  And lodging.

GRUSHA (rears coming to her eyes) Behind the barracks,
under the date palms.

simoN - Exactly. I see the young lady has taken a look around.

GRUSHA S0 she has.

simMoN  And she hasn’t forg()ttcn (Grusha shakes her bead)
Then the door is still on its hinges, as they sav: (Grusha
looks at him in silence and shakes ber bead again) What do
you mean? Is something wrong?

GrusHa  Simon Chachava, T can never go back to Nukha
again. Something has happened.
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simoN  What has happened?

GrusHA It has happened that I hit an Tronshirt on the head.

sinoN  Grusha Vachnadze must have had good reason.

Grusua - Simon Chachava, my name isn't the same as before.

sivoxN (after a pause) 1 don’t understand.

GRUSHA  When do women change their names, Simon? Let me
explain. Nothing has come between us, everything is the
same, you've got to believe me. )

simoN  Nothing has come between us, but something has
changed?

Grusha  How can I explain it so quickly with the brook be-
tween us? Can’t you take the bridge and come over?

siatoN - Perhaps it's no longer necessary.

GRusHA It’s very necessary. Come over, Simon. Hurry!

simoN  Docs the young lady mean the soldier has come too
late?

(Grusha looks at him despairingly, ber face bathed in tears.
Simon staves straight abead. He has picked up a piece of
wood and is whittling)

THE SINGER
So many words are said, so many words are left unsaid.
I'he soldier has come. Where he has come from he does not

say.
Hear what he thought and did not say:

The battle began at gray of dawn, blood flowed at noon.

The first fell before me, the sccond fell behind me, the
third fell next to me.

On the first 1 trampled, the second 1 left behind, the third
was run rhmugh b\ the mptﬂm

My first brother pcmhcd by iron, my second brother per-
ished by smoke.

They struck flame from my head, my hands were frozen
in my gloves, my toes in my stockmgs

To cat 1 had aspen buds, to drink I had maple broth,
slept at night on stones, or in water.

siMON [ sce a cap in the grass. Can there be a child so soon?
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GRUSHA Yes, Simon, there is. How could I hide it? But you
mustn’t fret, it’s not mine.

simoN They say: Once the wind starts blowing, it blows
through every crack and cranny. The lady need say no
more.
(Grusha bows ber bead and says nothing)

THE SINGER
Yearning there was, but no waiting.
Broken the oath. The reason is not reported.
Hear whar she thought and did not say:

Soldier, when you were fighting in the battle

The bloody battle, the bitter battle

I found a child who was helpless.

I hadn’t the heart to leave it.

I had to care for what would have perished

I had to bend down for bread crumbs on the ground
I had to tear myself to pieces for what was not mine
A stranger.

Someone must help

For a sapling needs water.

The baby calf strays when the cowherd sleeps

And the cry goes unheard!

simoN  Give me back the cross I gave you. No, throw it in
the brook.
(He turns to go)

6RUsHA Simon Chachava, don’t go away, it’s not mine, it’s
not mine! (She bears the children calling) What is it, chil-
dren?

voices  Soldiers!—They're taking Michael away!
(Grusha stands horrified. Two lronshirts come toward ber,
leading Michael)

IRONSHIRTS  Arc you Grusha? (She nods) Is this your child?

GRUSHA  Yes. (Simon goes away) Simon!

IRONSHIRTS We have a court order to take this child, found
in your care, to the city. There is reason to believe that it is
Michael Abashvili, son of Governor Georgi Abashvili and
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his wife Natella Abashvili. Here is the order, duly signed
and sealed. (They lead the child away)
GRUSHA (runs after them shouting) Leave him, please, he’s
mine!
THE SINGER
The Ironshirts took the cherished child away. The unhappy
woman followed them to the perilous city.
The mother who had borne him demanded the child’s
return. His foster-mother appeared in court.
Who will decide the case, to whom will the child be given?
Who will the judge be? A good one? A bad one?
The city was in flames. On the seat of justice sat Azdak.

The Story of the Judge

THE SINGER
Hear now the story of the judge:
How he became judge, how he passed judgment, what
manner of judge he is.
That Easter Sunday when the great uprising took place and
the grand duke was overthrown
And Abashvili, his governor, our child’s father, lost his head
Azdak the village scribe found a fugitive in the thicket and
hid him in his hut.
(Ragged and tipsy, Azdak belps a fugitive disguised as a
beggar into bis but)
azpak  Stop panting. You're not a horse. And running like
snot in April won't save you from the police. Stop, I rell
you. (He catches the fugitive, who bas kept going as though
to run through the opposite wall of the but) Sit down and
eat, here’'s a piece of cheesc. (He rummages through a
chest full of rags and fishes out a cheese; the fugitive starts
eating avidly) Haven't eaten in some time, huh? ( The fugi-
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tive grumbles) \What were you running for, you asshole?
The policeman wouldn’t even have secn you.

THE FuGttive  Fad to.

Azpak  Shits? (The fugitive looks at bim uncomprebendingly )
Jitters? Scared? Hm. Stop smacking vour lips like a grand
duke or a pig! 1 can’t stand it. We've got to take blue-
blooded stinkers the way God made them. Not vou. I once
heard of a chief justice who was so mdcpcndcnt he farted
at dinner. When 1 watch you eating, horrible thoughts come
to me. Why don’t vou say something? (Sharply) Let's sec
your hand! Can’t you hear me> T want to sce your hand.
(Heszmmly the fugitive bolds out bis band) White. So
vou're not a beggar ar all. A phony, a walking swindle!
‘And me hiding vou like you were a self-respecting citizen.
What are vou running for if yvou're a landowner? That’s
what you are, don’t deny it, I can tell by vour guilty look!
(Standv up) Get out! (Ibe fugitive looks at bim uncer-
tainly) What are you waiting for, you peasant-flogger?

THE, FUGITIVE lool\mg for me. chucst undivided attention,
have proposition.

azpak What's that> A proposition? That’s the height of
insolence. He wants to make a proposition! The wvictim
scratches till his fingers are bloody, and the leech makes a
proposition. Get out, I say!

tae vucrtive Understand  point of view, convictions. Pay
hundred thousand piasters one night. Well?

azpak  What? You think you can buy me? For a hundred
thousand piasters? A rundown estate. Let's say a hundred
and fifty thousand. Where are they?

THE ¥UGITIVE Not on me naturally. Will send. Hope no
doubts.

azpak  Deep doubts. Get out!

(The fugitive stands up and trots to the door. A voice from
outside)

vorce  Azdak!

(The fugitive turns around and trots to the opposite corner,
where he stops still)

AzDAK (shouts) T'm busy. (Steps into the doorway) Are you
nosing around again, Shauva?
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SHAUVA THE POLICEMAN (outside, reproachfully) You've
caught another rabbit, Azdak. You promised it wouldn’t
happen again.

AZDAK (sternly) Don't talk about things you don’t under-
stand, Shauva. The rabbit is a d'mgcrous and harmful animal -
that eats plants, especially the varieties known as weeds, and
must therefore be exterminated.

sHauva  Azdak, don’t be so mean to me. I'll lose my job if
I'm not severe with you. I know you've got a good ‘heart.

azpak I haven't got a good heart. How often do T have to
tell you I'm an intellectual?

suauva (slyly) 1 know, Azdak. You're a superior man, you
say so vourself. All right, 'm only an uneducated Christian
and I ask you: If one of the prince’s rabbits is stolen and I'm
a polxcennn, what am T to do about the guilty party?

azpak  Shauva, Shauva, vou ought to be ashamed. There you
stand asking me a question when a question is the worst of
all temptations. Suppose yvou were a woman, Nunovna, for
instance, the wicked slut, and you show me the upper
reaches of your leg, Nunovna’s I mcan, and ask me: What
should T do about my leg, it itches—is she innocent, behav-
ing like that? No. I catch rabbits, but you catch men. A
man is made in God’s lmagc a rabbit isn’t, you know that.
I'm a rabbit-cater, but you're a cannibal, qhauva, and God
will judge vou. Go homc, Shauva, and repent. No, wait a
minute, mavhe I've got something for you. (He looks
around at the fugitive who stands there trembling) No,
never mind. Go home and repent. (He slams the door in bis
face. To the fugitive) You're surprised, aren’t you? That I
didn’t hand vou over. But I couldn’t even hand a bedbug
over to that dumb-ox policeman, it goes against my grain.
Never be afraid of a policeman. So old and such a coward.
Fat up your cheese like a poor man, or they're sure to catch
you. Do I have to show you how a poor man behaves: (He
pushes bim down in bis chair and puts the piece of cheese
back in bis band) ‘This chest is the table. Put your elbows
on the table, surround the cheese on the plate as if it might
be snatched aw ay at any moment, can you ever be sure?
Hold your knife like a2 small sickle and don’t look at the
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cheese so greedily, your expression should be more on the
sorrowful side, because it’s alrecady vanishing, like all beauty.
(Watches bim) They're looking for you, that’s in your
favor, but how can 1 know they’re not mistaken about you?
In Tiflis one time they hangcd a landowner, a Turk. He was
able to prove that he didn’t just cut his peasants in half the
usual way, but quartered them. He gouged out twice as
much taxes as anybody clse, his zeal was above suspicion,
but they hanged him as a criminal all the same, just because
he was a Turk, which he couldn’t help. That was an injus-
tice. He found himself on the gallows the way Pontius
Pilate found himsclf in the Creed. To make a long story
short, I don’t trust you.

THE SINGER
And so Azdak lodged the old beggar for the night.
When he found out that he was the grand duke in person,

the butcher
He was ashamed. Ile denounced himself, he ordered the
policeman
To take him to Nukha, to court, to be tried.
(In the courthouse yard three lronshirts are sitting drinking.
From a column bangs a man in a judge’s robe. Enter Azdak
bound, dragging Shauva behind bim)

AzpAK (cries out) 1 helped the grand duke, the grand thief,
the grand butcher, to escape. In the name of justice I de-
mand a public trial and a severe sentence!

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT Who's this bird?

sHAuvA It's Azdak, our scribe.

azpak  I'm a contemptible traitor, a marked man! Report,
flatfoot, how I insisted on being taken to the capirtal in
chains because I sheltered the grand duke, grand scoundrel,
by mistake, which was only made clear to me later by this
document that I found in my hut. (The Ironshirts study the
document. To Shawva) They can’t read. See, the marked
man denounces himself! Tell them how 1 made you run
with me half the night to clear everything up.

sHauvA By threatening me. That wasn’t nice of you, Azdak.
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azbak  Shut up, Shauva, you don’t understand. A ncw era
has dawned, it will rumble over you like thunder, you're
through, policemen will be exterminated, pfft. Everything
will be investigated, brought to light. A man with any sense
will turn himsclf in, he can’t escape from the people. Report
how T velled all the way down Shoemaker Lane. (He acts
it out with sweeping gestures, squinting at the Ironshirts)
“I let the grand scoundrel escape out of ignorance. Tear me
to pieces, brothers!” To forestall any questions.

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT And what was their answer?

sauva They comforted him on Butcher Lane and laughed
themselves sick on Shoemaker l.ane, that's all.

aznak  But you're different, I know that, you'rc men of iron.
Where's the judge, brothers, I want to be questioned.

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT (points to the hanged man) There's the
judge. And stop bothering us. We’re touchy about that kind
of thing right now.

azpak  “There’s the judge.” Such an answer has never been
heard in Gruzinia. Townspeople, where is his excellency the
governor? (He points to the gallows) There's his excel-
lency, stranger. Where is the chief tax collector? The chief
recruiting officer? The patriarch? The chief of police?
Here, here, here, all here. Brothers, that’s what I was ex-
pecting of you.

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT ~That's enough! What did you expect,
you clown?

azpAk  What happened in Persia, brothers, what happened in
Persia?

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT What happencd in Persia?

azpak Forty years ago. Hanged, the whole lot of them.
Viziers, tax collectors. My grandfather, a remarkable man,
saw it. Three whole days, all over the country.

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT But who governed if the vizier was
hanged?

AZDAK A peasant.

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT And who commanded the army?

AzpAk A soldier, soldier.

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT And who gave them their pay?

azpak A dyer, a dyer gave them their pay.
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THE SECOND IRONSHIRT ~Are you sure it wasn’t a carpet weaver?

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT But why did all that happen, you
Persian?

azpak  Why it all happened? Do you need a special reason?
Why do you scratch yourself, brother> War! Too much
warl And no )ustxce' ’\lv grandfather brought back a song
that tells the way it was. My friend the policeman and 1
will sing it for you. (To Shawva) And keep a good hold on
the rope, that goes with it. (He sings, while Shauva bolds
the rope)

Why are our sons not bleeding any more, and our daughters
wecp no more?
Why is it that only the calves in the slaughterhouse have
any blood left?
Why is it that only the willows on Lake Urmi are shedding
tears?

The emperor stands in need of a new province, the peasant
must hand over his savings.

So that the roof of the world may be conquered, the roofs
of all the huts are carted off.

Our men are taken away, scattered to all four winds so that
the noble lords at home may feast and revel.

And the soldiers kill one another, the generals salute one
another.

They bite the widow’s tax farthing to see if it is real.

The lances are broken.

The battle has been lost. But the helmets have been paid for.

Is it so? Is it so?

sHauvA  Ycs, ves, yes, yes, it 1S so.

azpak Do you want to hear the rest?
(The first Ironshirt nods)

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT (to the policeman) Didn’t he teach
you the song?

sHAuvA  Oh yes, but my voice is no good.
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THE SECOND IRONSHIRT No. (To Azdak) Go on, go on.

azpak  The second stanza is about the peace. (Sings)
Public offices overcrowded, officials sitting all the way out
to the street.
Rivers overflow the banks and devastate the fields
Men who can’t take their own pants down are ruling
empires.
They can’t count to four but they eat eight courses.
The corn growers look round for buyers, find only starve-
lings
The weavers go home from their looms in rags.
Is it so? Is it so?
sHAUVA  Yes, yes, yes, Ve, it is so.

AZDAK
That's why our sons are not bleeding any more, and our
daughters weep no more
Why only the calves in the slaughterhouse have any blood
left.
Why it is that only the willows on Lake Urmi are shedding
tears.

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT (after a pause) Arc you going to sing
that song here in town?

azpak  What’s wrong with it?

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT DJo you see that red glow over there?
(Azdak looks around. There is a fiery glow in the sky)
That's out in the slums. When Prince Kazbeki had Gover-
nor Abashvili behcaded this morning, our carpet weavers
caught the “Persian discase” too and asked if Prince Kazbeki
didn’t eat too many courses. And at noon today they strung
up the city judge. But we took carc of them for two
piasters a weaver. Sce what I mean?

AzDAK (after a pause) 1 see. (He looks around fearfully,
slinks off to one side and sits down on the ground with hxs
bead in his bands)

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT (after all bave taken a drink, to the third)
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Now we’re going to have a little fun.
(The first and second Ironshirt go toward Azdak, blocking
bis retreat)

suauva [ don’t think he's really bad, gentlemen. Steals a few
chickens, maybe a rabbit now and then.

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT (stepping up to Azdak) You came
here to fish in troubled waters, didn’t you?

Azpak (looking up at bim) 1 don’t know why 1 came here.

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT Arc you the kind that sides with the
carpet weavers? (Azdak shakes bis head) What about that
song?

azpak  Got it from my grandfather. A stupid, ignorant man.

THF. SECOND IRONSHIRT Right. And what about the dyer that
handed out the pay?

Azpak  That was in Persia.

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT And what about your denouncing your-
self for not hanging the grand duke with your own hands?

Aznak  Didn’t 1 tell you 1 let him go?

sHauva I'll vouch for that. He let him go.

(The Ironshirts drag the screaming Azdak to the gallows.
Then they let bim go and laugh uproariously. Azdak joins
in the laughter and laughs loudest. Then be is untied. All
begin to drink. Enter the fat prince with a young man)

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT (to Azdak) Ilere comes your new era.
(More laughter) '

THE FAT PRINCE  And what might there be to laugh about, my
friends> Permit me to put in a scrious word. Yesterday
morning the princes of Gruzinia overthrew the grand duke’s
bellicose government and liquidated his governors. Unfor-
tunately the grand duke himself escaped. In this fateful
hour our carpet weavers, those eternal agitators, have had
the audacity to revolc and hang the city judge, a man whom
cveryone loved, our dear Illo Orbeliani. Ts, ts, ts. My
friends, what we need in Gruzinia is peace, peace, peace.
And justice! Here I've brought you my dear nephew,
Bizergan Kazbeki, an able man, to be the new judge. I say:
The decision rests with the people.

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT You mean we're to clect the judge?

THE FAT PRINCE  Exactly. The people will clect an able man.
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Talk it over, my friends. (While the Ironshirts put their
beads together) Don’t worry, duckling, the job is yours.
And once they nab the grand duke, we can stop sucking
up to the rabble.

THE IRONSHIRTS (among themselves) They're scared shitless
because they haven’t caught the grand duke.—We can thank
this village scribe for lecting him go.—They're not sure of
themsclves yet, that's why they’re saying “my friends” and
“the decision rests with the people.”~Now he’s even talk-
ing about justice for Gruzinia.—But fun is fun, and this is
going to be fun.—We'll ask the village scribe, he knows all
about justice. Hey, stinko . . .

AZDAK Do you mean me?

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT (continues) . .. would you want this
nephew for a judge?

AZDAK  Are you asking me? You're not asking me, are you?

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT Why not? Anything for a laugh.

azpak  The way 1 see it, you want to put him to the test.
Am I right? Haven't you got some criminal handy, so the
candidate can show his ability? One who knows the ropes.

THE THIRD IRONSHIRT Let's see. We've got the governor's
bitch’s two doctors down in the cellar. Let’s take them.

azpak  No, that's no good. You can’t take real criminals
when the judge hasn’t been confirmed in office. It's all right
for him to be a jackass, but he's got to be confirmed in
office, or it’s an offense against the law, which is a very
sensitive organ, something like the spleen, which must never
be punched or death scts in. You can hang them both, that
won’t be an offense against the law, because no judge was
present. The law must be administered with perfect gravity,
because it’s so stupid. For instance if a judge jails a woman
for stealing a picce of millet bread for her child, and he
hasn’t got his robe on or he scratches himself while handing
down the sentence, so that more than a third of him is naked,
I mean, suppose he has to scratch the upper part of his leg,
thea his judgment is a scandal and the law has been flouted.
A judge’s robe and a judge’s hat can hand down a better
sentence than a man without them. Justice goes up in smoke
if you're not very careful. You wouldn't test a jug of wine
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by giving it to a dog to drink, hell, your wine would be
gone.

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT So what do you suggest, you hair-
splitter?

azpak Il play the defendant for you. I already know who
he'll be. (He whispers something in their ears)

THE FIRST TRONSHIRT  You?

(Al laugh uproariously)

THE FAT PRINCE ~ What have you decided?

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT We've decided to give it a try. Qur
good friend here will play the accused, and here’s a seat
of justice for the candidate.

THE FAT PRINCE  It's unusual, but why not? (T'o his nephew)
A mere formality, duckling. What have you learned? Who
won the race, the slow runner or the fast one

THE NepHEW  The stealthy runner, Uncle Arsen.
(The nephew sits down on the seat of justice, the fat prince
stands bebind him. The Ironshirts sit down on the steps.
Azdak enters with the unmistakable gait of the grand duke)

azoak  Is there anybody here who knows me? 1 am the
grand duke.

THE FAT PRINCE \What is he?

THE SECOND IRONSHIRT The grand duke. e really knows
him.

THE FAT PRINCE  Good.

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT Start the trial.

AzbAk  Hear I'm accused inciting war. Ridiculous. Repeat:
ridiculous!  Sufficient? If not sufficient, brought lawyers,
believe five hundred. (Fe motions bebind him, as though
there were many lawyers around him) Neced all available
seats for lawyers.

(The Ironshirts laugh; the fat prince joins in)

THE NEPHEW (10 the Ironshirts) Do vou wish me to try the
casc? | must say it seems rather unusual, in poor taste 1
mean,

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT (et started.

THE FAT PRINCE (smiling) Throw the book at him, duckling.

THE NePHEW  Very well. People of Gruzinia versus grand
duke. Accused, what have you to say for yourself?
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azpak  Plenty. Naturaily read war lost. Declared war only
on advice patriots like Uncle Kazbeki. Demand Uncle Kaz-
beki as witness. (The Ironshirts laugh)

THE FAT PRINGE  (good-naturedly to the Ironshirts) Quite a
character, isn’t he?

Tur. NePHEW  Motion overruled. Obviously  vou can't be
prosccuted for declaring war, every ruler has to do that
now and then, but only for conducting it incompetently.

azpak  Nonsense. Didn't conduct it at all. Had it conducted.
Had it conducted by princes. Naturally fouled 1t up.

e NepnEw Do vou mean to deny that you were in su-
preme conumand?

azpak  Certainly not. Always in supreme command. When
born, bellowed at nurse. Raised to drop shit in privy. Ac-
customed to command. Alwayvs commanded officials to rob
my  treasury. Officers flog soldiers, only my command,
landowners sleep with pensants’ wives only my strict com-
mand. Uncle Kazbeki here has big belly only by my com-
mand.

tHE 1RONSHIRTS (applauding) 1le’s rich. Hurrah for the
grand duke!

THE FAT PRINGE  Answer him, duckling! I'm with vou.

e NepEEW | will answer him as befits the digmty of the
court. Accused, respect the dignity of the court.

azvak  Right. Command you proceed with trial.

tHE NePHEW  Not taking commands from vou. You claim
forced by princes declare war. How then can vou claim
princes fouled up war? -

AazpAak  Not sending enough men, cmbezzling funds, deliver-
ing sick horses, drinking in whorchouse during attack.
Move call Uncle Kaz witness.

(The Ironshirts laugh)

e NepHEW Do you mean to make the monstrous assertion
that the princes of this country did not fighr?

azpak  No. Princes fought. Fought for war contracts.

THE ¥AT PrINCE This is too much. The man talks like a
carpet weaver.

azpak  Indeed? Only tell truch!

tHE FaT PrINcE  Flang him! THang him!
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THE FIRST IRONSHIRT Take it easy. Go on, excellency!

THE NEPHEW  Silence! Pronounce sentence: must be hanged.
By neck. Lost war. Sentence pronounced. Irrevocable.
Take him away.

THE FAT PRINCE (bysterically) Take him away! Take him
away!

AzpAk - Young man, earnestly advise not fall into clipped,
military delivery in public. Can’t be employed watchdog
if howl like wolf. Get me?

THE FAT PRINCE  Hang him!

azoak  If people notice princes talk same as grand duke,
they will hang grand duke and princes. Moreover annul
sentence. Reason: war lost, but not for princes. Princes
won their war. Collected three million eight hundred sixty-
three piasters for horses not delivered.

THE FAT PRINCE  Hang him!

azpak  Eight million two hundred forty thousand piasters
for army provisions not supplied.

THE FAT PRINCE  Hang him!

azpak  Therefore victorious. War only lost for Gruzinia,
not present in this court.

THE FAT PRINCE | think that will do, my friends. (To Azdak)
You can step down, gallowsbird. (To the Ironshirts) My
friends, I think you can now confirm the new judge.

THE FIRST IRONSHIRT | guess we can. Bring down the judge’s
robe. (One of them climbs on another’s back and takes off
the banged maw’s robe) And now (to the nephew) beat it,
so the right ass can sit in the right seat. (To Azdak) Step
forward, take the seat. (Azdak besitates) Sit down on it,
man, (Azdak is forced onto the seat of justice by the Iron-
shirts) The judge was always a blackguard, so now let a
blackguard be judge. (The robe is put on him, a basket is
set on his bead) Look at our judge!

THE SINGFR
There was civil war, the ruler was insecure.

Azdak was made judge by the Ironshirts.
For two years Azdak was judge.

THF, SINGER AND HIS MUSICIANS
When with flame the skies were glowing and with blood

the gutters flowing
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Bugs and roaches rose from every crack.

Lances were replaced by cleavers, sermons made by un-
believers

And upon the seat of justice sat Azdak.

(Azdak is sitting on the seat of fustice, peeling an apple.
Shauva is sweeping the courtroom. On one side an invalid
in a wheelchair, a doctor who is the defendant, and a lame
man in rags. On the other side a young man accused of
blackmail. An Ironshirt bearing the banner of the Ironshirts
corps, stands at the door)

azpak  Today, in view of the large number of cases pend-
ing, the court will hear two cases at once. Before I begin,
a brief announcement: 1 take. (He holds out bis hand.
Only the blackmailer takes out money and gives it to bim)
I reserve the right to punish one of the parties here present
(He looks at the invalid) for contempt of court. (To the
doctor) You are a doctor, and you (To the invalid) are the
plaindiff. Is the doctor to blame for your condition?

tHE 1nvanip  Ile is. 1 had a stroke on account of him.

azpak  That would be professional negligence.

THE INvALID  Worse than negligence. | loaned him money for
his studies. He's never repaid a cent, so when 1 heard he
was treating patients for nothing, 1 had a stroke.

azpak  You had every right. (To the lame man) And what
arc you doing here?

THE LAME MAN  I'm the patient, your worship.

azoak | gather he treated your leg?

tHe LaME MaN  Not the right one. My rheumatism was in
my left leg, he operated on the right leg, that’s why 1 limp.

Aazpak  And he did it for nothing?

THE INVALID A five-hundred-piaster operation for nothing!
Gratis! For a mere thank you. And I staked him to his
studies! (To the doctor) Did your professors teach you to
operate for nothing?

THE DocTOR  Your worship, it is indeed customary to ask for
the fee beforc operating, because the paticnt pays more will-
ingly beforc an operation than afterward. In the present
case I believed at the moment of operating that my assistant
had already coliected my fee. 1 was mistaken.
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THE INVALID  He was mistaken! A good doctor doesn’t make
mistakes! He examines the patient before operating.

azpak  That is correct. (To Shauva) What's the other case,
Mr. Public Prosecutor?

SHAUVA (2ealously sweeping) Blackmail.

THE BLACKMAILER  Your worship, I'm innocent. I simply
wanted to ask a certain landowner whether he had really
raped his nicce. [e informed me most amiably that he had
not; if he gave me money, it was only because my uncle
wishes to take music lessons.

AZDAR  Aha! (To the doctor) Whereas you, doctor, can cite
no extenuating circumstance for vour offense?

THE bocTorR  The most I can say is that to err is human.

Azpak  Don’t vou realize that a good doctor must have a sense
of financial responsibility? 1 once heard of a doctor who
made a thousand piasters out of a sprained finger by dis-
covering that it had something to do with the circulation,
which an incompetent doctor might have overlooked, and
another time by careful treatment, he turned a gall bladder
into a gold mine. There’s no excuse for you, doctor. Uxu,
the grain dealer, had his son study medicine to learn business
methods, which gives you an idea of the high standards of
our medical schools. (To the blackmailer) What's this land-
owner’s name?

sHAuva  He doesn’t wish to be named.

AzDAK  Then I'll hand down the verdicts. The court holds
that blackmail has been proved, and you (ro the invalid) are
fined one thousand piasters. If you have another stroke, the
doctor is ordered to treat you free of charge and amputate
if necessary. (To the lame man) You are accorded a bottle
of cognac in licu of damages. (To the blackmailer) You
will assign half your fee to the public prosecutor inasmuch
as the court does not divulge the landowner’s name, further-
more you are advised to study medicine because you’re cut
out for that profession. And you, doctor, for unpardonable
professional error, you are acquitted. Next cases!

THE SINGER WITH HIS MUSICIANS
Every pleasure costs full measure, funds are rarely come by
squarely
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Justice has no eyes in front or back.
That is why we ask a genius to decide and judge between us
Which is done for half a penny by Azdak.

(From a caravanserai on the Gruzinian military bighway
comes Azdak, followed by the landlord, the old man with
the long beard. Bebind them the hired band and Shauva
carry the seat of justice. An Ironshirt takes his stance with
the banner of the Ironshirts corps)

aozak Put it here. Here at least we get some air and a bit
of a breeze from that lemon grove over there. It’s a good
thing for justice to be conducted in the open. The wind
picks up her skirts and vou can see what she’s got on
underneath. Shauva, we've had too much to eat. These in-
spection trips arc strenuous. (To the landlord) It’s about
your daughter-in-law?

THE LANDLORD Your worship, it's about the honor of my
familv. I wish to make a complaint on behalf of my son who
has gone across the mountains on business. Here is the guilty
hired hand, and here is my unfortunate daughter-in-law.
(Enter the daughter-in-law, a voluptuous type. She is veiled)

AZDAK (sits down) 1 take. (With a sigh the landlord gives
bim money) Good. So much for the formalities. A case of
rape?

THE LANDLORD Your worship, I caught the fellow in the
stable, pushing our Ludovika into the straw.

arak  Yes, yes, the stable. Splendid horses. That little bay
struck my fancy.

THE LANDLORD  Naturally, on behalf of my son, I raked Ludo-
vika over the coals.

azpak (gravely) 1said it struck my fancy.

THE LANDLORD (coldly) Really?>—Ludovika confessed that the
hired man had taken her against her will.

azpak - Remove your veil, Ludovika. (She does so) Ludovika,
the court has taken a fancy to you. Tell us what happened.

Lubovika (who has learned her part by rote) When I
entered the stable to look at the new foal, the hired hand
said to me withour provocation: “Warm weather we're
having,” and placed his hand on my lefc breast. I said to
him: “Stop that,” but he continued to touch me in an im-
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moral manner, which aroused my anger. Before I could dis-
cern his sinful intentions, he had overstepped the bounds.
The deed was done when my father-in-law entcred and
kicked me by mistake.

THE LANDLORD (explaining) On my son’s behalf.

AZDAK (20 the hired hand) Do you admit that you started it?

HIRED HAND  Yes, sir.

azpak  Ludovika, do you like sweets?

Lubovika  Yes, sunflower seeds.

AzpaK Do you like to sit a long time in the bathtub?

Lupbovika FHalf an hour or so.

AZDAK  Mr. Public Prosecutor, put your knife on the ground
over there. (Shauva does so) Ludovika, go pick up the pub-
lic prosecutor’s knife.

(Swaying ber bips, Ludovika goes over to the knife and
picks it up)

AZDAK (pointing at ber) Did you sec that? The wiggle on
her. The guilty party is discovered. Rape is proved. By eat-
ing too much, especially sweet things, by prolonged sitting
in warm water, by indolence and a soft skin, you have raped
that poor man. Do you think you can display a rear end
like that in court and get away with it? It’s premeditated as-
sault with a dangerous weapon. You are sentenced to as-
sign to the court the little bay that your father-in-law rides
on his son’s behalf. And now, ludovika, you will accom-
pany me to the stable, because the court wishes to inspect
the scene of the crime.

(Ower the Gruzinian military highway Azdak on his seat of

justice is carried from place to place by bis Ironshirts. Be-

bind bim Shauva carrying the gallows and the hired band

leading the little bay)

THE SINGER WITH HIS MUSICIANS

Times when master fights with master for the poor are no
disaster

Chaos gets the tax collector off their back.

Bearing weights and measures phony, leading someone
else’s pony

Through the country rode the poor man’s judge, Azdak.
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And he took away from Croesus and distributed gold pieces
To their rightful owners gave them back. ]

By a bodyguard protected of the humble and neglected
Rode Gruzinia’s good-bad judge, Azdak.

(The little procession moves off )

When you go to judge yvour neighbors lcave at home your
legal papers

Take a good sharp ax and you’ll be on the track.

Never mind about God’s thunders, axes often will do
wonders.

Such 2 wonder worker is the judge Azdak.

(Azdak’s seat of justice is set up in a tavern. Three kulaks
are standing before Azdak, to whom Shawva brings wine.
In the corner stands an old peasant woman. In the open
doorway and outside, the audience of villagers. An Ironshirt
stands at the entrance with the banner of the Ironshirts
corps.)

azpak  The public prosecutor has the floor.

sHauva It’s about a cow. For five wecks the defendant has
had in her barn a cow belonging to the kulak Suru. She has
also been found in the possession of a stolen ham, and some
cows belonging to the kulak Shutev were killed after he had
asked the defendant to pay the rent on a ficld.

THE KULAKS It’s my ham, your worship.—It's my cow, your
worship.—It’s my field, your worship.

Azpak  What have you to say to all this, little mother?

THE OLD WOMAN Your worship, one night five weeks ago,
just before morning, somebody knocked on my door, and
outside there was a2 man with a beard, holding a cow. “Dear
lady,” he said to me, “I am St. Banditus, the worker of
miracles, and because your son was killed in the war I'm
bringing you this cow as a souvenir. Take good care of
her.”

THE KULAKS Irakli, the bandit, your worship.—Her brother-
in-law, your worship! The cow-thief, the firebug!—Fe
should have his head cut off!
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(A woman's scream is beard from outside. The crowd grows
wncasy and moves back. Enter Irakli the bandit with an
enorYmous ax)

tiE KULaks  Irakli! (They cross themselves)

THE BANDIT A very good evening to you, dear friends! A
glass of wine!

azpak  Public prosecutor, a jug of wine for our gucst. Who
are you?

THE BANDIT I'm a wandering hermit, vour worship, and
thank you for the charitable gift. (He drains the glass that
Shauwva has brought him) Another.

azpak  I'm Azdak. (He stands up and bows; the bandit bows
likewise) 'The court bids the visiting hermit welcome.
Continue, little mother,

THE oLD woaAN  Your worship, the first nighe 1 didn’t know
St. Banditus could perform miracles; it was only a cow.
But a few days later che kulak’s hired men came and wanted
to take the cow away. Qutside my door they turned around
and went home without my cow and great big bumps
sprouted on their heads. Then 1 knew St. Banditus had
moved their hearts and changed them into kindly men.
(The bandit laughs loudly)

THE FIRST KULAK | know what changed them.

azbak  That's fine. You'll tell us later. Continue!

THE OLD WoMAN  Your worship, the next to be changed into
a good man was the kulak Shutev, a devil as everyone
knows. But St. Banditus got him to remit the rent on my
little field.

THE SECOND KULAK Because somebody cut my cows’ throats
in the field.

(T he bandit laughs)

THE OLD WOMAN (at a sign from Azdak) And then one morn-
ing the ham came flving through the window. It hit me in
the small of my back, I'm stll lame, see, your worship.
(She takes a few steps. The bandit laughs) 1 ask you, your
worship: VWhen did a poor woman ever get a whole ham
without a miracle?

(T he bandit begins to sob)
AzDAK (coming down from bhis seat) Little mother, that
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question goes straight to the heart of this court. Kindly be

scated. (Hesitantly the old woman sits down on the judge’s

chair. Azdak sits on the floor with bis glass of wine)
azpak  Little mother, 1 almost called you Mother Gruzinia,
the Sorrowful

The Bereft, whose sons are in the war

Beaten with fists, hopefu! -

Weeping when she gets a cow.

Surprised when she is not beaten.

Litcle mother, deign to sit in merciful judgment upon us,

the damned.

(Bellows at the kulaksy Admit you don’t believe in miracles,
you godless scum! Each of vou is fined five hundred
piasters for godlessness. Get out!

(T'he kulaks slink out)

A7pAK  And you, little mother, and you, pious man, sharc a
jug of wine with the public prosecutor and Azdak.

THE SINGER AND HIS MUSICIANS
So he bent the regulations to his own interpretations
And he took the law and stretched it on a rack.
And they found out with a shock, it’s men with nothing
in their pockets
Who alone are able to corrupt Azdak.

Seven hundred days and twenty, he dealt justice to the
gentry

And he dealt them every joker in the pack.

On the woolsack you could find him with the gallows close
behind him

Passing judgments worthy of Azdak.

THE SINGER
Then the days of disorder were over, the grand duke re-
turned.
The governor’s wife returned, vengeance was taken.
Many died, again the slums were in flames, Azdak was
seized with fear.
(Azdak’s sear of justice in the courthouse yard. Azdak is
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sirting on the ground, mending his shoe and talking with
Shawva. Noise from outside. Bebhind the wall the fat prince’s
head is carried past on a pike)

azpak  Shauva, the days of your bondflgc are numbered, the
minutes for all I know. For a long time now I've led vou by
the iron bit of reason till you bled at the mouth, spurrcd
you on with syllogisms and abused vou with logic. You're
weak by nature; if an 1rgument is slyly tossed your way,
you g()l)hlc it up, you can’t control )oursclf It is your na-
ture to lick the hand of a higher being, but there are very
diffcrent kinds of higher beings. Now you are going to be
set free, and soon vou'll be able to follow vour bent, which
is low, and your unerrmg instinct which teaches you to
plant vour hmV\ boot in human faces. For the days of con-
fusion and disorder are past and it’s too soon for the great
day that I find described in the Song of Chaos, which we
shall now sing one last time in memory of those glorious
times. Sit down and don’t tanglc with the tune. Don’t be
afraid, let it be heard, the refrain is loved by all. (Sings)

Sister, veil your face, brother, go get your knife, the times
are out of joint.
The masters are filled with lamentation and the little men
with joy.
The city says: Let us drive the pewerful from our midst.
The offices arc invaded, the lists of serfs are destroyed.
The masters arc harnessed to the millstones. Those who have
never scen daylight come out.
The ebony poor-boxes are shattered, the sesnem wood is cut
up for beds.
Those who had no bread have granaries now, those who
begged for grain, now distribute grain.
sHavva  Oh, oh, oh, oh.
azpak  Where are you, gencral?> Please, please, please make
order.

The son of the respected lord can no longer be known. The
child of the mistress becomes the son of the slave-girl.
Rich aldermen look for refuge in cold barns, and the pau-
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pers who could scarcely find ditches to sleep in loll in
soft beds.
The former boatman now owns many ships. When the
owner looks for them, they are no longer his,
Five men are sent out by their masters. They say: Go your-
selves, we have already arrived.
sHAUvA  Oh, oh, oh, oh.
aznak  Where are you, general? Please, please, please make
order!

Yes, that’s what our country might have come to if law
and order had been ncg]eucd any longer. But now the
grand duke, whose life I saved likec a dumb ox, has returned
to the capital and the Persians have lent him an army to re-
store order with. Already the slums are in flames. Bring me
the thick book I always sit on. (Shauva takes the book from
the seat of justice and Azdak opens it) This is the book of
the law, I've always used it, you can testify to that.

SHAUVA  Ycs, to sit on.

azpak  Now I'd better look and see what they can pin on me.
I've connived with paupers, that will cost me dearly. I've
helped poverty up on its rickety legs, they’ll hang me for
drunkenness; I've looked into rich men’s pockets, they’ll
get me for blasphemy. And there’s nowhere 1 can hide,
everybody knows me, because I've helped everybody.

SHAUVA  Someone’s coming.

AZDAK (stands up in a fright, then goes trembling to the chair)
Finished! But I won’t do anybody the favor of behaving
like a great man. I beg you on my knees for mercy, don’t go
away, I'm drooling at the mouth. I'm afraid of death. (Enter
Natella Abashuili, the governor's wife, with the aide-de-
camp and an Ironshirt)

THE GOVERNOR’S Wire  Who is this fellow, Shalva?

azoak A fellow who knows his place, your excellency, and
yours to command.

THE AIDE-DE-CAMP  Natella Abashvili, the late governor’s wife,
has just returned. She is looking for her two-year-old son,
Michael Abashvili. She has reccived word that the child
was carried off to the mountains by a former servant.
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azpak The child will be brought back, vour highness. Yours
to command.

TuE AE-DE-CaMP  They say the woman calls the child her
own,

Aazbak  She will be behcaded, your highness. Yours to com-
mand.

THE AE-DE-CAMP  That will be all,

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE (on ber way out) 1 don't like that
man.

AzDAK (follows ber to the door, bowing low) It will all be
taken care of, vour highness. Yours to command.

The Chalk Circle ’

THE SINGER

ear now the story of the lawsuit over Governor Abash-
vili's child

And how the true mother was identified

By the famous test of the chalk circle.

(Iu the yard of the courthouse in Nukba. Ironshirts bring in

Michael, lead bim across the courtyard and out bebind. An

Ironshirt bolds Grusha back in the archway with bis pike

wntil the child bas been led away. Then she is admitted.

With her is the woman cook from the former goverinor’s

bousebold. Tumult and fiery glow in the distance)

crusHa  He's a brave boy, he can already wash himself.

THE CooK  You're in luc_k it's not a real judge, it’s Azdak. He
drinks like a fish and he doesn’t know a thing, the biggest
thieves have got off free. e gets everything mixed up and
the rich people never bribe him cenough, that makes it better
for our kind of people.

GrusHa 1 need luck today.

THE cook  Don’t say it! (She crosses herself) I'd better say
another rosary for the judge to be drunk. (She moves her
lips in silent prayer while Grusha tries in vain to get a
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glimpse of the child) The only thing I don’t understand is
why you're so intent on keeping him if he isn’t vours. In
times like these.

GRUSHA  Fle’s mine, 've brought him up.

THE cook Didn’t you ever stop to think what would hap-
pen if she came back?

Grusa - Ac first I thoughe I'd give him back, and then I
thought she wouldn’t come after him any more.

THE cook  And even a borrowed coat keeps a body warm,
is that it? (Grusha nods) T'll swear to anything vou say, be-
cause you're a good girl. (Refreshes ber memory) | was
boarding the child for five piasters and then on Easter Sun-
day cvening when the trouble broke out, Grusha came and
took him. (She sees the soldier Chachava approaching) But
you haven't done right by Simon, I've talked with him, he
docesn’t understand.

GRUSHA (who doesw’t see bim) | can’t worry my head about
him now if he doesn’t understand.

THE Cook  He understands that the child isn't yours, but yvour
being married and not free till death vou do part is too
much for him to understand.

(Grusha sees Simon and greets him)

SIMON (gloomnily) 1 wish to inform the lady that I am ready
to swear. I am the father of the child.

GRUsHA (softly) "That’s all right, Simon.

sivoN At the same time [ wish to state that this obligates me
in no way. Nor the lady cither.

THE Cook  You didn’t have to say that. You know she’s mar-
ried.

siMox  That's her affair, no need to rub it in.

(Two Ironshirts come in)

THE. IRONSHIRTS Where's the judge?—ITas anyvonc secn the
judge?

GRUSHA (who bas turned away and covered ber face) Stand
in front of me. I shouldn’t have come to Nukha. If T run
into the Ironshirt [ hit on the head . . .

ONE OF THE IRONSHIRTS (who bave brought the child steps for-
ward) The judge isn't here,

(The two Ironshirts go on looking)
THE cook T hope nothing has happened to him. With another
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you won't stand any more chance than a snowball in hell.
(Another Ironshirt enters)

THE IRONSHIRT (who has inquired about the judge, reports)
Nobody there but two old people and a child. The judge
has taken a powder.

THE OTHER IRONSHIKT ~ Keep looking!

(The first rwo Ironshirts go out quickly, the third stops still.
Grusha lets out a scream. The Ironshirt turns around. It is
the corporal, he has a scar across bis whole face)

THE IRONSHIRT IN THE ARCHWAY What's the matter, Shotta?
Do you know her?

THE CORPORAL (after staring at her at length) No.

THE IRONSHIRT IN THE ARCHWAY They say she kldnappcd the
Abashvili child. If you know amthmg about it, you can
make a pile of money, Shorta.

(The corporal goes off cursing)

THE CooK Is he the one? (Grusha nods) He'll button up if
you ask me. Or he’ll have to admit he was after the child.

GRUSHA (relieved) 1'd almost forgotten I saved the child from
them . . .

(The governor’s wife comes in with the aide-de-camp and
two lawyers)

THE GOVERNOR’S WIFE  Thank goodness the populace haven’t
come. I can’t stand the smell. It gives me migraine.

THE FIRST LAWYER  Please, gracious lady, be careful what you
say until we get another judge.

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE | haven't said a thing, Illo Shuboladze.
I love the common people and their simple, straightforward
ways, it’s only the smell that gives me migraine.

THE SECOND LAWYER There won’t be much of an audience.
Most of the people have shut themselves up in their houses
on account of the fighting in the slums.

THE GOVERNOR’S WIFE Is that the creature?

THE FIRST LAWYER My dear Natella Abashvili, please refrain
from invective until it’s definite that the grand duke has
appointed a2 new judge and wec're rid of the present judge
who is just about the lowest individual cver scen in a judge’s
robe. Look, things seem to be moving.

(Ironshirts gnter the yard)
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tur. cook  The mistress would be tearing your hair out if she
didn’t know that Azdak is the friend of the poor. One look
at a face is enough for him.
(Two lronshirts have started fastening a rope to a column.
Azdak is brought in in chains. Bebind him, also in chains,
Shauva. After bim come the three kulaks)

ax ronsHIRT - Thought vou’d make a getaway, did you? (He
strikes Azdak)

akurak  Take off his robe before you string him up!
(Ironshirts and kulaks pull the judge’s robe off Azdak. His
ragged underwear becomes wisible. One gives him a push)

AN IRONSHIRT (pushing him to another) Want a lump of
justice? Here it is!
(Amid cries of “You take it!” and “I dow’t need it!” they
push Azdak from one to the other until be collapses. Then
be is pulled to bis feet and dragged under the noose)

THE GOVERNOR'S WI¥E (who bas been clapping bysterically dur-
ing the “ball game”) 1 disliked that man the moment I

laid eves on him. .
AZDAK (covered with blood, panting) 1 can’t sec. Give me a
rag.

THE OTHER IRONSHIRT What do you want to see?

azpak  You, vou dogs. (He wipes the blood from bis eyes
with his shirt slecve) Greetings, dogs! How are you, dogs?
How’s the dog pack, stinking nicely? Licking the old boot
again® Back at cach other’s throats, dogs? (A dust-covered
rider bas entered with the corporal. He has taken papers
from a leather pouch and looked through them. Now be
intervenes)

THE DUST-COVERED RIDER  Stop! Here’s the grand duke’s decree
concerning the new appointments.

THE CORPORAL (roaring) Attention! (All come to attention)

THF. DUST-COVERED RIDER Here’s what it says about the new
judge: We hereby appoint a man who distinguished himself
by saving a life that is of the utmost importance to our
country—a certain Azdak of Nukha. Who’s he?

suauva (pointing to Azdak) The onc under the gallows,
your excellency.

THE CORPORAL (bellowing) What’s going on here?
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THE IRONSHIRT Beg leave to report that his worship was al-
ready his worship and was denounced by these kulaks as an
enemy of the grand duke.

THE CORPORAL (indicating the kulaks) Take them away!
(They are led off, bowing without interruption) See to it
that his worship suffers no further annoyance. (Goes out
with the dust-covered rider)

THE COOK (to Shauva) She clapped before. T hope he saw her.

THF, FIRST LAWYER T his is disastrous. ,

(Azdak bas fainted. He is brought down, revives, and is
again clothed in the robe of justice. He staggers out of the
group of Ironshirts)

THE IRONSHIRTS  No offense, your worship!—\’tht docs your
worship wish?

azpak  Nothing, fellow dogs. An occasional boot to lick. (To
Shauva) You're pardoned. (He is unbound) Get me some red
wine, sweet. (Shauva goes out) Beat it, I've got a case to
try. (The Ironshirts go off. Shauva comes back with a jug
of wine. Azdak drinks copiously) Somethmg for my ass!
(Shauva brings the law book and puts it on the seat of
justice. Azdak sits down) 1 take!

(The plaintiffs who bave been holding a worried confer-
ence smile with relief. They wbhisper among themselves)

THE cook  Oh dcar!

simoN  They say “You can't fill a well with dew.”

THE LAWYERS (approach Azdak, who looks up expectantly)
A perfectly ridiculous case, your worship.—The defendant
has abducted the child and refuses to return it.

AzZDAK (bolds out bis open band, looking at Grusha) A very
attractive young lady. (They give bim more) 1 open the
proceedings and demand the strict truth. (To Grusha)
Especially from you.

THE FIRST LAWYER  High court of justice! As the people say,
“Blood is thicker than water.” This venerable wisdom . . .

AzpAk  The court wishes to know what counsel’s fec is.

THE FIRST LAWYER (astonished) I beg your pardon? (Azdak
amiably rubs bis thumb and forefinger together) Oh! Five
hundred plastcrs, your worship, to answer the high court’s
unusual question.
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azpak  Did vou hear that? The question is unusual. 1 ask )ou
because 1 listen with a very different car if I know you're
good.

THE FIRST LAWYER {bows) Thank vou, your worship. High
court of justice! Of all human tics the ties of blood are
the strongest. Mother and child: can there be any closer
relationship? May a child be taken from its mothers High
court of justice! She conceived it in the sacred cestasies of
love, she carried it in her womb, fed it with her blood, bore
it in pain. High court of justice! It is common knowledge
that even the ferocious tigress, robbed of her cubs, goes
ranging through rthe mountains without rest, shrunk to a
shadow. Nature itsclf . . .

AZDAK (interrupting, to Grusha) What's your answer to that
and all the rest of what counsel is going to say?

GRUSHA It's mine,

azpak  Is that all? T hope you can prove it. In any case, I sug-
gest that vou tell me why you think I should award you
the child.

GrusHa 1 brought him up the best T knew how, 1 always
found him something to eat. He had a roof over his head
most of the time, I let mysclf in for all kinds of trouble for
his sake, and cxpenses too. I didn't worry about my own
convenience. 1 taught the child to be friendly to everyone
and right from the start to work as best he could, he’s still
so little.

THE FIRST LAWYER Your worship, it is significant that the
defendant herself alleges no blood tie between the child and
hersd,

Azpak . The court takes note.

THE FIRST LAWYER  Thank vou, your worship. Permit a sorcly
bereaved woman, who has Jost her husband and must now
fear to lose her child, to address a few words to you. Gra-
cious Natella Abashvili . . .

THE GOVERNOR'S Wivk (softly) A cruel fate, sir, compels me
to plead with you to return my beloved child. It is not for
me to describe the torments of a bercaved mother, the
sleepless nights, the . . .

THE SECOND LAWYER (erupting) It is unspeakable how this
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woman has been treated. She is barred. from entering her
husband’s palace, the income from his estates is withheld
from her. Without an iota of feeling they tell her the in-
come is entailed to the legal heir, she can’t do a thing with-
out the child, she can’t pay her lawyers! (To the first lawyer
who, in despair over this outburst, is motioning bim franti-
cally to keep quiet) My dear Illo Shuboladze, why should it
not be made known that the Abashvili estates are at stake?

THE FIRST LAWYER Honored Sandro Oboladze, please! We
agreed we . . . (To Azdak) Tt is true, of course, that the
outcome of this trial will also determine whether our noble
client obtains possession of the sizable Abashvili ecstates;
“also,” 1 say, and by design, for the paramount considera-
tion, as Natella Abashvili justly pointed out in the first
words of her moving plea, is the tragedy of a mother. Even
if Michael Abashvili were not heir to the estates, he would
still be my client’s dearly beloved child.

azpak  Enough! The court looks upon your mention of the
estates as proof that we're all human.

THE SECOND LAWYER Thank you, your worship. My dear Illo
Shuboladze, we can prove in any event that the woman who
seized the child is not the child’s mother! Allow me to set
the hard facts before the court. By an unfortunate con-
catenation of circumstances, this child, Michacl Abashvili,
was left behind when his mother fled the city. Grusha, a
kitchen maid in the palace, was present that Easter Sunday
and was seen busying herself with the child . . .

THE cook While the lady was busy worrying which dresses
to take with her!

THE SECOND LAWYER (impassive) Almost a year later Grusha
appeared with the child in a mountain village and con-
cluded a marriage with . . .

azpak  How did you get to this mountain village?

GRUSHA On my feet, your worship, and he was mine.

simoN [ am the father, your worship.

THE C00K He was boarding with me, your worship, for five
piasters.

THE SECOND LAWYER This man is Grusha’s betrothed, your
worship, his testimony is therefore untrustworthy.
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azpak  Are you the man she married in the mountain village?

simoN  No, your worship. She married a peasant.

AzpAK (motions Grusha over to him) Why? (Indicating
Simon) No good in bed? 1 want the truth.

crusHa  We didn't get that far. 1 married on account of the
child. To give him a roof over his head. (Indicating Simon)
He was in the war, your worship.

azpak  And now he wants to get back with you, is that it?

simoN | wish tostate . . .

GrUsHA (angrily) T'm no longer free, your worship.

azpak  And the child, you claim, comes from whoring?
(When Grusha does not answer) Let me ask you onc ques-
tion: What kind of a child is it? A ragged little bastard off
the strects or the child of a noble, well-to-do family?

GrUsHA (angrily)  An ordinary child.

azpak I mean: did he show refined features at an early age?

Grusaa  He showed a nose in his face.

azpak  He showed a nose in his face. 1 regard that as a signifi-
cant answer. There’s a story they tell about me; it seems that
once before pronouncing a verdict I went out and sniffed at
a roscbush. Little tricks like that arc necessary nowadays.
Now I'm going to make it short, ['m not going to listen to
any more of you people’s lies—(to Grusha) cspecially yours.
I can imagine how you (to the group around the defendant)
cooked this all up to pull the wool over my eyes. 1 know
you, you're crooks.

GrUsHA (suddenly) 1 can imagine you'd want to make it
short, I saw what you took.

azpak  Shut up! Did I take anything from you?

GRUsHA (in spite of the cook who is trying to restrain her)
Because [ haven’t got anything.

azpak  Perfectly right. 1 don’t get 2 thing from you down-
and-outers, [ could starve. You want justice, but you don’t
want to pay. When you go to the butcher’s, you know
you'll have to pay, but you go to the judge like you'd go to
a wake.

sizMoN (in a loud voice) “When the horse was to be shod,
the horse fly held out his legs.” As the saying goes.

AzbaK (takes up the challenge with enthusiasm) ‘“Better a
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treasure from the manure pile than a pebble from a moun-
tain spring.”

SIMON ‘A fine day, let's go fishing, said the 1nglcr to the
\V()rn]

Aazpak  “I'm my own master, said the hired man and cut off
his foot.”

sinioN - “T love you like a father, said the tsar to the peasants
and chopped the tsarevitch’s head off.”

azpak A fool’s worst enemy is himself.”

sintoN - But “a fart has no nose!”

Azpak - You're fined ten piasters for indecent language
court, that'll teach yvou what justice is.

GRUSHA  Some justice! You throw the book ar us because we
don’t talk refined like her with her lawyers.

azpak  Right. You're too dumb. You deserve to be sat on.

GrRUusHA  Because vou want to hand the child over to that
woman who’s so refined she wouldn’t know how to change
its diapers! You don’t know any more about justice than |
do, put that in your pipe!

azpak  You've got something there. I'm ignorant, the pants
under my robe are full of holes, sec for vourself. With me
it all goes into cating and drinking, I was raised in a monas-
tery. Come to think of it, I'm ﬁning you ten piasters too,
for contempt of court. What’s niore, you’re stupid, antago-
nizing me instead of making eyes at me and wiggling your
ass a little to put me in a good humor. Twenty piasters.

GRUSHA  You can make it thirty and TI'll still tell vou what
I think of vour justice, you drunken turnip. How dare you
talk to me like the cracked Isaiah on the church window—
big shot! When they pulled you out of vour mother, they
didn’t expect you to rap her knuckles if she stole a cup
of millet some place, and aren’t you ashamed of yourself to
see me trembling like this on account of you? You serve
these people so their houses won't be taken aw ay —because
they stole them; since when do houses belong ro bedbugs?
But you take care of them, or they couldn’t drag our men
off to their wars, you flunky!
(Azdak bas stood up. He is beaming. Halfheartedly be
strikes the table with his little gavel as though to obtain
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order, but when Grusha goes on reviling him, be merely
beats time for ber)

GrusHa | have no respect for vou. No more than I have for a
thief and murderer with a knife, he does what he pleascs.
It’s a hundred to one you can take the child away from me,
but I'll tell vou one thmg for a job like vours rhC\ should
only I)I(,k rapists and usurers, to punish them by making
them sit in judgment over their fellow men, which is worse
than hanging on the gallows.

azpak  That makes it thirty, and I'm not going to wrangle
with vou any more, this isn’t a tavern. I'm a judge and T've
got my dlgmt\ to think of. To tell vou the truth, I've lost
interest in your case. W here are those two who wanted a
divorce: (To Shauva) Bring them in. I'm adjourning this
casc for fifteen minutes.

THE FIRST LAWYER (as Shawwva leaves) We can rest our case,
gracious lady, it’s in the bag.

THE cook (to Grusha) You've rubbed him the wrong way.
Now he'll take the child a\va;' from you.

(Enter a very aged couple)

THE GOVERNOR'S wirt:  Shalva, my smelling salts.

azpak 1 take. (The old people do not understand) 1 hear you
want a divorce. How long have vou been together?

THE oLb AN Forty years, your w ()rshlp

azpak  \Why do vou wanta divorce?

THE oL MaN  We don’t like cach other, your worship.

AzpAK  Since when?

tHE 01D woaaN  The whole time, vour worship.

arpak 1 will take vour request under deliberation and give
vou my decision when I'm through with the other case.
(.Shama leads them to the rear) 1 nced the child. (Mo-
tions Grusha to come over to bim and bends down to her
in a not unfriendly manner) Woman, I've seen you have a
soft spot for justice. I don’t believe he's your child, but sup-
posing he were, w ouldn’t vou want him to be rich? You'd
onl\ have to say he’s not yours. One two three he'd have a
pnla(e, and plcnr\ of horses in his stable and plenty of beg-
gars on his d(mrstcp plcntv of soldiers in his service and
plenty of petitioners in his courtyard. Sce? What's your
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answer to that? Don’t you want him to be rich? (Grusha
is silent)

THE SINGER Hear now what the angry woman thought and
did not say: (Sings)

If he walked in golden shoes

Cold his heart would be and stony.
Humbie folk he would abuse

He wouldn’t know me.

Oh, it’s hard to be hard-hearted
All day long from morn to night,
To be mean and high and mighty
Is a hard and cruel plight.

Let him be afraid of hunger
Not of the hungry man’s spite
Let him be afraid of darkness
But not fear the light.

AzDAK  Woman, I think I understand you.

GRUSHA 1 won’t give him up. I've raised him and he knows
me. .

(Shauva brings the child in)

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE  He's in rags!

GrUsHA That’s not true. They didn’t give me time to put on
his good shirt.

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE  He’s been in a pigsty!

GRUSHA (furious) I'm not a pig but I know someone who is.
Where did you leave your child?

THE GOVERNOR'S WIFE I'll show you, you vulgar slut. (She is
about to fling berself on Grusha but is restrained by the
lawyers) She’s a criminal! She ought to be flogged! This
minute!

THE SECOND LAWYER (stops ber mouth) Gracious Natella
Abashvili! You promised . . . Your worship, the plaintiff’s
nerves . . .

AzpAK  Plaintiff and defendant: the court has heard your case,
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but has not yet ascertained who this child’s real mother
is. It is my duty as judge to pick a mother for the child.
I'm going to give you a test. Shauva, take a piece of chalk.
Draw a circle on the floor. (Shauva draws a chalk circle on
the floor) Put the child in the circle! (Shauva places
Michael, who is smiling at Griusha, in the circle) Plaindff
and defendant, stand just outside the circle, both of you!
(The governor’s wife and Grusha step close to the circle)
Each of you take the child by one hand. The true mother
will have the strength to pull the child out of the circle.

THE SECOND LAWYER (quickly) High court of justice, 1 object
to making the fate of the large Abashvili estates, which are
entailed to the child as heir, hinge on the outcome of so
dubious a contest. Furthermore, my client is not as strong
as this person who is accustomed to physical labor.

azpak  She looks well fed to me. Pull!

(The governor's wife pulls the child out of the circle.
Grusha bas let go, she stands aghast)

THE FIRST LAWYER (comgratulates the governor’'s wife) What
did I say? The ties of blood.

AZDAK (to Grusha) What's the matter with you? You didn’t

ull.

GRESHA I didn’t hold on to him. (Shke runs to Azdak) Your
worship, I take back what 1 said against you, 1 beg your
forgiveness. If only 1 could keep him until he knows all his
words. He knows just a few.

azpak  Don’t try to influence the court! 1 bet you don’t know
more than twenty yourself. All right, I'll repeat the test to
make sure.

(Again the two women take their places)

AZDAK  Puil!

(Again Grusha lets the child go)

GrusHa I raised him! Do you want me to tear him to pieces?
I can't.

AZDAK (stands up) The court has now ascertained who the
true mother is. (To Grusha) Take your child and clear out.
I advise you not to stay in the city with him. (To the gov- -
ernor’s wife) And you get out of here before I convict you
of fraud. The estates devolve to the city, they will be
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turned into a park for the children, they need it, and the

park shall be named “Azdak Park” after me.

(The governor’s wife bas fainted and is led away by the

aide-de?camp; the lawyers bave already gone)

(Grusha stands motionless. Shauva brings her the child)
azpak  Because I'm taking off the robe of justice, it’s got too

hot for me. I'm nobody’s hero. But I invite you all to a little

farewell dance out there in the meadow. Oh, I almost forgot

something, too much wine. The divorce. (Using the seat of

justice as a table, be writes something on a piece of paper

and starts to leave)

(The dance music bas started up)

sHAuvA (bas read the paper) But this is all wrong. You
haven’t divorced the two old people, you've divorced
Grusha from her husband.

Aazpak  Divorced the wrong people? That's too bad, bur it
sticks, I retract nothing, the law’s the law. (To the very old
couple) T invite you to my celebration instead, I'll bet you
still like each other cnough to dance together. (To Grusha
and Simon) And from you two I want forty piasters.

SIMON (takes out bis purse) Fair enough, your worship. And
many thanks.

AZDAK (putting the money away) I'm going to need it.

GrRusHA  We'd better leave the city tonight, hadn’t we,
Michael? (Starts to lift the child on ber back. To Simon)
Do you like him?

SIMON (lifts the child on his back) Beg to report: 1 like him,

GrusHa  Now T can tell vou: I took him because T betrothed
myself to you that Faster 9undav So it’s a child of love.
Michael, let’s dance.

(She dances with Michael. Simon dances with the cook. The
old couple dance too. Azdak stands in thought. Soon the
dancing couples bide bim. He is seen from time to time,
more and more seldom as more couples come in and dance)

THE SINGER
And thar night Azdak disappcared and was never seen again.
But the people of Gruzinia did not forget him, they long

remembered
The days of his judging as a brief
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Golden Age when there was almost justice.
(The dancers dance off the stage. Azdak bas vanished)

And you who have heard the story of the chalk circle

Bear in mind the wisdom of our fathers:

Things should belong to those who do well by them
Children to motherly women that they may thrive

Wagons to good drivers that they may be well driven

And the valley to those who water it, that it may bear fruit.
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