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INTRODUCTION 

Bertolt Brecht wrote Der kaukasische Kreidekreis in 
California in the early and middle forties. The actress 
Luise Rainer has stated that it was written for her, and 
that is plausible, since she had played the role equivalent 
to Grusha's in Klabund's Circle of Chalk., without which 
Brecht's would probably never have been thought of. Yet 
in fact Miss Rainer never played the role, and the world 
premiere was a college production in Northfield, Minnesota. 

In 1941 Brecht had crossed the USSR on the Trans­
Siberian Railway and had then sailed across the Pacific to 
San Pedro, California. I was doing my first year of teaching 
at the time in the University of California at Los Angeles, 
and one of my students, who had got himself a hand 
printing press,  wanted to print some poems. Another stu­
dent s aid that a German poet was in town and had no 
translator. The name was Brecht-! was not aware of ever 
having heard it, though another writer on Brecht has 
pictured me listening to Threepenny Opera records as an 
undergraduate in the middle thirties. I arranged to see 
the poet with a view to translating several of his poems for 
my student's press. 

Herr Brecht was living in a very small frame house in 
Santa Monica, and I was shown into his bedroom, which 
was also his study. He had few or no books . But there was 
a typewriter, and copies of Freies Deutschland-which I 
later found to be a Communist magazine published in 
Mexico--were strewn about. In the typewriter was the very 
thin paper, folded double , which I later knew to be char­
acteristic of the m an. It was on this paper-the kind 
used for carbon cop ies when you have no onionskin-that 
I first saw any of the work of Brecht. He handed me a 
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6 I Introdu..:tion 

..:ouple of sheets of it while he looked over the samples 
of my own work I had brought along:. 

:\ly impression of the man himself is hard to recap­
ture at this dist:m..:e in time. It is possible that I took Brecht 
for a truly proletarian writer on the score of his current 
la..:k of .:ash and his general style of living and dress . This 
would no doubt have been naive of me. Yet the ch3Im and 
power of the encounter had their source in just this 
naivete . and especi:illy in the fact that I had no sense of 
being in the ..:ompany of a famous man. Quite a contrast 
ro those meetings "ith Brecht which young people were 
to haw in the nineteen-fifties. when the cropped head and 
r..'le tieless shirt were well known in advance from a score 
of photographs and a hundred anecdotes! For :ill I knew, 
Brecht might h:1w had a trunkful of ties under the bed. 
and it could han· been by chan..:e that he was tieless 
at the time . . . or. as I say. it could haw been because 
he was a "proletarian writer: · 

\lost famous writers. of course. would have made sure 
that before I left after our first inteniew I did have a 
sense of their fame. Remarkable about Brecht was that 
he didn't bother about this. Here we see the real human 
value of what I came l:lter to recognize as a certain 
deliberate depersonalization of things which Brecht brought 
about. He did not m· to find out much about me. He did 
not invite me to find 'out much about him. As in his plays, 
two people would encounter each other for the sake of 
what they ha,·e to do toget..�er. I was a student of German 
and of poetry. He was a German and had written some 
poems. l would therefore trans late some of him. 

On the spot. And with his collaboration. For he al­
ready knew enough English to haw a pretty shrewd idea 
whether a given expression corresponded to the German. 
"Freilich. ich lebe in finsteren Zeiten!" That was the first 
line on one of the bits of tissue paper he had handed me. 
What did it mean? "Finstere Zeiten" are "dark ages.'' \\'as 
the reference to clze Dark Ages? (I had no idea of the 
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context.) "Nein, nein!" said the staccato voice. Then, after 
a puff at the cigar (not for me "the famous cigar" ) : "Nein, 
ich meine diese Zeiten, Herr Bentley, unsere-auch in Los 
Angeles kann es finster sein, nicht wahr?" He was teasing 
me a little. That, too, I would later regard as characteristic. 
At the time it was simply new .... Well, what about "frei­
lich, " what did one say in English for that? I suggested 
many things: "actually, " "of course," "oh, yes," "it's true." 
To each one, the quiet yet sharp voice said: "Nein! Nein!" 
And Brecht shook his head very decisively. We were dis­
covering together that in our effort to translate his poetry 
we could not get past the very first word. 

The poetry, says Robert Frost, is the untranslatable 
part. This truth was empirically confirmed by Brecht and 
myself, but luckily it is a truth which all are agreed in 
advance to defy, and a half-truth at that. A lot of poetry 
just as problematical as Brecht's has come down to us in 
more languages than one-with whatever changes along 
the way. Although something must have happened to my 
student's hand press, for I never saw anything in print 
from it, I had begun translating Bertolt Brecht and am still 
doing so now, nearly a quarter of a century later. 

For a while nothing was said about publication. But 
then Brecht wanted his poem "To the German Soldiers in 
the East" to come out. With him it was always a matter 
of the place and the time to publish something, considered 
not personally or ''literarily, " but politically: people in 
America should now read what he had to say about the 
German armies in Russia. So I translated that poem and 
sent it to Partisan Review. The choice was politically inept, 
since the editors were violently anti-Communist, but then, 
being anti-Communist, they knew about Brecht , which 
at that date other editors didn 't. In fact, Partisan had run 
a "big" article about him in 1941. I was a little upset 
when Dwight MacDonald , rejecting the poem for the 
magazine , told me how outrageous he considered its con­
tents to be. (In 1965 an editor of Partisan was to ask me 
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please not to fight the Cold War when criticizing the 
Brecht theatre in East Berlin. Well, it is good that times 
change.) "To the German Soldiers in the East" finally 
appeared in Ray B. West's magazine, the Rocky Mountain 
Review. 

Meanwhile, I had my first sizable assignment from 
Brecht : to translate, if not for cash on the line, at any 
rate for possible publication and performance, his full­
length play The Private Life of the Master Race. This 
sequence of scenes about life under the Nazis had just 
been staged in German in New York City by Berthold 
Viertel, whom I had got to know, and it was Viertel who 
urged upon Brecht the possibility of an English-language 
production there, if a translation was on hand. By this 
time I was teaching at Black Mountain College in North 
Carolina, and the first performance of the English-language 
Private Life took place in the unlikely environment of the 
South. My students and I even broadcast a good deal of 
it on the Asheville radio. And when we did a staged read­
ing of the whole play at the college, the composer Fritz 
Cohen performed at the organ. I recall a version of the 
Horst Wessel Song with magnificently distorted harmonies. 

The plan to do the play in New York did not die but un­
folded too slowly. The war was almost over when finally it 
was put on, and the public would not wish to hear another 
word about the Nazis for fifteen or twenty years. Also, the 
show itself was badly messed up. Brecht must have sus­
pected from the beginning that it would be, for when 
he asked what the production outfit was called, and was 
told "The Theatre of All Nations," he had replied: "It's 
too many." 

But Brecht publication in America had begun to get 
under way. Up to 1 940 only the Threepenny Novel had 
been published, and that by a publisher whose interest in 
Brecht was nonexistent. The first publisher to show real 
interest was Jay Laughlin, founder and owner of New 
Directions. He had brought out a translation of Mother 
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Courage in 1941. He had Private Life of the Master Race 
ready in 1944. Around this time even warmer interest in 
Brecht was shown by the firm of Reynal and Hitchcock, 
and Brecht signed a contract with them for an edition of 
his collected works, of which I was to be general editor. 
How much happier, as well as simpler, the history of 
American Brecht publishing would have been had the 
plan gone through! But Curtice Hitchcock, whose brain­
child it was, died soon after; the firm was sold to Harcourt, 
Brace; and Harcourt did not take over the Brecht project. 

It proved impossible to interest any other publisher at 
that time in taking on the collected works of Brecht. 
Faced with this new situation, Brecht asked me to get in­
dividual plays published whenever opportunity offered 
and by whatever publishing house. Until 1960 I found only 
one publisher who would take on a volume of Brecht at 
all, and I got him published largely by the device of choos­
ing his plays for inclusion in my own drama anthologies. 
Even this sometimes seemed eccentric to publishers. For 
example, at Doubleday's, when Threepenny Opera was 
included in my Modern Theatre, my editor-in-chief, Jason 
Epstein, who otherwise never objected to any of my 
choices, inquired: "What are we doing publishing an opera 
libretto?" 

The one publisher to agree to bring out a volume of 
Brecht in these lean years was the University of Minnesota 
Press, which issued Parables for the Theatre in 1948 . It 
cannot be said the publication created a sensation, or that 
the Press expected it to. But in the fifties Brecht caught on. 
Good Woman and Chalk Circle-the two Parables of the 
Minnesota volume--were triumphantly produced in many 
countries, and Minnesota was able to lease paperback 
rights on their book to Grove Press in New York and 
London. Thereafter this became the best known of all 
Brecht books in English-speaking countries. And the two 
plays were performed far more than any of Brecht's others 
in British and American theatres. 
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I h ave men ti on ed th e wo rld premie re of The Cau­
casian Chalk Circle. Th at was at Carl eton Coll eg e,  North­
fi eld, Minn esota, i n  the sprin g  of 1 948. Th e same spring 
The Good Woman ha d i ts American premie re at Hamlin e 
Un iversi ty, St .  P au l, Minn esota. All th e m ore en terp rising 
coll ege s th en beg an doing th e parables, an d professi onal 
activit y  foll ow ed along at its lower rate of spee d. I ac­
cepted an i nvi tati on to direct th e first professi on al produ c­
ti on of The Caucasian Chalk Circle at Hedgerow Th eatre, 
n ear Phi ladelphia, in th e summ er of 1948. M ean whil e 
U ta Hagen h ad done a stag ed reading of The Good 
Woman in New York; she was later to play th e ti tle role 
in th e fi rst ful l produ cti on of th e play in New York. 
Arou nd 1950 The Caucasian Chalk Circle w as among th e 
small grou p  of pl ays wh ich brough t tog ether in Chi cag o 
th e gi fted peop le wh o wou ld later b e  ident ified as mem­
b ers of "Second Ci ty" and "Th e  Com pass." (I w ell recall 
the strugg le we h ad g etting an y royalti es out of them . )  
B oth t he parabl es ev entu al ly b ecam e  plays th at all the 
more amb itiou s professional th eatres kn ew th ey h ad to 
do. Th e  Actor's Worksh op of San F ran cisco off ered a 
lavi sh produ cti on of The Caucasian Chalk Circle in 1963. 
Th e Minn esota Th eatre Company in Minneapolis di d the 
pl ay at th e Tyrone Gu thri e Th eatre in 1965. 

A word abou t  th e text. It, too, b as developed with 
th e years. Wh at Brecht said h e  wan ted, for hi s first appe ar­
an ce s in prin t in th e Uni ted States, was a fai th ful word-for­
w ord re produ cti on of th e Germ an . Thi s  h e  got, save for 
some erro rs whi ch were cau gh t  l ater, in th e fi rst edi ti on 
publish ed by Min nesota. The on ly signifi can t  omi ssi on from 
th e book at tha t  tim e was th at of th e P rologue to The 
Caucasian Chalk Circle. F or th e manu script was deli vered 
to th e publi sh ers at about the ti me of Br ech t's appearan ce 
before the Hou se Un -Am er ican Activiti es Com mi ttee in 
Wash in gton (October, 1947). I t  was on advi ce from him 
th at th e appearan ce of thi s Pr ologue was postpon ed. F rom 
whi ch inci den t h ave come two fal se rum ors: on e,  th at th e 
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Prologue was written later and so had not been part of 
Brecht's original draft of the play; two, that the omission 
was made on my initiative and so constituted editorial inter­
ference. It should be added that when an author says, 
''Let's not include such and such a passage till later," he 
may well not foresee for how long he is postponing its 
inclusion. To insert a prologue, the printer has to redo 
a whole play. The Prologue to The Caucasian Chalk Cir­
cle, though found in the German manuscript Brecht sent 
me in 1945, did not appear in English until the Tulane 
Drama Review printed it at my request in 1959. Soon 
thereafter, it turned up in the Grove Evergreen paperback 
edition of the play. 

Perhaps all good foreign plays should be published 
first in a very literal translation and subsequently in vari­
ous attempts at a true equivalent, even, if necessary, in 
"adaptations." Some plays can have high literary quality 
in another language and at the same time be fairly literal 
transcriptions.  Others have not proved so amenable. (I 
put it thus cautiously to allow for the possibility that some 
or all of them might prove so amenable at some future 
time.) Brecht toyed with the idea of his plays always being 
literally translated for publication and freely adapted for 
performance. But even this is not a perfect formula. When­
ever the stage version is more plausible, has more char­
acter, more charm, vivacity, edge, or whatnot, reasonable 
readers will prefer it not only in the theatre but in the 
study: for it is more readable . Hence, when I had to 
discard the literal translation of The Good Woman for 
stage purposes, the nonliteral text that resulted was ad­
judged preferable by publishers and readers as well as 
producers and spectators. For the Phoenix Theatre pro­
duction (New York, 1956 ) I decided to ignore the literal 
translation altogether and, working again with the German, 
to make a completely new rendering for the stage. Since 
all the larger libraries have copies of the first Minnesota 
edition, anyone who is curious about this can look up for 
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him se lf wh at the difier ence s  are. The 1956 t ex t  does 
amou nt to " adapt ation" in th e sense th at some passage s 
ha ve not be en tra nslate d  at al l bu t deliberately o mi tted or 
change d. Lu ck ily ,  the auth or was stil l  aliv e when the se 
ch ange s were proposed, and wh en I l ast saw Brech t (Jun e,  
1 956) h e  approv ed th em in princ iple. (He was not int er­
est ed in in spe cting th e script line by line and prob abl y  was 
not well en ou gh to do so in an y case. ) 

I n  Eng lish ,  th ing s h av e  to b e  said more terse ly th an 
i n  German. Hence, E ng lish translations from Germ an 
sh ou ld alway s  come ou t shor ter th an th e origin al. S ome­
times th at i s  a matter of ph raseol ogy only: e ach sentence 
sh ould come out sh orter. Bu t at other ti mes th e v ery 
th oug ht a nd su bstance of a German tex t h as t o  b e  m ade 
more compact in Eng lish , and in th is case wh ole sen tences 
of th e origi nal h ave t o  g o. Now once you star t  t hi s  more 
dra sti c  ki nd of " cu tti ng" y ou al so fi nd y ourself oblige d 
to br idg e th e "ga ps" you hav e made wi th new wri ting .  
Th is is on e of the ways in wh ich translati on b ecomes 
adapt ati on . . . .  I t  di d so in th e r eworking of The Good 
Woman, and t hose wh o wish to kn ow ex actly wh at Br ech t  
sai d  in ev ery detail wil l, as I say ,  hav e  t o  g o  to th e German 
or the fi rst Minnesot a  edit ion. R eprinted in thi s v olum e  i s  
th e  stag e  v ersion used at th e Ph oenix , plu s on ly the Epi­
l og ue wh ich was no t used in th at sh ow. (S ince Grov e P ress 
for a while r an preci se ly th e P hoenix tex t wit hou t  th e  
E pil ogu e, y et an oth er false ru mor circulated, and was 
ex plo ited t o  compound the m isun derstanding created b y  
th e ru mor ab out th e omi tted P rolog ue to Chalk Circle: 
Brech t  was for the second time b eing tou che d up by a 
translator h ostile to Marxism. Th e  cou pling of th e  two 
ru mor s  di d not, of course, make sense , since th e print­
ing s  th at omit ted th e  E pil ogue to The Good Woman con­
tained the Pr ologue t o  Chalk Circle. Anyh ow, the present 
e ditions contain both . ) 

F or stag e  purp oses, I found th at ev eryth ing in The 
Good Woman had to b e  said more b ri efly an d  swift ly in 
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English than in the German, and I think the reader too 
will appreciate a terser, lighter textured piece of reading 
matter. I would not make this identical statement about 
The Caucasian Chalk Circle. It is not an easier play to 
turn into English, but it is far less abstract and more 
poetic. Consequently, the obligation to keep each phrase 
is far greater, and the result of keeping each--or nearly 
each-phrase seems a gain, rather than a loss. This does 
not mean that as soon as one has written out an "accurate" 
translation one has finished work. There remains an end­
less labor, this time not of trimming, cutting, and reshap­
ing scenes, but of weighing one word against another, one 
phrase against another, and, finally, of trying to achieve 
a style that might serve as the style of this play. The 
renewed work on The Good Woman, since the method 
meant going back to zero, seemed more radical and while 
it lasted was indeed more intensive, yet in the end even 
more work may have been put in on Chalk Circle, though 
this work was done a little at a time and was wholly a 
matter of details. (A work of art is an accumulation of 
details.) Many of the changes made in the English text 
of Chalk Circle were incorporated in the Grove Evergreen 
printings of the early sixties. Many others were first printed 
in the present edition. Of special use to me in the selection 
of new readings was the Harvard University production of 
the play ( 1960) directed by John Hancock. 

One has always to ask of a Brecht translation what 
German text it is based on, since Brecht himself was for­
ever changing what he wrote. The present English version 
is in principle based on the manuscript supplied by Brecht 
in 1945.* Der kaukasische Kreidekreis was published in 
substantially the form I knew it, not in the book editions, 
but in the 1949 Brecht Supplement of the magazine Sinn 

*In the spring of 1946 Reyna! and Hitchcock brought out 
my book The Playwright as Thinker in which Brecht's as yet 
unpublished "parables' were summarized. 
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wzd Form. Since nothing in the English of Chalk Circle 
is in the nature of "free adaptation," the reader can be 
sure that if he finds any passage there that is not in the 
German text he consults it is taken from some other Ger­
man text. For instance, the scabrous bit about the soldier 
getting an erection from stabbing was omitted from later 
German versions. Conversely, at Brecht's request, I in­
serted some rhymes to introduce the Azdak trial scenes 
which had not been found in the 1945 manuscript. To sum 
up: my rendering of C/zalk Circle claims to provide a line­
by-line equivalent of the German, though "the German" 
is itself a flexible term in this context; while the paperback 
The Good Woman adheres far less closely to Der gute 
Mensch von Sezuan, which, however, readers can find 
translated literally in the first Minnesota edition. 

-E. B. 
Berlin, March 1965 
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CHALK CIRCLE 



CHARACTERS 

Old Man on the right 

Peasant Woman on the right 

Young Peasant 

A Very Young Worker 

Old Man on the left 

Peasant Woman on the left 

Agriculturist Kato 

Girl Tractorist 

Wounded Soldier 

The Delegate from the capital 

The Singer 

Georgi Abashwili, the Governor 

Natella, the Governor's wife 

Michael, their son 

Shalva, an adjutant 

Arsen Kazbeki, a fat prince 

Messenger from the capital 

Niko Mikadze and Mika Lolad.ze, doctors 

Simon Shashava, a soldier 

Grusha Vashnad.ze, a kitchen maid 

Old Peasant with the milk 

Corporal and Private 
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Peasant and his wife 

Lavrenti Vashnadze, Grusha's brother 

Aniko, his wife 

I 17 

Peasant Woman, for a while Grusha's mother-in-law 

Jussup, her son 

Monk 

Azdak, village recorder 

Shauwa, a policeman 

Grand Duke 

Doctor 

Invalid 

Limping Man 

Blackmailer 

Ludovica 

Innkeeper, her father-in-law 

Stable boy 

Poor Old Peasant Woman 

Irakli, her brother-in-law, a bandit 

Three Wealthy Farmers 

Illo Shuboladze and Sandro Oboladze, lawyers 

Old Married Couple 

Soldiers, Servants, Peasants, Beggars, Musicians, 
Merchants, Nobles, Architects 



THE CAUCASIAN 

CHALK CIRCLE 

The time and the place: After a prologue, set in 1945, we 
move back perhaps 1000 years. 

The action of The Caucasian Chalk Ci rcle centers on 
Nuka (or Nuklw), a town in A:.erbaijan. However, the 
capital referred to in the prologue is not Baku (capital of 
Soviet Azerbaijan) but Tiflis (or Tbilisi), capital of Georgia. 
Whe11 Azdak, later, refers to "the capital" he means 
Nuka itself, tlwugh whether Nuka was ever capital of 
Georgia 1 do not know: in what reading 1 lzm•e done on 
the subject 1 have only found Nuka to be the capital of a 
Nuka Khanate. 

The word "Georgia" has not been used in this English 
version because of its American associations; instead, the 
alternatil•e name "Grusinia" (in Russian, Gru:.iya) has been 
used. 

The reasons for resettling tlze old Chinese story in Trans­
caucasia are not far to seek. The play was written when the 
Soviet chief of state, Joseph Stalin, was a Georgian, as was 
his favorite poet, cited in tlze Prologue, Mayakovsky. And 
surely there is a point in having this story acted out at the 
place where Europe and Asia meet .. a place incomparably 
rich in legend and history. Here Jason found the Golden 
Fleece. Here Noah's Ark touched ground. Here the armies 
of both Genglzis Khan and Tamerlane wrought havoc. 

-E.B. 



PROLOGUE 

Summer, I 945. 

Among the ruins of a war-ravaged Caucasian village the 
members of two Kolkhoz vill£1ges, mostly women and older 

men, are sitting in a circle, smoking and drinking wine. 
With them is a DELEGATE of the Stare Reconstruction 

Commission from Nuka. 

PEASANT WD:\IAN, left (pointing): In those hills over 
there we stopped three Nazi tanks, b ut the apple 
orchard was a lready destroyed. 

OLD l\lAN, right: Our beautiful dairy farm: a ruin. 

GIRL TRACTORIST: !laid the fire, Comrade. 

Pause. 

DELEGATE: Nuka, Azerbaijan S.S.R. Delegation received 
from the goat-breeding Kolkhoz "Rosa Luxemburg." 
This is a collective farm which moved eastwards on 
orders from the authorities at the approach of Hitler's 
armies. They are now planning to retu rn. Their de le­
gates have looked at the village and the l and and 
found a lot of destruction. (Delegates on tl1e right 
nod.) But the neighboring fruit farm-Kolkhoz (to 
the left) "Galinsk"-pr;poscs to use the former 

grazing land of Kolkhoz "Rosa Luxemburg" for or­
chards and vineyards. This land lies in a valley where 
grass doesn't grow very well. As a delegate of the 
Reconstruction Comm ission in Nuka I request that 
the two Kolkhoz villages decide between themselves 
whether Kolkhoz "Rosa L uxemburg" shall return or 
not. 

19 
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OLD MAN, right: First of all, I want to protest against the 
time limit on discussion. We of Kolkhoz "Rosa 
Luxemburg" have spent three days and three nights 
getting here. And now discussion is limited to half 
a day. 

WOUNDED SOLDIER, left :  Comrade, we haven't as many 
villages as we used to have. We haven't as many 
hands. We haven't as much time. 

GI RL TRACTORIST: All pleasures have to be rationed. To­
bacco is rationed, and wine. Discussion should be 
rationed. 

OLD MAN, right (sighing) : Death to the fascists ! But I will 
come to the point and explain why we want our valley 
back. There are a great many reasons, but I'll begin 
with one of the simplest. Makina Abakidze, unpack 
the goat cheese. (A peasant woman from right takes 
from a basket an enormous cheese wrapped in a cloth. 
A pplause and laughter.) Help yourselves, Comrades, 
start in! 

O L D  MAN, left (suspiciously) : Is this a way of influencing 
us? 

OLD MAN, right (amid laughter) : How could it be a way 
of influencing you, Surab, you valley-thief? Everyone 
knows you'll take the cheese and the valley, too. 
(Laughter.) All I expect from you is an honest an­
swer. Do you like the cheese? 

OLD MAN, left: The answer is: yes . 

OLD MAN, right: Really. ( Bitterly.) I ought to have known 
you know nothing about cheese. 

OLD MAN, left : Why not? When I tell you I like it? 

OLD MAN, right :  Because you can't like it. Because it's ""' 
not what it was in the old days. And why not? Be-
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cause our goats don't like the new grass as they did 
the old. Cheese is not cheese because grass is not 
grass, that's the thing . Please put that in your report. 

OLD MAN, left: But your cheese is excellent. 

OLD MAN, right: It isn't excellent. I t's just passable. The 
new grazing land is no good, whatever the young 
people may say. One can't live there. It doesn 't even 
smell of morning in the morning. (Several people 
laugh.) 

DELEGATE: Don't mind their laughing : they understand 
you. Comrades, why does one love one 's country? 
Because the bread tastes better there, the air smells 
better, voices sound stronger , the sky is higher, the 
ground is easier to walk on. Isn't that so? 

OLD MAN, right: The valley has belonged to us from a ll 
eternity. 

SOLDIER, left: What does that mean-from all eternitv? 
Nothing belongs to anyone from all eternity. Wh�n 
you were young you didn 't even belong to yourself. 
You belonged to the Kazbeki princes. 

OLD 1\IAN, right: Doesn't it make a difference , though, what 
kind of trees stand next to the house you are born 
in? Or what kind of neighbors you h ave? Doesn't 
that mak e  a d iffe rence? We want to go back just to 
have you as our neighbors , valley-thieves! Now you 
can all laugh again. 

OLD 1\IAN, left (laughing): Then why don't you listen to 
what your neighbor, Kato Wachtang, our agricultur­
ist, has to say about the valley? 

PEASA1'T WOl\IAN, rig/It: We've not said all we have to 
say about our valley. By no mcans. Not all the 
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houses arc destroyed. As for the dairy farm, at least 
the foundation wall is still standing. 

DELEGATE: You can claim State support-here and there 
-you know that. I have suggestions here in my 
pocket. 

PEASANT WO:\lAI\', right: Comrade Specialist. we haven't 
come here to haggle. I can't take your cap and hand 
you another, and say '"This one's better." The other 
one might be better, but you like yours better. 

GIRL TRACTORIST: A piece of land is not a cap--not in our 
country, Comrade. 

DELEGATE: Don't get mad. It's true we have to consider 
a piece of land as a tool to produce something useful, 
but it's also true that we must recognize love for a 
particular piece of land. As far as I'm concerned, 
I'd like to find out more exactly what you (to those 
on the left) want to do with the valley. 

OTHERS: Yes, let Kato speak. 

KA TO (rising; she's in military uniform) : Comrades, last 
winter, while we were fighting in these hills here as 
Partisans, \\'C di:iCU';scd how. lli1CC the Germans \\'ere 
expelled, we could build up our fruit culture to ten 
times its original size. I've prepared a plan for an 
irrigation project. By means of a coiTerdam on our 
mountain lake , 300 hecta res of unfcrtik land can be 
irrigated. Our Kolkhoz could not only cultivate more 
fruit, but also have vineyards. The pwjeet. how­
ever, would pay only if the disputed valley of K0lkhoz 
"Rosa Luxembt1rg" were also included. Here are the 
calculations. (She hands DELEGATE a briefcase.) 

OLD !\IAN, right: Write into the rcpmt that our Kolkhoz 
plans to start a new stud farm. 
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GIRL TRACTORIST: Comrades, the project was conceived 
during days and nights when we had to take cover 
in the mountains .  We were often without ammuni tion 
for our half-dozen rifles. Even finding a pencil was 
difficult .  (Applause from both sides. ) 

OLD l\IAN, right : Our  thanks to the Comrades of Kolkhoz 
''Galinsk" and all those who've defended our country !  
( They shake hands and embrace. ) 

PEASA:\'T WOlVIAN, left: I n  doing this our thought was 
that our soldiers-both your  men and our men­
should return to a still more productive homeland. 

GIRL TRACTORIST: As the poet Mayakovsky said: 'The 
home of the Soviet people shall also be the home of 
Reason"! 

The delegates excluding the OLD MA:\1 have got up, 
and with the DELEGATE specified proceed to study 

the Agriculturist's drawings. Exclamations such as: 

"Why is the altitude of fall 22 meters?"-"This rock 
will have to be blown up''-''Actually, all they need 
is cement  and dynamite"-"They force the water to 
come down here , that's c lever!" 

A VERY YOU:-.:G WORKER, right (to OLD :\lA:-:, right): They're 
going to i rrigate ali the fields between the hi lls, look 
at that, A leko ! 

OLD :\IAN. right: I'm not going to look. I knew the project 
would be good. I won 't have a pistol pointed at me!  

DELEGATE: But they only wan t  to point a penci l  at  you! 
Laughter .  

OLD MA:-<, right (gets llfJ gloomily, and 1ra/ks over to look 
at the drall'ings): Th\:sc valky-thicvcs know only too 
well that we in th is country arc suckers for machines 
and projects. 
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PEASANT WOMAN, right: Aleko Bereshwili, you have a 
weakness for new projects. That's well known. 

DEL EGATE: What about my report? May I write that you 
will all support the cession of your old valley in the 
interests of this project when you get back to your 
Kolkhoz? 

PEASANT WOMAN, right :  I will. What about you, Aleko? 

OLD MAN, right ( bent over drawings) : I suggest that you 
give us copies of the drawings to take along. 

PEASANT WOMAN, right :  Then we can sit down and eat. 
Once he has the drawings and he's ready to discuss 
them, the matter is settled. I know him. And it will 
be the same with the rest of us. 

Delegates laughingly embrace again. 

OLD MAN, left : Long live the Kolkhoz "Rosa Luxemburg" 
and much luck to your horse-breeding project! 

PEASANT WOMAN, left : In honor of the visit of the dele­
gates from Kolkhoz "Rosa Luxemburg" and of the 
Specialist, the plan is that we all hear a presentation 
of the Singer Arkadi Tscheidse. 

A pplause. GIRL TRACTORIST has gone off to bring the 
SINGER. 

PEASANT WOMAN, right :  Comrades, your entertainment 
had better be good. It's going to cost us a valley. 

PEASANT WOMAN, left : Arkadi Tscheidse knows about our 
discussion. He's promised to perform something that 
has a bearing on the problem. 

KATo: We wired Tiflis three times. The whole thing nearly 
fell through at the last minute because his driver had 
a cold. 
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PEASANT WOMAN, left; Arkadi Tscheidse knows 21,000 
lines of verse. 

OLD MAN, left: He's hard to get. You and the Planning 
Commission should persuade him to come north 
more often, Comrade. 

DELEGATE: We are more interested in economics, I'm 
afraid. 

OLD MAN, left (smiling) : You arrange the redistribution of 
vines and tractors, why not songs? 

Enter the SINGER Arkadi Tscheidse, led by GIRL 

TRACTORIST. He is a well-built man of simple man­
ners, accompanied by FOUR MUSICIANS with their 
instruments. The artists are greeted with applause. 

GIRL TRACTORIST: This is the Comrade Specialist, Arkadi. 

The SINGER greets them all. 

DELEGATE: Honored to make your acquaintance. I heard 
about your songs when I was a boy at school. Will 
it be one of the old legends? 

SINGER: A very old one. It's called "The Chalk Circle" 
and comes from the Chinese. But we'll do it, of 
course, in a changed version. Comrades, it's an honor­
for me to entertain you after a difficult debate. We 
hope you will find that the voice of the old poet also 
sounds well in the shadow of Soviet tractors. It may 
be a mistake to mix different wines, but old and new 
wisdom mix admirably. Now I hope we'll get some­
thing to eat before the performance begins-it would 
certainly help. 

VOICES: Surely. Everyone into the Club House! 

While everyone begins to move, DELEGATE turns to 
GIRL TRACTORIST. 
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DELEGATE: I hope it won't take long. I've got to get back 
tonight. 

GIRL TRACTORIST : How long will it last, Arkadi? The 
Comrade Specialist must get back to Tiflis tonight. 

SINGER (casually) : It's actually two stories. An hour or 
two. 

GIRL TRACTORIST (confidentially): Couldn't you make it 
shorter? 

SINGER : No. 

VOICE :  Arkadi Tscheidse's performance will take place 
here in the square after the meal. 

A nd they all go happily to eat. 



I 

THE NOBLE CHILD 

As the lights go up, the SINGER is seen sitting on the 
floor, a black sheepskin cloak round his shoulders, and a 
little, well-thumbed notebook in his hand. A small group 
of listeners-the chorus-sits with him. The manner of 
his recitation makes it clear that he has told his story over 
and over again. He mechanically fingers the pages, seldom 
looking at them. With appropriate gestures, he gives the 
signal for each scene to begin. 

SINGER : 

In olden times, in a bloody time, 
There ruled in a Caucasian city­
Men called it City of the Danmed­
A Governor. 
His name was Georgi Abashwili. 
He was rich as Croesus 
He had a beautiful wife 
He had a healthy baby. 
No other governor in Grusinia 
Had so m any horses in his stable 
So m any beggars on his doorstep 
So many soldiers in his service 
So many petitioners in his courtyard. 
Georgi Abashwili-how shall I describe him to you? 
He enjoyed his life. 
On the morning of Easter Sunday 
The Governor and h is family went to church. 

At the left a large doorway, at the right an even larger 

27 
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gateway. BEGGARS and PETITIONERS pour from the 
gateway, holding up thin CHILDREN, crutches, and 
petitions. They are followed by IRONSHIRTS, and then, 
expensively dressed, the GOVERNOR's FAMILY. 

BEGGARS AND PETITIONERS: 

-Mercy! 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 misunder­
standing . . . 
-The child is starving in my arms! 
-Our petition is for our son's discharge from the 
army, our last remaining son! 
-Please, Your Grace, the water inspector takes 
bribes . 

One servant collects the petitions. Another distributes 
coins from a purse. Soldiers push the crowd back, 
lashing at them with thick leather whips. 

SOLDIER: Get back! Clear the church door! 

Behind the GOVERNOR. his WIFE, and the ADJUTANT, 
the GOVERNOR's CHILD is brought through the gateway 
in an omate carriage. 

CROWD: 

-The baby! 
-I can't see it, don't shove so hard! 
-God bless the child, Your Grace! 

SINGER (while the crowd is driven back with whips): 

For the first time on that Easter Sunday, the people 
s aw the Governor's heir. 

Two doctors never moved from the noble child, apple 
of the Governor's eye. 
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Even the mighty Prince Kazbeki bows before him at 
the church door. 

The FAT PRINCE steps fonvards and greets the FAMILY. 

FAT PRINCE: Happy Easter, Natella Abashwili! What a 
day! When it was raining last night, I thought to my­
self, gloomy holidays! But this morning the sky was 
gay. I love a gay sky, a simple heart, Natella Abash­
wili. And little Michael is a governor from head to 
foot! Tititi! (He tickles the CHILD.) 

GOVERNOR's WIFE: What do you think, Arsen, at last 
Georgi has decided to start building the east wing. 
All those wretched slums are to be tom down to make 
room for the garden. 

FAT PRINCE: Good news after so much bad! What's the 
latest on the war, Brother Georgi? ( The GOVERNOR 
indicates a lack of interest.) Strategical retreat, I 
hear. Well, minor reverses are to be expected. Some­
times things go well, sometimes not. Such is war. 
Doesn't mean a thing, does it? 

GOVERNOR's WIFE: He's coughing. Georgi, did you hear? 
(She speaks sharply to the DOCTORS, two dignified 
men standing close to the little carriage.) He's 
coughing! 

FIRST DOCTOR ( to the SECOND) : May I remind you, Niko 
Mikadze, that I was against the lukewarm bath? ( To 
the GOVERNOR's WIFE: )  There's been a little error 
over warming the bath water, Your Grace. 

SECOND DOCTOR ( equally polite) : Mika Loladze, I'm 
afraid I can't agree with you. The temperature of the 
bath water was exactly what our great, beloved 
Mishiko Oboladze prescribed. More likely a slight 
draft during the night, Your Grace. 
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GOVERNOR's WIFE: But do pay more attention to him. He 
looks feverish, Georgi . 

FIRST DOCTOR (bending over the CHILD ) : No cause for 
alarm, Your Grace. The bath water will be warmer. 
It won't occur again. 

SECOND DOCTOR ( with a venomous glance at the FIRST ) : I 
won't forget that, my dear Mika Loladze. No cause 
for concern, Your Grace . 

FAT P RIN CE: Well , well, well! I always say: "A pain in my 
liver? Then the doctor gets fifty strokes on the soles of 
his feet." We live in a decadent age. In the old days 
one said: "Off with his head !"  

GOVERNOR'S WIFE: Let's go into church. Very likely it's 
the draft here. 

The procession of FAMILY and S E RVANTS turns into 
the doorway. The FAT P RINCE follows, but tlze GOV­

E RNOR is kept back by the ADJUTANT, a handsome 
young man. Wizen the crowd of PETITION ERS has been 
driven off, a young dust-stained RIDER, his ann in a 
sling, remains behind. 

ADJUTANT (pointing at the RIDE R, who steps forward) : 
Won't you hear the messenger from the capital, Your 
Excellency? He arrived this morning. With confiden­
tial papers. 

GOVERNOR : Not before Service, Shalva. But did you hear 
Brother Kazbeki wish me a happy Easter? Which is 
all very well, but I don't believe it did rain last night. 

ADJUTANT (nodding) : We must investigate. 

GOVE RNOR: Yes, at once. Tomorrow. 
They pass through the doorway. The RIDER, who has 
waited in vain for an audience, turns sharply round 
and, muttering a curse, goes off. Only one of the 
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palace guards-SIMON SHASHAVA-remains at the. 
door. 

SINGER: 

The city is still. 
Pigeons strut in the church square. 
A soldier of the Palace Guard 
Is joking with a kitchen maid 
As she comes up from the river with a bundle. 

A girl-GRVSHA VASHNADZE---comes through the gate­
way with a bundle made of large green leaves under 
her arm. 

SIMON : What, the young lady is not in church? Shirking? 

GRUSHA : I was dressed to go. But they needed another 
goose for the banquet. And they asked me to get it. 
I know about geese. 

SIMON : A goose? (He feigns suspicion . )  I'd like to see 
that goose. ( GRUSHA does not understand. ) One must 
be on one's guard with women. "I only went for a 
fish," they tell you, but it turns out to be something 
else. 

· 

GRUSHA (walking resolutely toward him and showing him 
the goose ) :  There ! If it isn't a fifteen-pound goose 
stuffed full of com, I'll eat the feathers. 

SIMON : A queen of a goose ! The Governor himself will 
eat it. So the young lady has been down to the river 
again? 

GRUSHA : Yes, at the poultry farm. 

SIMON : Really? At the poultry farm, down by the river 
. . . not higher up maybe? Near those willows? 

GRUSHA : I only go to the willows to wash the linen. 
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SI!\ION ( insinuatingly) : Exactly. 

GRUSHA : Exactly what? 

SIM ON (winking) : Exactly that. 

G RUSHA : Why shouldn't I wash the linen by the willows? 

SIMON (with exaggerated laughter ) :  "Why shouldn't I 
wash the linen by the willows!" That's good, really 
good! 

GRUSHA : I don't understand the soldier. What's so good 
about it? 

SIMON (slyly) : "If something I know someone learns, 
she'll grow hot and cold by turns ! "  

GRUSHA : I don't know what I could learn about those 
willows. 

SIMON: Not even if there was a bush opposite? That one 
could see everything from? Everything that goes on 
there when a certain person is-"washing linen"? 

GRUSHA : What does go on? Won't the soldier say what 
he means and have done? 

SIMON: Something goes on. Something can be seen. 

GRUSHA : Could the soldier mean I dip my toes in the water 
when it's hot? There's nothing else. 

SIMON: There's more. Your toes. And more. 

GRUSHA : More what? At most my foot? 

SIMON: Your foot. And a little more. (He laughs heartily. ) 

GRUSHA (angrily ) : Simon Shashava, you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself! To sit in a bush on a hot day 
and wait till a girl comes and dips her legs in the river! 
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And I bet you bring a friend along too! (She runs 
off.) 

SIMON (shouting after her) : I didn't bring any friend along! 

As the SIN G E R  resumes his tale, the soLDIER steps 
into the doonvay as though to listen to the service. 

SINGER : 

The city lies . still 
But why are there armed men? 
The Governor's palace is at peace 
But why is it a fortress? 
And the Governor returned to his palace 
And the fortress was a trap 
And the goose was plucked and roasted 
But the goose was not eaten this time 
And noon was no longer the hour to eat : 
Noon was the hour to die. 

From the doonvay at the left the FAT P RINCE quickly 
appears, stands still, looks around. Before the gateway 
at the right two IRONSHIRTS are squatting and play­
ing dice. The FA T P RINCE sees them, walks slowly 
past, making a sign to them. They rise: one goes 
through the gateway, the other goes off at the right. 
Muffled voices are heard from various directions in 
the rear: "To your posts ! "  The palace is surrounded. 
The FAT P RIN C E  quickly goes off. Church bells in 
the distance. Enter, through the doorway, the Gover­
nor's family and procession, returning from church. 

GOVERNOR'S WIFE (passing the ADJUTA N T ) : It's impossible 
to live in such a slum. But Georgi, of course, will 
only build for his little Michael. Never for me ! 
Michael is all ! All for Michael !  

The procession turns into the gateway. A gain the 
ADJUTAN T  lingers behind. He waits. Emer the 
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wounded RIDE R  from the doorway. Two IRONSIDRTS 

of the Palace Guard have taken up positions by the 
gateway. 

ADJUTANT ( to the RIDER ) : The Governor does not wish 
to receive military news before dinner--especially 
if it's depressing, as I assume.  In the afternoon His 
Excellency will confer with prominent architects. 
They're coming to dinner too. And here they are ! 
(Enter three gentlemen through the doorway.) Go to 
the kitchen and eat, my friend. (As the RIDER goes, 
the ADJUTANT greets the ARCHITE CTS. ) Gentlemen, 
His Excellency expects you at dinner. He will devote 
all his time to you and your great new plans . Come ! 

ONE OF THE ARCHITECTS : We marvel that His Excellency 
intends to build.  There are disquieting rumors that 
the war in Persia has taken a tum for the worse. 

ADJUTANT :  All the more reason to build ! There's nothing 
to those rumors anyway. Persia is a long way off, and 
the garrison here would let itself be hacked to bits 
for its Governor. (Noise from the palace. The shrill 
scream of a woman. Someone is shouting orders. 
Dumbfounded, the ADJUTANT moves toward the gate­
way. A n  IRONSHIRT steps out, points his lance at him.) 
What's this? Put down that lance, you dog. 

ONE OF THE ARCHITECTS : It's the Princes ! Don't you know 
the Princes met last night in the capital? And they're 
against the Grand Duke and his Governors? Gentle­
men, we'd better make ourselves scarce. ( They rush 
off. The ADJ UTANT remains helplessly behind.) 

ADJUTANT (furiously to the Palace Guard) : Down with 
those lance s !  Don't you see the Governor's life is 
threatened? 

The IRONSHIRTS of the Palace Guard refuse to obey. 
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They stare coldly and indifferently a t  the ADJ UTANT 
and follow the next events without interest. 

SINGER : 

0 blindness of the great! 
They go their way like gods, 
Great over bent backs, 
Sure of hired fists, 
Trusting in the power 
Which has lasted so long. 
But long is not forever. 
0 change from age to age! 
Thou hope of the people ! 

Enter the GOVERNOR, through the gateway, between 
two SOLDIERS armed to the teeth. He is in chains. 
His face is gray. 

Up, great sir, deign to walk upright ! 
From your palace the eyes of many foes follow you! 
And now you don't need an architect, a carpenter will 

do. 
You won't be moving into a new palace 
But into a little hole in the ground. 
Look about you once more, blind man! 

The arrested man looks round. 

Does all you had please you? 
Between the Easter Mass and the Easter meal 
You are walking to a place whence no one returns. 

The GOVERNOR is led off. A hom sounds an alarm. 
Noise behind the gateway. 

I When the house of a great one collapses 
_ _  Many l i t tle ones are s la in .  

Those who had no share in the good fortunes of 
the mighty 
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Often have a share in their misfortunes. 
The plunging wagon 
Drags the sweating oxen down with it 
Into the abyss. 

The S E RVANTS come rushing through the gateway in 
panic. 

SERVANTS (among themselves) :  

-The baskets ! 
-Take them all into the third courtyard! Food for 
five days! 
-The mistress has fainted! Someone must carry her 
down. 
-She must get away. 
-What about us? We'll be slaughtered like chickens, 
as always. 
-Goodness, what'll happen? There's bloodshed al­
ready in the city, they say. 
-Nonsense, the Governor has just been asked to 
appear at a Princes' meeting. All very correct. Every­
thing'll be ironed out. I heard this on the best 
authority . . .  

The two DOCTORS rush into the courtyard. 

FIRST DOCTOR ( trying to restrain the other) : Niko Mikadze, 
it is your duty as a doctor to attend Natella Abashwili. 

SECOND DOCTOR : My duty! It's yours ! 

FIRST DOCTOR : Whose tum is it to look after the child 
today, Niko Mikadze, yours or mine? 

S ECOND DOCTOR : Do you really think, Mika Loladze, I'm 
going to stay a minute longer in this accursed house 
on that little brat's account? ( They start fighting. A ll 
one hears is: "You neglect your duty ! "  and "Duty, 
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my foot ! "  Then the SECOND DOCTOR knocks the FIRST 
down. )  Go to hell! (Exit . )  

Enter the soldier, SIMON SHASHAVA. He searches in 
the crowd for GRUSHA. 

SIMON: Grusha! There you are at last ! What are you 
going to do? 

GRUSHA : Nothing. If worst comes to worst, I've a brother 
in the mountains. How about you? 

SIMON: Forget about me. (Formally again : )  Grusha Vash­
nadze, your wish to know my plans fills me with 
satisfaction. I've been ordered to accompany Madam 
Abashwili as her guard. 

GRUSHA : But hasn't the Palace Guard mutinied? 

SIMON (seriously ) : That's a fact. 

GRUSHA : Isn't it dangerous to go with her? 

SIMON: In Ti.flis, they say :  Isn't the stabbing dangerous 
for the knife? 

GRUSHA : You're not a knife, you're a man, Simon Sha­
shava, what has that woman to do with you? 

SIMON: That woman has nothing to do with me. I have 
my orders, and I go. 

GRUSHA : The soldier is pigheaded : he is running into dan­
ger for nothing-nothing at all . I must get into the 
third courtyard, I'm in a hurry. 

SIMON: Since we.'re both in a hurry we shouldn't quarrel . 
You need time for a good quarrel. May I ask if 
the young lady still has parents? 

GRUSHA : No, just a brother. 
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S I M O N : As time is short-my second question is this: Is 
the young lady as healthy as a fish in water? 

GRUSHA : I may have a pain in the right shoulder once in 
a while. Otherwise I'm strong enough for my job. 
No one has complained.  So far. 

SI MON : That's well known. When it's Easter Sunday, and 
the question arises who'll run for the goose all the 
same, she'll be the one. My third question is this : Is 
the young lady impatient? Does she want apples in 
winter? 

GRUSHA : Impatient? No. But if a man goes to war without 
any reason and then no message comes-that's bad. 

SIMON : A message will come. And now my final ques­
tion . . . 

GRUSHA : Simon Shashava, I must get to the third court­
yard at once. My answer is yes. 

SIMON ( very embarrassed) :  Haste, they say, is the wind 
that blows down the scaffolding. But they also say : 
The rich don't know what haste is .  I 'm from . . . 

GRUSHA : Kutsk . , . 

SIMON : The young lady has been inquiring about me? I'm 
healthy, I have no dependents, I make ten piasters a 
month, as paymaster twenty piasters, and I'm asking 
-very sincerely-for your hand. 

G RUSHA : Simon Shashava, it suits me well. 

SIMON ( taking from his neck a thin chain with a little 
cross mz it ) : My mother gave me this cross, Grusha 
Vashnadze. The chain is s ilver. Please wear it. 

GRUSHA : Many thanks, Simon. 
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SIMON (hangs i t  round h e r  neck ) : It would b e  better t o  
g o  to the third courtyard now .  O r  the re 'll  be difficul­
ties. Anyway, I must harness the horses . The young 
lady will  understand? 

GRUSHA : Yes, S imon .  

They stand undecided. 

SIMON :  I 'll just take the mistress  to the troops that h ave 
stayed Joyal . When the war's over , I ' ll be back . I n  
two weeks . O r  three . I hope my intended won't get 
tired, awaiting my return. 

GRUSHA : 

Simon Shashava, I shall wait for you ,  
Go calmly into battle , sold ier 
The bloody battl e ,  the bitter battle 
From which not everyone returns : 
When you re turn I shall be there .  
I shall be waiting for you under the green elm 
I shall be waiting for you under the bare elm 
I shal l wait until the last soldier has returned 
And longer 
When you come back from the battle 
No boots wil l  stand at my door 
The pillow beside mine will be empty 
And my mouth will be unkissed. 
\Vhen you return, when you return 
You will be able to say :  It is just as it was. 

SIMON : I thank you,  G rusha Vash nadze . And good-bye ! 

He bows low before her. She does the same before 
him .  Then she mns quick ly off withollt  looking round. 
Enter the ADJ UTA N T  from the gateway. 

ADJ UTANT ( lzarslzly ) : H a rness the horses to the ca rriage ! 
Don't stand the re doing nothing , scu m !  
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S i l\ION SHASHAVA stands to attention and goes off. 
Two S E RVA NTS crowd from the gateway, bent low 
under huge trunks. Behind them, supported by her 
women, stumbles NAT E L L A  ABASHWI L I .  She is fol­
lowed by a WOMAN carrying the CHI LD. 

GOVERNOR's W I F E : I hardly know if my head's still on. 
Where's Michael? Don't hold him so clumsily. Pile 
the trunks onto the carriage. No news from the city, 
Shalva? 

ADJUTAN T : None. All's quiet so far, but there's not a 
minute to lose . No room for all those trunks in the 
carriage. Pick out what you need. (Exit quickly. ) 

GOVERNOR's WIFE : Only essentials !  Quick, open the trunks ! 
I'll tell you what I need. ( The trunks are lowered 
and opened . She points at some brocade dresses. ) The 
green one ! And, of course, the one with the fur trim­
ming. Where are Niko Mikadze and Mika Loladze? 
I've suddenly got the most terrible migraine again . 
It always starts in the temples. (Enter GRUSHA. ) 
Taking your time, eh? Go and get the hot water 
bottles this minute ! ( GRUSHA runs off, returns later 
with hot water bottles; the GOVERNOR's WI F E  orders 
her about by signs. ) Don't tear the sleeves.  

A YOUNG WOMAN : Pardon, madam, no harm has come to 
the dress. 

GOVERNOR's WIFE : Because I stopped you .  I've been watch­
ing you for a long time. Nothing in your head but 
making eyes at Shalva Tzereteli . I 'll kill you, you 
bitch ! (She beats tlze YOUNG WOMAN . ) 

ADJUTANT (appearing in the gateway ) :  Please make haste, 
Natella Abashwili . Firing has broken out in the city. 
(Exit . ) 
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GOVERNOR'S WIFE ( letting go of the YOUNG WOMAN ) : Oh 
dear, do you think they'll Jay hands on us? Why 
should they? Why? (She herself begins to rummage 
in the trunks. ) How's Michael? Asleep? 

WOMAN WITH THE CHI L D : Yes, madam. 

GOVE RNOR's WIFE : Then put him down a moment and get 
my little saffron-colored boots from the bedroom. 
I need them for the green dress.  ( The WOMAN puts 
down the CHILD and goes off. ) Just look how these 
things have been packed!  No love ! No understanding! 
If you don't give them every order yourself . . .  At 
such moments you realize what kind of servants you 
have ! They gorge themselves at your expense, and 
never a word of gratitude ! I 'll remember this. 

ADJUTANT (entering, very excited) : Natella, you must 
leave at once ! 

GOVERNOR's WIFE : Why? I've got to take this silver dress­
it cost a thousand piasters. And that one there, and 
where's the wine-colored one? 

ADJUTANT ( trying to pull her away ) : Riots have broken 
out !  We must leave at once. Where's the baby? 

GOVERNOR'S WIFE ( calling to the YOU N G  WOMAN who ·was 
holding the baby ) : M aro, get the baby ready! Where 
on earth are you? 

ADJUTANT ( leaving ) :  We'll probably have to leave the 
carriage behind and go ahead on horseback. 

The GOVERNOR's WIFE rummages again among her 
dresses, throws some onto the heap of chosen clothes, 
then takes them off again . Noises, drums are heard. 
The YO UNG WOMAN who was beaten creeps away. The 
sky begins to grow red. 
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GOVERNOR
'
s WIF E ( rummaging desperately ) :  I simply can­

not find the wine-colored dress. Take the whole pile 
to the carriage. Where's Asja? And why hasn't Maro 
come back? Have you all gone crazy? 

ADJUTANT (returning) :  Quick ! Quick ! 

GOVER:-oOR
'
s W I F E  ( to the FIRST WOMAN ) : Run ! Just throw 

them into the carriage ! 

ADJUTANT : We're not taking the carriage. And if you 
don't come now, I'll ride off on my 0\vn. 

GOVE RNOR 'S WIF E (as the FIRST WOMAN can' t  carry every­
thing ) : Where's that bitch Asja? ( The ADJUTANT 

pulls her away . ) Maro, bring the baby! ( To the 
F IRST WOMA:-< : ) Go and look for Masha. No, first 
take the dresses to the carriage . Such nonsense ! I 
wouldn't dream of going on horseback ! 

Turning round, she sees the red sky, and starts back 
rigid. The fire b urns. Size is pulled out by the AD­
JUTAN T .  Shaking, the F IRST WOMAN follows with the 
dresses. 

MARO (from the doorway with the boots ) : Madam! ( She 
sees the trunks and dresses and runs toward the CHILD, 

, picks it up, and holds it a moment. ) They left it 
../ behind, the beasts. ( She hands it to G RUSHA. ) Hold 

it a moment. (She runs off, following the GOVERNOR
's 

WIF E . ) 

Enter SE RVANTS from the gateway. 

cooK : Well, so they've actually gone . Without the food 
wagons, and not a minute too early. It's time for us 
to clear out. 

GROOM : This'll be an unhealthy neighborhood for quite 
a while . ( To one of the WOMEN : ) Suliko, take a few 
blankets and wait for me in the foal stables. 
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GRUSHA : What have they done with the Governor? 

GROOM (gesturing throat cutting) : Ffffft. 
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A FAT WOMAN (seeing the gesture and becoming hysteri­
cal) : Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear, oh dear! Our master 
Georgi Abashwili! A picture of health he was, at the 
morning Mass-and now! Oh, take me away, we're 
all lost, we must die in sin like our master, Georgi 
Abashwili! 

OTHER WOMAN (soothing her) : Calm down, Nina! You'll 
be taken to safety. You've never hurt a fly. 

FAT WOMAN (being led out) : Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear! 
Quick ! Let's all get out before they come, before they 
come ! 

A YOUNG WOMAN : Nina takes it more to heart than the 
mistress, that's a fact. They even have to have their 
weeping done for them. 

COOK : We'd better get out, all of us. 

ANOTHER WOMAN (glancing back) : That must be the East 
Gate burning. 

YOUNG WOMAN (seeing the CHILD in GRUSHA's arms) . 
The baby! What are you doing with it? 

GRUSHA : It got left behind. 

YOUNG WOMAN : She simply left it there.  Michael, who was 
kept out of all the drafts ! 

The SERVANTS gather round the CHILD. 

GRUSHA : He's waking up. 

GROOM : Better put him down , I tell you. I'd rather not 
think what'd happen to anybody who was found with 
that baby. 
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cooK : That's right. Once they get started , they'll kill each 
other off, whole families at a t ime. Let's go. 

Exeunt all but GRUSHA, with the CHILD on her arm, 
and TWO WO}.l E :-1" .  

TWO WD:\I EN : Didn't you hear? Better put him down. 

GRUSHA : The nurse asked me to hold him a moment. 

OLDER WOMAN : She's not coming back, you simpleton. 

YOUNGER WOMAN : Keep your hands off it. 

OLDER WOMAN (amiably ) : Gmsha, you're a good soul , 
but you're not very bright, and you know it . I tell 
you, if he had the plague he couldn't be more 
dangerous.  

GRUSHA (stubbornly ) : He hasn't got the plague . He looks 
at me! He's human ! 

OLDER WOMA N : Don't look at him.  You're a fool-the 
kind that always gets put upon . A person need only 
say, "Run for the salad, you have the longest legs ,"  
and you run. My husband has an ox cart-you can 
come with us if you hurry ! Lord, by now the whole 
neighborhood must be in flames . 

Both women leave, sighing. A fter some hesitation, 
GRUSHA puts the sleeping CHILD down, looks at it for 
a moment, then takes a brocade blanket from the 
heap of clothes and covers it. Then both women 
return , dragging bundles . GRUSHA starts guiltily away 
from the CHILD and walks a few steps to one side. 

YOUNG E R  WOMAN : Haven't you packed anything yet? 
There isn't much time, you know. The Ironshirts will 
be here from the barracks. 

GRUSHA: Coming! 

She runs througlz the doorway. Both women go to the 
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gateway and ll'ait. The sound of horses is heard. They 
flee,  screaming. Enter the F A T  P R I :\" C E  with drun ken 
I RO:\" S H I R TS .  One of them carries the Governor's head 
on a lance . 

FAT P RI:\" C E : He re ! In the middle ! ( One soldier clim bs 
onto the other's back, takes the head, holds it ten ta­
tively over the door. ) That 's not the m i d d l e .  Farther 
to the righ t.  That's i t .  \\'hat I do.  my friends ,  I do 
wel l .  ( While 1 1 ·ith hammer and nail, the soldier fastens 
the head to the 1 \ "a/1 by its hair: ) Th is m orn ing at  the 
church door I said to Georgi Abashwi l i : . .  I love a 
gay sky. " Actu ally,  I prefer the l i ghtning that comes 
out of a gay sky. Yes,  indeed.  It's a pity they took: 
the brat a long, though, I n eed h i m ,  urgently.  

Exit wit!t I R O :" S H I R T S  through the gare1my . Tramf'ling 
of horses again . Enter GRL' S HA through the doorway 

looking cautiously about her. Clear!:: she has 1 1 ·aited 
for the I RO :" S H IRTS to go. Carrying a bundle, she 
walks tmmrd the gateway. A t  the last m omellt,  she 
turns to see if the C H I L D  is still there. C atchiw .; sight 
of the head over the doorll 'ay, she screoms . Horrified, 
she picks up her bundle again , and is obollt  ro lem·e 
when the S l 1' G E R  starts r o  speak. She stands rooted 
to the spot.  

S l !'\'GER : 

As she was s t: :m d i n g  betwe e n  courtvard and gate.  
She heard or she thought she heard 

·
a low voiZe cal l ing .  

The chi ld  ca l led to he; . 
-

Not w h i n i r.g. but cal l i ng qu ite sensibly,  
Or so i t  see med to her.  
"\\'oman . "  it sa id ,  . .  he lp me ."  
And i t went o n ,  n o t  w h i n i ng.  b u t  s ay ing qui te sens ibly : 
" K now, woman,  he who hears not a c ry for help 
B u t  pa sses by wi th  troubled cars w i l l nc\"('1' hear 
The gentle ca l l  of a love r  n o r  the blackbird at d a\\"Il 
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Nor the h:1ppy sigh of the tired grape-picker as the 
Angelus rings. · •  

She walks a jew steps toward the CHILD and bends 
over it. 

Hearing this she went back for one more look at the 
child : 

Only to sit \\ith him for a moment or two, 
Only till someone should come, 
His mother, or anyone . 

Leaning on a trunk, she sirs facing the CHILD. 

Only till she would ha,·e to leave, for the danger was 
too great. 

The city was full of flame and crying. 

The light grows dimmer, as though evening and night 
were com ing on. 

Fearful is the seductive power of goodness !  

GRL"SHA now settles down to watch over the CHILD 
through the night. Once, she lights a small lamp to 
look at it. Once, she tllcks it in with a coat. From 
time to time she listens and looks to see whether 
someone is coming. 

And she sat with the child a Ion!! time, 
Till evening came, till night came; till da,vn came. 
She sat too long, too long she saw 
The soft breathin!!. the small clenched fists, 
Till toward morn.iiig the seduction was complete 
And she rose,  and bent down and, sighing, took the 

child 
And carried it away. 

She does what the SI�GER says as he describes it. 

As if it was stolen goods she picked it up. 
As if she was a thief she crept away. 
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TH E FLIGHT INTO 

THE NORTHERN 1\iOUNTAINS 

SINGER : 

When Grusha Vashnadze left the city 
On the Grusinian highway 
On the way to the Northern Mountains 
She sang a song, she bought some milk. 

CHORUS : 

How will this human child escape 
The bl oodhounds ,  the trap-setters? 
Into the deserted mountains she journeyed 
Along the Grusin ian highway she journeyed 
She sang a song, she bought some milk. 

GRUSHA VASHNADZE walks on . On her back she carries 
the CHILD in a sack, in one hand is a large stick, in 
the other a bundle. She sings. 

THE SONG OF THE FOUR GENERALS 

Four generals 
Set out for Iran. 
With the first one, war did not agree. 
The second never won a victory. 
For the third the weather never was right. 
For the fourth the men would never fight. 
Four generals 
And not a single man! 

47 
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Sosso Robakidse 
Went marching to Iran 
With him the war did so agree 
He soon had won a victory. 
For him the weather was always right. 
For him the men would always fight. 
Sosso Robakidse, 
He is our man! 

A peasant's cottage appears. 

GRUSHA ( to the CHILD) : Noontime is meal time. Now 
we'll sit hopefully in the grass, while the good Grusha 
goes and buys a little pitcher of milk. (She lays the 
CHILD down and knocks at the cottage door. An OLD 
MAN opens it. ) Grandfather, could I have a little 
pitcher of milk? And a com cake, maybe? 

OLD MAN : Milk? We have no milk. The soldiers from the 
city have our goats. Go to the soldiers if you want 
milk. 

GRUSHA :  But grandfather, you must have a little pitcher 
of milk for a baby? 

OLD MAN : And for a God-bless-you, eh? 

GRUSHA : Who said anything about a God-bless-you? (She 
shows her purse. ) We'll pay like princes. "Head in 
the clouds, backside in the water." ( The peasant goes . 
off, grumbling, for milk . )  How much for the milk? 

OLD MAN: Three piasters. Milk has gone up. 

GRUSHA : Three piasters for this little drop? ( Witlwut a 
word the OLD MAN shuts the door in her face. ) 
Michael, did you hear that? Three piasters !  We can't 
afford it! (She goes back, sits down again, and gives 
the CHILD her breast. ) Suck. Think of the three 
piasters. There's nothing there, but you think you're 
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drink ing, and that ' s someth i ng . ( Shaking her head, 
she sees that the C H I L D  isn't sucking any more. She gets 
up, walks back to the door, and knocks again . )  Open, 
grandfather, we'll  pay. (Softly . ) M ay lightn ing strike 
you !  ( J'Vhen the OLD l\IAN appears : )  I th ought it would 
be half a p iaster . B u t  the baby m ust be fed. How 
abou t one piaster for that l i ttle drop? 

OLD l\IAN : Two. 

GRUSHA : Don't shut the door again . ( She fishes a long 
time in her bag. ) He re are two piasters .  The milk 
better be good . I stil l  have two days ' journey ahead 
of me.  It 's  a murderous business you have here-and 
sinful, too!  

O L D  l\lAN : Kill  the soldiers if you want milk.  

GRUSHA ( giving the C H I L D  some milk ) : This  is  an expen­
sive j oke . Take a sip, 1'>'1ichacl,  i t's a week's pay. 
A round h e re they th ink we earned ou r  money j ust 
sitting on our behinds. Oh, Michael ,  Michael , you're 
a nice l ittle load for a girl to take o n !  ( Uneasy, she 
gets up, puts the CH I L D  on her back, 'and walks on. 
The O L D  l\IA:-:, gmmbling, picks up the pitcher and 
looks after her unmoved. ) 

SINGE R :  

A s  Grusha Vashnadze went northward 
The Princes '  lronshirts went afte r her.  

CHORUS : 

How will the barefoot girl e scape the lronshirts, 
The bloodhounds,  the trap-sette rs? 
They hunt even by n ight . 
Pursuers never ti re . 
Butchers sleep l i t tle . 

Two J RO N S H I RTS are trudging along the highll 'ay . 
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CORPOR,\ L :  You ' l l  n e ve r a m o u n t  to a nythi ng, blockhead , 
you r h e a rt ' s  not  i n  i t .  Your se n ior  ofllcer sees th i s i n  
l i t t l e  t h i ngs .  ·y e s t e rd a y .  w h e n  I m ade t h e  f a t  gal , 
yes,  you grabbed her  h usband as I commanded,  and 
you d i d  kick h i m  i n  the bel l y.  at my req uest , but  
d id  you enjoy i t ,  l ike  a loyal  Pr ivate, or were you 
just  doing y o u r  d u ty? I ' ve k..:pt an e ye on you block­
head . you·r..: a hol low reed and a t i n k l i n g cymba l ,  you 
won't get pro m o t e d .  ( They \\ 'cdk a while in silence. )  

Don 't t h i n k  I ' ve forgotten how i n s u bo rdinate you are, 
e i the r . Stop l i m p i n g !  I forb id you to l i m p ! You l i m p  
because I s o l d  the horses. and I so ld t h e  horses be­
cause I 'd never have go t that p r i ce agai n .  You l i m p  
t o  s h o w  me y o u  don't  l i ke m arching.  I know you. 
It won't h el p . You wait . S ing ! 

TWO IRONSH I RTS (singing ) :  

Sadly to war I went m y  way 
Lea v i n g my loved one at her door. 
My friends wil l  kee p h e r  honor safe 
Ti l l from the war I 'm back once more. 

CORPORA L : Louder!  

1\\ 0 I RONSH IRTS ( singing ) :  

When 'neath a headstone I sh a l l be 
My l ove a l i t t l e e a rt h  w i l l  bri n g : 
"Here rest  the fee t  that oft would run to me 
A n d  here the a rms t h a t  oft  to me would cl in g . "  
They begin to l l 'alk again in  silence . 

CO R PO RA L :  A good so ld ie r h a s  h i s  heart and soul  in i t .  
\Vhen he rece i ves  a n  o rder ,  he ge ts a hard-o n ,  and 
when he d rives h i s  l a nce i n to t h e  e n c m ) "s guts ,  he 
come s .  ( lie shouts fur joy. ) He le ts h i m se l f  be torn 
to b i t s  for h i s  s u pe rior ofliccr ,  a n d  as he l i es dying 
he takes note that h i s  corporal is n odd i ng approval,  
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and that is reward enough , it's his dearest wish . You 
won't get any nod of approval, but you'll croak all 
right. Christ, how'm I to get my hands on the Gover­
nor 's bastard with the help of a fool like you! ( They 
stay on stage behind. ) 

SINGER : 
When Grusha Vashnadze came to the River Sirra 
Flight grew too much for her, the helpless child too 

heavy . 
In the cornfields the rosy dawn 
Is cold to the s leepless one, only cold. 
The gay clatter of the milk cans in the farmyard where 

the smoke rises 
Is only a threat to the fugitive . 
She who carries the child feels its weight and little 

more .  

GRUSHA Stops in  front of a farm. A fat PEASANT 
WOMAN is carrying a milk can through the door. 
GRUSHA waits until she has gone in, then approaches 
the house cautiously. 

GRUSHA ( to the CHILD ) : Now you've wet yourself again, 
and you know I 've no linen .  Michael, this is  where 
we part company. It's far enough from the city. They 
wouldn't want you so much that they 'd follow you 
all this way, little good-for-nothing. The peasant 
woman is kind, and can't you j ust smell the milk? 
(She bends down to lay the CHILD on the threshold. ) 
So farewell ,  Michael, I ' ll forget how you kicked me 
in the back all night to make me walk faster. And 
you can forget the meager fare-it was meant well. 
I'd like to have kept you-your nose is  so tiny­
but it can't be . I 'd have shown you your first rabbit, 
I'd have trained you to keep dry, but now I must turn 
around. My sweetheart the so ld ier migh t be back 
soon, and suppose he didn't find me? You can't ask 
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that, can you? (She creeps up to the door and lays 
the C H I LD on the threshold. Then, hiding behind a 
tree, size waits until the P EASANT WOMAN opens the 
door and sees the bundle. ) 

PEASANT WO MAN : Good heavens, what's this? Husband! 

PEASAN T :  What is it? Let me finish my soup. 

PEASANT WOMAN ( to the CHILD ) : Where's your mother 
then? Haven't you got one? It's a boy. Fine linen.  He's 
from a good family, you can see that. And they just 
leave him on our doorstep.  Oh, these are times ! 

P E ASANT : If they think we're going to feed it, they're wrong. 
You can take it to the priest in the village. That's the 
best we can do. 

PEASANT WOMA N : What'll the priest do with him? He needs 
a mother. There ,  he's waking up. Don't you think we 
could keep him,  though? 

P EASANT (shouting ) :  No! 

P EASANT WO MAN : I could lay him in the comer by the arm­
chair. All I need is a crib . I can take him into the 
fie lds with me. See him laughing? Husband, we have 
a roof over our heads.  We can do it. Not another word 
out of you ! 

She carries the CHI LD into the house. The P EASANT 
follows protesting. GRUSHA steps ow from belzind the 
tree, laughs, arul hurries off in the opposite direction. 

SING E R : 

Why so cheerful, making for borne? 

CHORUS : 

Because the child has won new parents with a laugh, 
Because I'm rid of the little one, I'm cheerful. 
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S I NG E R : 

A nd why so sad? 

CHO R U S : 

Because I'm s ingle and fre e ,  I 'm sad 
Like someone who's been robbed 
Someone who's newly poor . 
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She walks for a short while, then meets the two IRON­

S H I RTS who point their lances at her. 

CORPORA L : Lady, you a re running straight into the arms 
of the A rmed Force s .  Where are you coming from? 
And when? A re you having i l l ic it  relations wi th the 
enemy? Where is he hiding? What movements i s  he 
m aking i n  your rear? How about the h i l ls? How about 
the val leys? How are your stock ings held in position? 
( G R U S H A  stands there frightened. ) Don't be scared , 
we always withdraw, if necessary . . .  wh at , block­
head? I a lways withdraw. In that respect at least, 
I can be rel ied on. Why are you staring l ike that at 
my l ance? In the field no sold ier drops his lance, that ' s 
a rul e .  Learn it by heart, blockhead. Now, lady, where 
are you he aded? 

G R USHA : To meet my intended , one Sim on Sh ashava, of the 
Pal ace Guard in N u k a .  

C O R P O RA L : Si mon Shashava? Sure , I know him. H e  gave 
me the key so I could look you up once in a while . 
Block head , we are gett ing to be u n popul ar .  We must 
m a k e  her rea l ize we have honorable intentions.  Lady, 
be hind appare n t  frivolity I con ce a l a se rious nat u re ,  
so let  m e  te l l  you o fli c ia l l y : 1 want a ch il d  from you .  
( G R U S H A  l i t ters a lit t le scream . )  B lockhe ad , she u nder­
stands me . Uh-huh ,  i s n ' t  i t a sweet shock? "Then f irst  
J m ust take the nood les  out of the OYe n ,  Ofl iccr .  Then 
fi rs t  I m ust  ch ange m y  torn s h i rt ,  Colone l . "  B u t  away 
w i t h  jokes, away w i t h  my l a n ce !  We arc l ooking for a 
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baby . A baby from a good family. Have you heard of 
such a baby, from the city, dressed in fine l inen ,  and 
suddenly turning up here? 

GRUSI I A : No, I haven't  heard a thing. (Suddenly size turns 
round and runs back, panic-stricken . The I RONSH I RTS 
glance at eaclz other, then follow her, cursing. ) 

S I N G E R : 

Run, kind girl ! The ki l lers are com ing! 
Help the helpless babe, helpless girl !  
And so she runs !  

CHO Rl'S : 

I n  the bloodiest t imes 
Thcr.:: a r c  kind people .  

A s  G R L' S H A  rushes in to the cottage, the P EA S A � T  

w o � I A �  is bending 0 \'Cf the CHILD's crib. 

G R C S H A : Hide h im.  Quick ! The l ronshi rts are coming!  I 
laid him on your doorstep. But  he isn ' t  m i n e .  He's 
from a good family. 

P E ASA :--1 T \\"Ol\ I A N : Who's coming? \\'hat I ronshirts? 

G R L'SHA : Don ' t  ask questions.  The l ronshirts that arc look­
ing for it. 

P E ASANT wm. I A N : They've no business in  my house . But 
I m ust have a l i t tle talk with you, i t  seems .  

GRUSHA : Take off the fine l inen . I t'll give us a\vay.  

P EA S A N T  WO :\I A N : Linen, my foot ! In th i s  house I make 
the decisions ! " You can't  vomit in  my room ! ' ' Why did 
you abandon it? It's a s in .  

G RUSHA ( looking out of  the lvindow ) : Look, they're com­
ing out from behind those tree s !  I shouldn't have run 
away, it made them angry. Oh. what shal l ! do? 

P EA S A N T  WOMA:-< ( looking out of the window and sudden ly 
starting with fear ) : G racious ! J ronshirts ! 
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G R L' SH A : They 're after the baby. 

P EA S A N T  WO:\ IA S : Suppose they come in ! 

I 

G R C S H A : You mustn't give him to them. Say he's yours . 

P EA S A N T  WO.:'IfAN : Ye s . 
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G RU S HA : They' ll r u n  him through i f  you hand h i m  over. 

P EASANT WO MAN : But suppose they ask for it? The silver 
for the. harvest is in the house. 

GRCSHA : If you let them have him, they ' l l run him through , 
right here in th is  room ! You've got to say he's  yours ! 

P EASA;-o;T WOMAN : Yes . But what if th ey don't believe me? 

G R V SHA : You must be firm . 

P E A S A ::-.- T  WO:VI A ::-.- : They 'll burn the roof over our heads. 

G R U S HA : That's why you m ust say he's yours. His name's 
Michael. But I shou ldn ' t h ave told you .  ( The P E A S A N T  

wm r A ::-.- nods. ) Don ' t  nod like that.  And don't tremble 
-they'll notice.  

P E ASA:-.'T WOM AN : Yes . 

G R U SHA : And stop saying ye s, I can't  stan d i t .  (She shakes 
the W O :\ I AN . ) Don 't you have any children? 

P EA S A :-J T  WOl\fA S (muttering ) : He's  i n  the war. 

G R lJ S I IA : Then m aybe he's a n  I ro n s h i rt? Do you w a n t  him 
to run c h i l d ren  t h ro u !!h w i t h  a l an ce? Y o u ' d  bawl h i m 
o u t .  ' '?\o foo l i n g  with l a n c..:s  in my h o u se ! ' '  you'd 
sh o ut , ' ' i s  that  \\ h a t I 've re ared yo u for? Wash yo u r 
neck before you speak to your mothe r ! "  

PEASAI'\'T WO:\I A X : Th at 's  true,  he  co u l dn ' t g e t  away w i t h  
anything aro u nd he n.: !  

G R lJ S H A : S o  yo u ' ll say he's yo u rs? 
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P E ASANT \\'01\IAN : Y C S .  

G JW S H A : Look ! They're com i ng !  

There is a knocking at the door. The women don 't  
amwer. Enter I RONS H I RTS.  The P E ASA N T  W O l\ I A N  

bows low. 

CORPORA L :  Well ,  here she is. What did I tel l  you? What a 
nose I have ! I smelt he r . Lady, I have a q uest ion fo r 
you.  Why did you run away? What did you th i n k I 
would do to you? rn bet i t  was something unchaste . 
Confess! 

GRUSHA ( while the P E AS A N T  WO MAN bows again and 
again . ) :  I 'd left some m i l k  on the stove,  and I s ud­
den ly re membe red i t .  

C O R P O RA L : O r  m aybe you imagined I looked at you 
unch astely? Like  there coul d be som e th i ng between 
us? A carnal glance , know what I mean? 

G R US H  A :  I didn't see it. 

C O R P O R A L :  But i t 's poss ible,  huh? You admit that m u ch . 
After  al l ,  I m igh t be a pig. I ' l l  be frank w i th you : I 
could thi n k  of all sorts of things if we were alone . ( To 
the P E ASA N T  \V O l\ !  AN : )  Shouldn't  you be busy i n  the 
yard? Feed i ng the hens? 

P EASANT WO M A N  (falling suddenly to her knees) : Sold ie r, 
I d id n ' t know a th i ng about i t .  Please don't burn the 
roof ove r o u r  heads. 

COR PORA L :  W hat a rc you tal k i ng about? 

P EASA N T  W O M A N :  I had n o th i ng to do with i t .  She left i t  
on m y  doo rstep , I swea r i t !  

C O R P O R A L (suddenly seeing the C H I LD and whistling ) :  Ah, 
so the re 's  a l it t le  some th i ng in the cri b !  Blockhead.  I 
sme ll  a thousand pi aste rs . Take the old gi rl outside 



The Caucasian Chalk Circle I 5 7  

and hold on t o  her. It looks l i k e  I have a l i ttle cross­
exam i n i ng to do. (The P E A S A � T \\' 0 :"\1 A �  lets herself 
be led out by the P R I VA T E ,  without a word.)  So, you've 
got the child I wanted from you!  (He walks toward 
the crib .) 

G R U S H A : Officer, he's mine. He 's not the one you're after. 

CORPORA L :  I'll  j ust take a look. ( He bends over the crib . ) 

G R IJ S H A  looks round in despuir. 

GRUSHA : He's  n1ine ! He's mine ! 

CORPORA L : Fine l ine n !  

G R U S H A  dashes at him t o  pull him away. H e  throli"S her 
off and again bends over the crib.  A gain looking round 
in despair, she sees a log of wood, seizes it, and hits the 
COR P O R A L  01·er the head from behind. The C O R P O R A L  

collapses. She quickly picks up the C H I L D  and rushes 
o/]. 

S I NG E R : 

And in her flight from the Ironshirts 
After twenty-two days of journeying 
At the foot of the J an ga-Tau G l acier 
G rusha Yashnadze decided to adopt the child. 

CHORUS ; 

The helpless gi rl adopted the helpless chi ld .  

G R IJ S I I A  squats over a ha/f-fro::.en stream to get the 
C H I L D  water in the hollo w  of her hand. 

G R li S I IA : 

Since no one else w i l l  take you,  son, 
I m ust take yo u .  
S ince no one e l se wil l  take you, son, 
You must take me. 
0 black d ay in  a lean,  lean year, 
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The t r ip  w a s  long ,  the  m i l k was dear,  
My legs a rc t i red ,  my feet  arc s o re : 
B u t  I wou ldn' t  be wi thout  you any more .  
1 ' 1 1  th row y o u r  s i lken sh irt away 
And wrap you i n  rags and tatters . 
1 ' 1 1  wash you,  son,  a nd ch risten you i n  gl acier water. 
We'll se c it th rough together .  

She hm taken of} the child's fine linen and wrapped it 
in a ra:;. 

S ING E R ;  
When G rusha Vash nadzc 
P u rs ued by the I ronsh i rts 
Came tv the bridge on the glacier 
Leading to the vi l lages o f  the Easte rn Slope 
She sang the Song of the Rotten Dridgc 
And risked two l ives .  

A wind has risen .  The bridge on the glacier is visible 
i11 the dark. One rope is broken mul half the bridge 
is hanging down the abyss. I\ I E RC I I A NTS, two men and 
a woman, stand undecided before the bridge as 
G R U S HA and the C H I LD arrive.  One man is trying to 
cut eft the hanging rope with a stick . 

F I RST M A N : Take your t i me , you ng woman. You won't 
ge t across he re anyway. 

GRUSHA : Dut l have to get the baby to the cast side. To 
my brother's p l ace.  

M E RCHA N T  WOM A N : H ave to? How d'you mean, "have to''? 
I have to get there, too-because I h ave to buy carpets 
in Atu m-ca rpets  a wom an h a d  to sell because he r 
h u sband had to d i e .  11 u t  can I do wh a t 1 h :lVc to? Can 
she? Andrei ' s  been l ish i ng fo r that rope fo r hours.  
A n d  I as k yo u , how a rc we goi ng to fasten it,  even if 
he gets i t  up? 

FIRST MAN (listening) : Hush, I th i n k  1 he:-tr something. 
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GRUSHA : The bridge isn't quite rotted through. I think I'll 
try it. 

MERCHANT WOMAN : [ wouldn't-if the devil himself were 
after me. It's suicide. 

FIRST MAN (shouting) : Hi! 

GRUSHA : Don't shout! ( To the MERCHANT WOMAN : ) Tell 
him not to shout. 

FIRST MAN : But there's someone down there calling. Maybe 
they've lost their way. 

MERCHANT WOMAN : Why shouldn't he shout? Is there 
something funny about you? Are they after you? 

GRUSHA : All right, I'll tell. The lronshirts are after me. I 
knocked one down. 

SECOND MAN : Hide our merchandise! 

The WOMAN hides a sack behind a rock. 

FIRST MAN : Why didn't you say so right away? ( To the 
others : )  If they catch her they'll make mincemeat out 
of her! 

GRUSHA : Get out of my way. I've got to cross that bridge. 

SECOND MAN : You can't. The precipice is two thousand 
feet deep. 

FIRST MAN : Even with the rope it'd be no use. We could 
hold it up with our hands. But then we'd have to do 
the same for the lronshirts. 

GRUSHA : Go away. 

There are calls from the distance : "Hi, up there !"  

MERCHANT WOMAN : They're getting near. But you can't 
take the child on that bridge . It's sure to break. And 
look !  

GRUSHA looks down in to t h e  abyss. The IRONSHIRTS are 
heard calling again from below. 
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s E co:-: o !\ IA N : Two thousand feet !  

G R USHA : B u t  thos\! m e n  a rc worse . 

FI RST 1\ !Al': : You can't  do i t .  TI1 ink of the baby. R isk your 
l ife but not a child's . 

sEco:-.: o MAN : With the chi ld she's that much heavier !  

1\lERCIL\:-IT WOI\IAN : Maybe she 's really got t o  get across . 
G ive me the baby. I ' l l  hide i t .  Cross the b ridge alone ! 

GRUSHA : I won 't . .We belong together. ( To the C H I LD : ) 
' ·Live together,  die together ."  (She sings. ) 

THE SONG OF THE ROTTEN BRIDGE 

Deep is  the abyss ,  son, 
I see the weak bridge sway 
But it's not for us, son, 
To choose the way. 

The way I know 
Is the one you must tread, 
And all you will eat 
Is  my bit of b read.  

Of eve ry four pieces 
You shall have t hree . 
Would that I knew 
How big they will be ! 

Get out of my way, I ' l l  try it w ithout the rope. 

ME RCHANT WD:I IAN : You are tempting God!  

There are shouts from below. 

GRUSHA : Please , throw that st ick away, or they 'll get the 
rope and follow me . ( Pressing the CHILD to her, she 
steps onto the Sli "Clying bridge. The M E RCHANT \\'0:\ IAN 
screams whe11 it looks as tlwugh the bridge is about 
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t o  collapse. But GRUSHA walks on and reaches the 
far side . ) 

FI RST MAN ; She made i t !  

MERCHANT WOMAN ( who has fallen o n  her knees and begun 
to pray, angrily ) : I s till think it  was a sin. 

The JRONSHIRTS appear; the CORPORAL's head is 
bandaged. 

CORPORAL : Seen a woman w ith a child? 

FIRST MAN ( while the SECOND MAN throws the stick into 
the abyss ) : Yes, there ! But the bridge won't carry 
you! 

CORPORAL :  You'll pay for this, blockhead ! 

GRUSHA, from the far bank, laughs and shows the 
CHILD tO the IRONSHIRTS. She walks on. The wind 
blows. 

GRUSHA ( turning to the CHILD ) : You mustn't be afraid of 
the wind. He's a poor thing too. He has to push the 
clouds along and he gets quite cold doing it. ( Snow 
starts falling. ) And the snow isn 't so bad , either, 
M ichael .  It  covers the l it tle fir trees so they won't die 
in winter. Let me sing you a l ittle song . (She sings . ) 

THE SONG OF THE CHILD 

Your father is a bandit 
A ha rlot the mother who bore you. 
Yet honorable men < 

Shal l kneel  down before you. 
Food to the baby horses 
The tiger's son will take. 
The mothers will get m i lk 
From the son of the snake. 
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IN TH E NOH T H EH.N l\lOUNTA I N S  

SING E R : 

Seven days the sister, G rusha Vashnadze, 
Journeyed across the glacier 
And down the slopes she journeyed.  
"When I enter  my brothe r's house ,"  she thought, 
"He will rise and embrace me." 
"Is that you , s ister?" he wil l  say, 
"I have long expected you. 
This is  my dear wife, 
And this is my farm , come to me by m arri age , 
With eleven horses and th i rty-one cows . Si t  down. 
Sit down with your child at our table and cat." 
The brother's house \vas in a lovely valley. 
When the siste r  came to the brother, 
She was i l l  from walking. 
The b rother rose from the table.  

A fat peasant couple rise from the table . LAVRENTI 
VAS H � A D Z E  still has a napkin round his neck , as 
GRUSHA,  pale and supported by a S E R VA :>� T ,  enters with 
the C I I I L D .  

LAVR E N T I : Wherc've you come from , G rusha? 

G R U S I I A  ( feebly ) : A c ross the  J anga-Tu Pass,  Lavre n ti .  

S E R V A N T : I found her i n  front of the hay barn. S h e  h as a 
baby with her .  

SIST E R-IN-LAW ; G o  and g room the  marc.  

62 
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Exit the  S E RVA N T .  

LAV R E N TI : This is my w ife Aniko. 

SIST E R-IN-LAW : I thought you were in service in Nuka. 

GRUSHA ( barely able to stand) : Yes,  I was .  

SISTE R-I N-LA W : Wasn't i t  a good job? We were told i t  was . 

GRUSHA : The Governor got k illed . 

LAVR E N T I : Yes, we heard there were riots . Your aunt told 
us. Remember, Aniko? 

SI S T E R-I N-LAw : Here with us, it's very quiet. City people 
always want something going on.  ( She walks toward 
the door, calling: ) Sosso,  Sosso, don't take the cake 
out of the oven yet,  d'you hear? Where on earth 
are you? (Exit, calling. )  

LAVR E N T I  ( quietly, quickly ) : I s  there a father? ( A s  she 
shakes her head : ) I thought not . We must think up 
some th ing . She's rel igious. 

SIST E R-IN- LAW (relllrning ) :  Those servants ! ( To GRUSHA : ) 
You have a child . 

GRUSHA : It 's  mine.  ( She collapses. LAVR E N TI rushes to lzer 
assistance . ) 

SISTE R-I N -LAW : Heavens, she's ill-what are we going 
to do? 

LAV R E N T I  ( escorting her to a bench near the stove ) : S it 
down, s i t .  I think it"s j us t weakness , An iko.  

S I S T E R-IN- LAW : As long as  i t 's  not scarlet  feve r !  

LAV R E N T I :  She'd  h ave spots i f  it  was.  I t " s  only weakness.  
Don't worry, Aniko.  ( To GRUSIIA : ) Bette r, s i tt ing 
down? 

S I S T E R - 1 1' -LAW : l s  the child hers? 
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GRUSHA : Yes, mine. 

LAV R E N TI : She's on her way to her husband . 

S I S T E R-I N - LAW : I see . Your meat's getting getting cold . 
( L A V R E N T I  sits down and begins to eat. ) Cold food's 
not good for you, the fat mustn't get cold, you know 
your stomach's your weak spot.  ( To G RUSHA : ) If 
your husband's not in the ci ty, where is he? 

LA VR E NT I : She got married on the other side of the 
mountain, she says . 

SIST E R- I N- LAW : On the other side of the mountain . I see. 
(Size also sits down to eat . ) 

GRUSHA : I think I should lie down somewhere, Lavrenti .  

S I S T E R-IN-LA W : I f  it 's  consum ption we'l l  all get it. ( She 
goes on cross-examining her. ) H as your husband got 
a farm? 

GRUSHA : He's a soldier. 

LAVR E :-I T I : But he's coming into a farm-a small one-
from his father. 

S I S T E R- I N- LAW : Isn't he in the war? Why not? 

GRUSHA ( with effort ) :  Yes,  he's in the war. 

S I S T E R- I N -LAW : Then why d'you \vant to go to the fann? 

LAVRENTI : When he comes back from the war, he'll return 
to his farm. 

S I S T E R - I N - LAW : B ut you're going there now? 

L\V R E � TI : Yes, to wait  for h im.  
S I S T E R- I N - LAW ( calling shrilly ) :  Sosso, the cake ! 

G R U S I I A  ( murmuring fererislzly ) : A farm-a soldier-wait­
ing-sit do\vn,  eat.  
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SISTER-IN-LAW : It's scarlet feve r. 

G RUSHA (starting up ) :  Yes ,  he's got a farm ! 

LAV R E N T I : I think it 's j ust weakness,  A n i k o .  Would you 
look after  the cake yo ursel f , dear? 

SISTER-IN-LAW : But  when wil l  he come back if war's 
brok�n out  aga in as people say? (She waddles ofl, 
sh outing:) Sosso!  Whe re on earth are you? Sosso ! 

LAV R E N T I : (getting UfJ quickly and going to G RUSHA ) : 
You'll get a bed in a minute. She has a good heart. 
B u t  wa it t i ll afte r s u pper . 

GRUSHA (holding out the C H I LD to him) : Take h im .  

LAV RE NTI ( taking i t  and looking around ) :  B u t  you can't 
stay here long w ith the child . She's  re l ig ious,  you see . 

GRUSHA collapses. LAV RENTI catches her. 

SINGE R : 

The s ister was so i ll ,  
The cowardly b rother had t o  gi ve her shelte r. 

Summer departed ,  winte r came . 
The winter was long,  the winter was short. 
People mustn' t  know anything. 
R ats m ustn't  bite . 
Spring mustn't  come . 

GRUSHA sits over the weaving loom in a workroom. 
She and the C H I LD,  who is squatting on the floor, are 
wrapped in blankets. She sings. 

THE SONG OF THE CENTER 

A nd the l over s ta rted to le ave 
A n J  h i s  betrothed ran plead ing afte r  him 
Plead ing and weeping ,  wee pi n g  and teach i ng : 
"Dc an::st m i ne ,  d e a rest m ine 
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When you go to war as now you do 
When you tight the foe as soon you will 
Don 't lead with the front l ine 
And don't  push with the rear l ine 
At the front is red fire 
In  the rear is red smoke 
Stay in  the war's cen ter 
Stay near the standard bearer 
The first always die 
The last are also hit 
Those in the center come home ." 

Michael , we must be clever. I f  w e  make ourselves as  
smal l  as  cockroaches ,  the  sister-in-law wi l l  forget we're 
in the house, and then we can stay t i l l  the snow melts. 

Enter LAV R E N T I .  He sit down beside h is sister. 

LAVR E N T I : Why arc you s itt ing there muffied up like coach­
men, you two? Is it too cold in the room? 

GRUSHA (hastily removing one shawl) : It's not too cold, 
Lavrenti. 

LAVR E NTI : I f  it 's too cold, you shouldn't be sitting here 
with the chi ld.  Aniko would neve r forgive herself !  
( Pause. ) I hope our priest didn't question you about 
the child? 

GRUSHA : He did, but I didn't tell him anything. 

LAVR E N T I : That's good. I wanted to speak to you about 
Aniko. She has a good heart but she's very, very 
sensitive. People need only mention our farm and she's 
worried . She takes everything hard, you sec. One 
time our milkmaid went  to church with a hole in her 
stock ing. Ever since , Aniko has worn two pairs of 
stocki ngs in church. I t 's the old family in her. ( lie 
listens. ) Arc you sure there are no rats around? If 
there arc rats, you couldn't live here. ( There are 
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sounds as of dripping from the roof. ) What's that, 
dripping? 

GRUSHA : It must be a b arrel leaking. 

LAVRENTI : Yes,  it must be a barrel. You've been here six 
months, haven't you? Was I talking about Aniko? 
( They listen again to the snow melting. ) You can't 
imagine how worried she gets about your soldier­
husband. "Suppose he comes back and can't find her !"  
she says and lies awake. "He can't come before the 
spring," I tell her. The dear woman ! ( The drops 
begin to fall faster. ) When d'you think he'll come? 
What do you think? (GRUSHA is silent. ) Not before 
the spring, you agree? ( GRUSHA is silent. ) You don't 
believe he'll come at all? ( GRUSHA is silent. ) But when 
the spring comes and the snow melts here and on the 
p asses, you can't stay on. They may come and look 
for you. There's already talk of an illegitimate child. 
( The "glockenspiel" of the falling drops has grown 
faster and steadier. ) Grusha, the snow is melting on 
the roof. Spring is here. 

GRUSHA : Yes. 

LA VRENTI ( eagerly ) : I'll tell you what we'll do. You need 
a place to go, and, because of the child (he sighs ) ,  
you have to have a husband, so people won't talk. 
Now I've made cautious inquiries to see if we can 
find you a husband. Grusha, I have one . I talked to 
a peasant woman who has a son. Just the other side 
of the mountain. A small farm. And she's willing. 

GRUSHA : But I can't marry ! I must wait for Simon Sha­
shava. 

LAVRENTI : Of course. That's all been taken care of. You 
don't need a man in bed-you need a man on paper. 
And I 've found you one. The son of this peasant 
woman is going to die. Isn't that wonderful? He's at 
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his  last  gasp. And a l l  in l i ne wi th our  story-a hus­
band from the other  s ide of the moun t a i n ! And when 
you met h i m  he was at the las t  gasp. So you're a 
widow. What do you say? 

G !WSHA : I t's true I could usc a document  wi th stamps on 
i t  for Michael . 

LAVR E :-< Tl : Stamps make all the d iffe rence .  Without some­
th ing  in writ ing the Shah couldn't prove he's a Shah. 
And you'll have a place to live . 

G R U S H A : How m uch docs the peasant woman want? 

LAV R E N T I : Four h undred p iasters. 

G R U S H A : Where will you find it? 

LAV R E N T l  (guiltily ) : Aniko's m ilk  money. 

G RUSHA : No one wo ul d know us there .  I'll do it. 

LAVR E N T I (getting up) : I 'l l  let the peasant woman know. 

Quick exit. 

G R U S H A : M i chael,  you make a lot of work. I came by you 
as the pear tree comes by sparrows . And because 
a Ch rist ian bends down and picks up a c rust of bread 
so nothing will go to waste . M ichael ,  it would have 
been bette r  h ad I walked qu ick ly away on that Easter 
Sunday i n  Nuka  in the second cou rtyard. Now I 
am a fool. 

S I N G E R : 

The bridegroom was on h i s  deathbed whe n the bride 
a rrived .  

The br idegroom's mother  was wai t ing at the door, 
te l l i ng  her to hurry. 

The bride brought a ch i ld along. 
The wi tness hid it du ring the wedd ing. 
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On one side the bed. Under the mosquito net lies a 
very sick man . GRUSHA is pulled in at a run by her 
future mother-in-law. They are followed by LAVRENTI 
and the CHILD. 

MOTH E R-IN-LAW : Quick ! Quick ! Or he'll die on us before 
the wedding . ( To LAVR ENTI : ) I was never told she 
had a child already. 

LAVR ENTI : What difference does it make? (Pointing toward 
the dying man. ) It can't matter to him-in his con­
dition. 

MOTHER-1�-LAW : To him? But I 'll never survive the shame ! . 
We are honest people . (She begins to weep . ) My 
Jussup doesn't have to marry a girl with a child ! 

LAVR E N T I : Al l right,  make it another two hundred piasters. 
You'll have i t  in writing that the farm will go to you : 
but she'll have the right to live here for two years. 

MOTHER-IN-LAW (drying her tears ) : It 'l l h ardly cover the 
funeral expenses. I hope she'll really lend a h and with 
the work. And what's happened to the monk? He 
m ust h ave slipped out through the ki tchen window. 
We'll  have the whole village on our necks when they 
hear J ussup's end is com;! Oh dear! I'll go get the 
monk. B ut he mustn't see the ch ild ! 

LAVRENTI : I 'll  take care he doe sn't .  But why only a monk? 
Why not a priest? 

MOTH ER-IN-LAW : Oh, he 's just as good . I only made one 
mistake : I paid half his fee in advance . Enough to 
send him to the tave rn .  1 only hope . . . (Size mm of]. ) 

LAVREl\'TI : She saved on the pries t , the wretch ! H i red a 
cheap mon k.  

GRUSHA : You will send Simon Shashava to see me if he 
turns up after all? 
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LAVRENTI : Yes. (Pointing at the SICK PEASANT. ) Won't 
you take a look at him? (GRUSHA, taking MICHAEL 
to her, shakes her head. ) He's not moving an eyelid. 
I hope we aren't too late. 

They listen . On the opposite side enter neighbors who 
look around and take up positions against the walls, 
thus forming another wall near the bed, yet leaving an 
opening so that the bed can be seen.  They start mur­
muring prayers. Enter the MOTHER-IN-LAW with a 
MONK. Showing some annoyance and surprise, she 
bows to the guests. 

MOTHER-IN-LAW : I hope you won't mind waiting a few 
moments? My son's bride has just arrived from the 
city. An emergency wedding is about to be cele­
brated. ( To the MONK in the bedroom : )  I might have 
known you couldn't keep your trap shut . (To GRUSHA:) 
The wedding can take place at once. Here's the 
license. Me and the bride's brother ( LAVRENTI tries 
to hide in the background, after having quietly taken 
MICHAEL back from GRUSHA. The MOTHER-IN-LAW 
waves him away . )  are the witnesses . 

GRUSHA has bowed to the MONK. They go to the bed. 
The MOTHER-IN-LAW lifts the mosquito net. The MONK 
starts reeling off the marriage ceremony in Latin . 
Meanwhile the MOTHER-IN-LAW beckons to LAVRENTI 
to get rid of the CHILD, but fearing that it will cry he 
draws its attention to the ceremony, GRUSHA glances 
once at the CHILD, and LAVRENTI waves the CHILD's 
hand in a greeting. 

MONK : Are you prepared to be a fa ithful, obedient, and 
good wife to this man, and to cleave to him until 
death you do part? 

GRUSHA ( looking at the CHILD ) : I am. 
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l\10:-IK ( to tlze S ICK P EASANT ) :  A re you prepared to be a 
good and loving h usband to vour wife un t i l d ;: a i h  \'O U  
do part? (As tlze S I C K  P EAS;:-n does not answer,

. 
the 

MO:-; K looks inquiringly around. ) 

l\IOTH E R- I :-1 - L AW :  Of course he is ! Didn't you hear him 
say yes? 

MO:SOK : All right. We declare the marriage contracted ! How 
about extreme unction? 

MOT H E R- I N -LAW : Nothing doing! The wedding cost quite 
enough. Now I m u st take care of the mourners . 
( To LAVR E N TI : ) Did we say seven hund red? 

LAVR E N T I : Six h undred. ( He pays . ) Now I don't  want 
to sit with the guests and get to know people.  So 
farewe l l ,  G rusha,  and if  my widowed sister comes to 
vis i t  me, she 'll ge t a welcome from my wife, or I' l l  
show my teeth . ( Nods, gives the C H I L D  to G R USHA,  
and leaves. The mourners glance after him witholll 
imerest . )  

MONK : May one ask \vhere this child comes from? 

MOTHE R-IN-LAW : I s  there a child? I don't see a child.  
And you don't  see a ch i l d either-you understand? 
Or it m ay tu m  out l saw all  sorts of things in the 
tave rn !  Now come on.  

A fter G R USHA lzas put the C H I L D  down and told him 
to he quiet, they m o ve over left, G R U S H A  is imroduced 
to the neighbors.  

This i s  my daughter-in-law. She arrived just i n  t ime 
to l ind dear J uss up s t i l l  u l i vc.  

ON E WO :\ I A N : He 's been i l l  now a whole yea r,  hasn ' t  he? 
When our Vassili was d rafted he was th.: re to say 
good-bye. 
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A N OT H E R  WOI\I AN : Such th i ngs a rc terr ible for a farm . The 
corn a l l  r ipe and t he farmc r in  bed ! I t ' l l  rea l l y  be a 
bles s i n g  i f  he doe s n ' t  s u frc r too l ong , I say. 

F I R S T  WO :\ I A !'I  ( confidentially ) :  You k now why we thought 
he'd ta ke n to h i s be d? Becaus.;: of the d raft ! And now 
his  end is  come !  

l\IOT H E R - I N - LA W : Sit  you rse l ves  down , please ! A n d  have 
some cakes!  

She beckons to GRUSHA and both women go into the 

bedroom, where they pick up the cake pans off the 
floor. Tire guests, among them the M ON K , sit on the 
floor and begin con versing in subdued voices. 

ON E P E A S A N T  ( to wfrom the MONK has handed the bottle 
which he has taken from his soutane ) :  The re ' s a 
chi l d ,  you say ! How can that have h a ppened to J ussup? 

A WOMA N : She was certainly lu cky to get herse lf  married,  
with him so sick ! 

MOTH E R-I N-LAW : They're goss ip ing al ready. A n d  wolfing 
down the funera l cakes at the same t ime ! J f  he doesn ' t 
d i e  today, I ' l l h ave to bake some m o re tomorro w !  

G R USHA : I ' l l  b a k e  t h e m  for y o u  . 

. M O T H E R-I N - LA W : Yeste rday some horsemen rode by, 
and I wen t  out  to sec who it was. When I came in 
aga i n  he was l y i ng there l i ke a corpse ! So I sen t  for 
you .  It can't take much l onger. ( She listens. )  

M ON K :  Dear wedd i ng and fu ne ral guests ! Dee ply touched, 
w e  stan d befo re a be d of death and ma rri age . The 
bride get s  a ve i l ;  the  groom , a s h roud : how va ried , 
my ch i klrc n , arc the fates of men !  Alas ! One man dies  
and has a roof  over  h i s  head , and thc o the r i s  m a rried 
a n d  the flesh t u rn s  to dust from which it was made. 
A m e n .  
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MOTHE R-IN- LAW : He's getting his own back. I shouldn't 
have hired such a cheap one. It's what you'd expect. 
A more expensive monk would behave himself. In 
Sura there's one with a real air of sanctity about him, 
but of course he charges a fortune . A fifty piaster 
monk like that has no dignity, and as for piety, j ust 
fifty piasters' worth and no more ! When I came to 
get him in the tavern he 'd just made a speech, and 
he was shouting:  "The war is over, beware of the 
peace !"  We must go in. 

GRUSHA (giving MICHA E L  a cake) : Eat this cake, and 
keep nice and still , Michael. 

The two women offer cakes to the guests. The dying 
man sits up in bed. He puts his head out from under 
the mosquito net, stares at the two women, then sinks 
back again. The MONK takes two bottles from his 
soutane and offers them to the peasant beside him . 
Enter three MUSICIANS who are greeted with a sly 
wink by the MONK. 

MOTHER-IN-LAW ( to the MUSICIANS ) : What are you doing 
here? With instruments? 

ONE MUSICIAN : Brother Anastasius here (pointing at the 
MONK ) told us there was a wedding on. 

MOTH E R-IN-LAW : What? You brought them? Three more 
on my neck ! Don't you know there's a dying man 
in the next room? 

MONK : A very tempting assignment for a musician : some­
thing that could be either a subdued Wedding March 
or a spirited Funeral Dance. 

MOTHER-IN-LAW : Well , you might as well play. Nobody 
can stop you eating in any case. 

The musicians play a potpourri. The women serve 
cakes. 
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l\ I O!': K :  The t ru m pet  sou n d s  l i ke a w h i n ing haby. And 
you. l i t t l e  d ru m .  w h a t  h :t vc you got to td l the world? 

DRU i' K E �  J> E .\SA !'IT ( beside the ;\;IO !': K ,  sings ) : 

T h e re was a young woman who said : 
I thought I 'd be h a ppie r,  wed. 
B ut my husband i s  old 
A n d  remark ably cold 
So I sleep w i th a candle i nstead. 

The l\ I OT H E R - 1 :-1 - L A W  throws the DRU:-.: K E:--1 P EASAST 

out. The music stops. The guests are embarrassed. 

GU E STS ( loudly ) : 

-Have you heard? The G rand Duke is back ! But 
the Princes a re against h i m .  
-They say t h e  S h a h  o f  Persi a has  l e n t  h i m  a great 
arn1y to restore order in G rusi n i a .  
-B u t  h o w  is  t h a t  possible? T h e  S h a h  of Pe rsia is the 
enemy . . .  
-The enemy of G ru sin ia ,  you don key, not the enemy 
of the G rand Duke ! 
- I n  any case , the war's over, so our soldiers are 
com i n g  back.  

G R U S H A  drops a cake pan. GU E STS help her pick up 
the cake .  

AN O L D  WO I\1 A N  ( to G R U S H A ) : A re you feel ing bad? I t's 
just  excitement about dear J ussup.  Sit down and rest 
a w hi l e .  my dear.  ( GRUSHA staggers. ) 

G U E S T S : Now everyth ing ' l l  be the way it was.  Onl y  the 
/taxcs ' l l  go up beca use now we ' l l  h ave to pay for the 

war.  

G R U S H  A ( weakly ) : D i d  someone say the sol diers are back? 

A !\ l A :-/ : I did.  
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GRUSHA : It can't be true . 

F I RST l\IAN ( to a woman ) : Show her the shawl . We bought 
i t  from a soldie r .  I fs from Persia.  

GRUSHA ( looking at the shawl ) : They a re here. ( She gets 
up, takes a step, kneels down in prayer, Takes the 
silver cross and elwin out of her blouse, and kisses it. ) 

1\IOTHER-IN-LAW ( while the guests silently watch GRUSHA ) ; 

What's the matter with you? Aren't you going to look 
after our guests? What's all  this city nonsense got to 
do with us? 

GUE STS (resuming con versation while GRUSHA remains in 
prayer ) : 

-You can buy Persian saddles from the soldiers too. 
Though many want crutches i n  exchange for the m .  
-Th e  leaders on o n e  side c a n  win a war, the 
soldiers on both sides lose it.  
-Anyway, the war's over. I t's something they can't 
draft you any more.  

The dying m a n  sits bolt upright in bed. He listens. 

-What we need is two weeks  of good weather. 
-Our pear trees are hardly bearing a th ing this year. 

M OT H E R-IN- LAW ( offering cakes ) : Have some more cakes 
and welcome ! There are more !  

The 1\!0TH E R-IN-LAW goes to the bedroom with the 
empty cake pans. Unaware of the dying man, she is 
bending down to pick up another trCiy when he begins 
to talk in a hoarse voice. 

P EASA I' T :  How m any m ore cakes a re you going to stuff 
down their  throats? D'you thi nk I can shi t  m oney? 

The !\ J OTH E R-1:-;"-LAW starts, stares at him aghast, 
while he climbs out from behind the mosquito net. 
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l' I RST wo:.L\:'-1 ( talking kindly to GRUSI IA in the next room ) : 
H as the y o u ng w i fe got someone at the fron t? 

A 1\ !A;>; : I t ' s  good news that they're on their  way home, 
h u h ?  

P EASA :" T : Don't stare at me l i ke that !  Wherc's  this wife 
you've sadd led me with? 

Recei ving no an.1wer, he clim bs ollt  of bed and in 
his nightshirt staggers in to the other room . Trembling, 
she follows him with the cuk e pan . 

GU ESTS ( seeing him ancl shrieking ) :  Good God!  Jussup ! 

Everyone leaps up in alarm . The women rush to 
the door. G R U S H A ,  still on her knees, turns round and 
stares at the man.  

P EASA !'I T : A fune ral suppe r ! You'd e njoy that, wouldn 't 
you? Get out befo re l throw you out !  ( A s  the guests 
stampede from the house, gloomily to GRUSHA : )  l 've 
upset the apple cart.  h u h ?  ( R eceiving no answer, lze 
tllrns round and takes a cake from the pan which 
his mother is holding. ) 

SINGE R :  

0 confusion!  The wife discovers she has a husband . 
By day there's the ch i ld ,  by night there's  the h usband. 
The lover is on his  way both d ay and night. 
Husband and wife look at each other. 
The bedroom is smal l .  

Near the b e d  the P EASA N T  is sitting i n  a high wooden 
bath tub, naked, the MOT H E R-IN-LAW is pouring water 
from a pitcher. Opposite G RUSI IA cowers with 
M I C H A E L ,  who is playing at mending straw mats. 

PEASAN T  ( to his mother ) : That's her work, not yours. 
Where's she hiding out now? 
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MOTHE R-IN- LAW ( calling) :  Grusha ! The peasant wants 
you ! 

GRUSHA ( to MICHA E L ) : There are still two holes to mend. 

P EASANT ( when G RUSHA approaches) :  Scrub my back! 

GRUSHA :  Can't the peasant do it himself? 

P EASANT : "Can't the peasant do it himself?" Get the brush! 
To hell with you ! Are you the wife here? Or are you 
a visitor? ( To the MOTHER-IN-LAW : ) It's too cold !  

MOTHE R-IN-LAW : I 'll run for hot water. 

GRUSHA : Let me go. 

P EASANT :  You stay here. ( The MOTHER-IN-LAW exits. ) 
Rub harder. And no shirking. You've seen a naked 
fellow before. That child didn't come out of thin air. 

GRUSHA : The child was not conceived in joy, if that's 
what the peasant means. 

P EASANT ( turning and grinning) :  You don't look the type . 
( GRUSHA stops scrubbing him, starts back. Enter the 
MOTHER-IN-LAW. ) 

P EASANT : A nice thing you've saddled me with ! A simple­
ton for a wife ! 

MOTHE R-IN-LAW : She just isn't cooperative. 

P EASAN T : Pour-but go easy ! Ow! Go easy, I said . ( To 
GRUSHA : ) Maybe you did something wrong in the 
city . . . I wou ldn't be surprised .  Why else should 
you be here? But I won't talk about that. I've not 
said a word about the illegitimate object you brought 
into my house either. But my patience has limits ! I t's 
against nature. ( To the MOTHE R-IN- LAW : ) More!  
( To G RUSHA : ) And even if your soldier does come 
back, you're married. 
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GRUSHA: Yes. 

P EASA N T : But your soldier won't come back. Don't you 
believe it. 

GR USHA : No. 

PEASAN T :  You're cheating me. You're my wife and you're 
not my wife . Whe re you lie, nothing lies, and yet no 
other woman can lie there .  When I go to work in 
the morning I 'm tired-when I lie down at night I'm 
awake as the devil. God has given you sex-and 
what d'you do? 1 don't have ten piasters to buy myself 
a woman in the city. Besides , it's a long way .  Woman 
weeds the fields and opens up her legs , that's what 
our calendar says . D'you hear? 

GRUSHA (quietly ) : Yes. I didn't mean to cheat you out 
of it. 

P EASANT: She didn't mean to cheat me out of it! Pour 
some more water! ( The MOTHER-IN-LAW pours. ) Ow! 

SINGER :  

A s  she sat by the stream to wash the linen 
She saw his image in the water 
And his face grew dimmer with the passing moons. 
As she raised herself to wring the linen 
She heard his voice from the murmuring maple 
And his voice grew fainter with the passing moons. 
Evasions and sighs grew more numerous, 
Tears and sweat flowed . 
With the passing moons the child grew up. 

GRUSHA sits by a stream , dipping linen into the water. 
In the rear, a few children are standing. 

GRUSHA ( to MICHAEL ) : You can play with them, Michael,  
but don't let them boss you around just because you 're 
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the littlest.  ( l\ I ICHAEL nods and joins tlze children. 
They srart playing . ) 

B IGGEST BOY : Today i t 's  the Heads-Off Game .  ( To a FAT 

BOY : ) You 're the Prince and you laugh. ( To 
l\HCHAE L : ) You're the Govemor. ( To a G I R L : ) 
You're the Governor's wi fe and you cry when his  

head's cut off. And I do the cutting. ( He shows his 
wooden sword. ) With this . First, they lead the Gov­
ernor into the yard . The Prince walks in front . The 
Govemor 's wife comes l ast . 

They form a procession . The FAT BOY is first and 
laughs. Then comes :-l!CHAEL, then the BIGGEST BOY, 

and then the GIRL,  who weeps. 

l\liCHAE L (standing still) : Me cut off head ! 

B I G G E S T  DOY : That's my job. You're the littlest. The 
Governor's the easy pa1i. All you do is kneel down 
anJ get your head cut off-simple. 

l\TICHA E L : Me \\'ant sword ! 

BiGG E S T  BOY : It's mine ! (He gives MICHAEL a kick . )  

G I R L  (.shou ting w GRUSH.\ ) : He won't play h i s  part!  

G R U SHA ( laughing) : Even the little duck i s  a swimmer, 
they say . 

Il!GG E S T  BOY : You can be the Prince if you can laugh. 
( M ICHAEL  shakes his head. ) 

FAT BOY : I laugh best. Let him cut off the head just  once. 
Then you do it, then me. 

Reluctantly, the B I G G E S T  BOY hands MICHA E L  the 
wooden sword and kneels down. The FAT n o Y  sits 
down,  slaps his thigh, and laughs with all his migh t. 
The G I R L  weeps loudly . 1\I I C I L\ E L  swings the hig sword 
and "cuts off" the head. In doing so, he topples over. 
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lllGGEST BOY : Hey ! l " l l  show you how to cut heads off! 

:\ I I C H A E L  mns away. The children mn after him. 
G R U S H A laughs, following them with her eyes. On 

look ing back , she sees S l :\ 1 0 :-< S H A S I IAVA standing on 
the opposite ban k .  He 11:ears a shabby uniform. 

GRUSHA : Simon ! 

S I :'. I O N : I s  that  G rusha Vashn adze? 

GRUSHA : Simon ! 

S I M O N  ( formally ) : A good morning to the young lady. 
I hope she is wel l .  

GRUSHA ( getting up gaily and bowing low )  : A good morn­
ing to the soldi e r. God be thanked he h as returned in 
good health.  

S I M O N : They found better  fish, so they didn't  eat me, said 
the h addock. 

G R U S H A : Courage, said the kitchen boy. Good l uck, said 
the hero. 

S I MON : How are th i ngs here? Was the winter bearable? 
The ne ighbor conside rate? 

G R U S H A : The wi nter was a trifle rough, the neighbor as 
usual ,  Simon.  

S I I\ ION : May one ask i f  a certa in  pe rson s t i l l  dips her toes 
in the water when rins ing the l inen? 

GRUSHA : The answer is no. Because of the eyes i n  the 
bushe s .  

S l l\ I ON : T h e  you ng lady is  speak i ng of soldiers. He re stands 
a paymaster. 

G RUSHA : A job worth twenty piasters? 

S I M O N : And lodgings. 
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GRUSHA (with tears in her eyes) : Behind the barracks 
under the da te trees.  

S I M O N : Yes ,  there . A certain person has kept her eyes open.  

G RUSHA : She has, Simon.  

Sii\lON : And h as not fo rgotten? ( G R U S H A  shakes her head. ) 
So the door is st i l i  on its hi nges as they say? ( G R U S HA 

looks at him in silence and shakes her head again . )  
What 's this? I s  anything not as i t  should be? 

G R U SHA : Simon Shash ava ,  I can never return to Nuka. 
Someth ing has happened. 

S I !\10N : What can have happened? 

G R U SHA : For one thing, I knocked an Ironshirt down.  

SIMON : Grusha Vashn adze must have had her  reasons for 
that. 

GRUSHA : Simon Sh ashava, I am no longer called what I 
used to be cai ied.  

SIMON (after a pause ) : I do not understand . 

G R U S H A : When do women change their  names, Simon ? 
Let me explain.  Nothing s t ands between us .  Eve ry­
th ing is just  as it was.  You must  bel ieve that. 

SIMON : Nothing stands  be twee n us and yet there's some­
th ing? 

G R U S I I A : How can I explain it so fast and with the stream 
between us? Coukln "t  you c ross the bridge there? 

S I M O l': : M aybe it's no longer necessary. 

GRUSHA : I t is ve ry ncc�ssary.  Com e over on th is s ide ,  
S i m o n ,  Quick ! 

SIMON : Docs the young l ady wish to s ay som�on� has come 
too latc? 
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G R USHA looks up at him in despair, her face streaming 
with tears .  S I :\ I 0:-1 stares before him .  He picks up a 
piece of wood and starts cutting it. 

SI NGER : 

So many words a re said,  so m any left unsaid.  
The soldier has come.  
Where he comes from, he does  not  say. 
Hear what he thought and did not say :  
"The battle began, gray a t  dawn, grew bloody a t  noon. 
The tirst m an fell i n  front of me,  the second behind 

me, the third at my side . 
I trod on the fi rst, left the second behind, the third 

was run through by the captain .  
One of my brothers died by steel, the  other by smoke. 
My neck caught fire, my hands froze in my gloves, 

my toes in my socks . 
I fed on aspen buds, I drank maple j u ice, I slept on 

stone, in water ."  

Sl l\ION : I see a cap in the grass .  Is there a little one already? 

GRUSHA : There is, Sin1on.  There's no keeping that from 
you. But  please don't worry, it  is not mine. 

SIMON : When the wind once starts to blow, they say, it 
blows through every cranny. The wife need s ay no 
more. ( GRUSHA looks imo her lap and is silent. ) 

SINGE R :  

There was yearn ing b u t  there was no waiting. 
The oath is broken . Neither could say why. 
Hear what she thought but did not s ay :  
"While you fought in the battle, soldier, 
The bloody battle , the bitter battle 
I found a helpless infant 
I had not the heart to destroy him 
I had to care for a creature that was lost 
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J had to stoop fo r bre adcru mbs on the fl oor 
I had to b re a k  myse l f  for that  wh ich was not mine 
That wh ich was other  peop l e ' s . 
Someone m us t h e l p !  
F o r  the l i t t le  tree needs wata 
The lam b  loses i ts way when the shepherd is asl eep 
And its cry is unheard ! "  

8 3  

SI�I0:-1 : G i ve m e  back the cross l gave you.  Better st il l ,  
th row i t  in  the s tream . ( lie tllms t o  go. ) 

GRUSHA ( getting up ) : S imon Shashava, don't go away ! 
He i sn' t  m i n e !  He isn ' t  mine ! ( She hears the children 
calling . )  What's  the m atter. children? 

VOI C E s : Soldiers ! And they ' re taking M ichael away ! 

G R U SHA stands aghast a.\' two IROX S H I RTS, with 
M I C HAEL between them, come toward her. 

o:--: E OF THE I RO:-ISH I RTS : Are you Grusha? ( She nods. ) 

Is this your chi ld? 

GRUSHA : Yes. ( S I MON goes . ) Simon ! 

I RONSH ! RT :  We have orders , in the name of the law, to 

take th is  ch i l d ,  fou n d  in your cus tody, back to the 
city . I t  is  suspected that the ch i l d  i s  M i c h a e l  Abash­
w i l i ,  son and hd r of the late Governor Georgi  Abash­
wi l i ,  and h i s  wife ,  i\'atel la  Abashwi l i .  H e re i s  the 
document and the seaL ( They lead the C H I L D a l l 'ay . ) 

GRUSHA ( running after them, shouting ) : Leave him here.  
Ph:ase ! He's m i nd 

SIJS G E R :  

The [ ronshi rts took t h e  ch i ld .  the be lo ved c h i l d .  
T h e  unhappy g i r l  fol l owed them to t h e  c i ty ,  the 

dreaded city.  
She who had borne h i m  dcm andcd the  chi lli .  
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She who had raised him faced trial. 
Who will decide the case? 
To whom will the chil d be assigned? 
Who will the j udge be? A good judge? A bad? 
The city was in flames . 
In the judge's seat sat Azdak. * 

* The n ame Azdak should be accented on the second syl­
\able.-E. B.  
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TH E STORY OF THE JUD GE 

SINGER ; 

Hear the story of the judge 
How he turned j udge, how he passed judgment, what 

kind of judge he was. 
On that Easter Sunday of the great revolt, when the 

Grand Duke was overthrown 
And hls Governor Abashwili ,  father of our child, lost 

his head 
The Village Scrivener Azdak found a fugitive in the 

woods and hld him in his hut. 

AZDAK, in rags and slightly drunk, is helping an old 
beggar into his cottage. 

AZDAK : Stop snorting, you're not a horse.  And it won't 
do you any good with the police to nm like a snotty 
nose in April .  Stand still , I say. (He catches the OLD 
MAN, who has marched into the cottage as if he'd 
like to go through the walls. ) Sit down. Feed. Here's 
a hunk of cheese. (From under some rags, in a chest, 
he fishes out some cheese, and the OLD MAN greedily 
begins to eat. ) Haven't eaten in a long time, huh? 
( The OLD MAN growls. ) Why we re you running l ike 
that, asshole? The cop woulun't "'even have seen you. 

OLD MAN : Had to ! Had to ! 

AZDA K :  Blue funk? ( The OLD MAN stares, rmcomprehend­
ing. ) Cold feet?  Panic? Don't l ick you r  chops l ike a 
Grand Duke.  Or an old sow. I can't stand it.  We have 

85 
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to accept respectable stinkers as God made them, but 
not you! I once heard of a senior j udge who farted 
at a public dinner to show an independent spiri t !  
Watching you eat  like that gives me the most awful 
ideas . Why don't you say something? (Sharply. ) 
Show me your hand . Can't you hear? ( The OLD MAS 
slowly puts out his hand. ) White ! So you're not a 
beggar at all ! A fraud, a walking swindle ! And I'm 
hiding you from the cops like you were an honest 
man ! Why were you running like that if you're a 
landowner? For that's what you are. Don't deny it !  
I see it in your guilty face ! (He gets up. ) Get out !  
( The o w  MAN looks at him uncertainly. ) What are 
you waiting for, peasant-flogger? 

OLD MAN : Pursued. Need undivided attention. Make propo­
sition . . .  

AZDAK : Make what? A proposition? Well , if that isn't the 
height of insolence . He's making me a proposition! 
The bitten man scratches his fingers bloody, and the 
leech that's biting him makes him a proposition ! Get 
out, I tell you! 

OLD MAN : Understand point of view! Persuasion ! Pay hun­
dred thousand piasters one night !  Yes? 

AZDAK : What, you think you can buy me? For a hundred 
thousand piasters? Let's say a hundred and fifty thou­
sand. Where are they? 

OLD MAN : Have not them here. Of course. Will be sent. 
Hope do not doubt. 

AZDAK : Doubt very much . Get out ! 

The OLD MAN gets up, waddles to the door. A VOICE 
is heard offstage. 

VOICE : Azdak! 
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The O L D  !\ I A N  turns, wad(l/es t o  the opposite corner, 

stands still. 

AZDAK ( calling out) : I'm not in ! ( He 1valks to door. ) So 
you're sniffing around h e re agai n ,  Shauwa? 

SHAU WA ( reproachfully ) :  You caught anothe r  rabbit ,  Az­
dalc And you'd pro m i sed me it wouldn't happen again ! 

AZDAK (severely ) : Sh auwa, don 't talk about th i ngs you 
don't understand. The rabbit i s  a dangerous and de­
structive beast. lt feeds on p lan ts , espec ial ly on the 
species of pl ants known as weeds . It must therefore 
be exterminated. 

SHA UWA : Azdak, don't be so h ard on me. I 'l l  lose my job 
if I don't arrest you. I know you h ave a good heart. 

AZDAK : I do not have a good heart! How often m ust I 
tell you I'm a man of intellect? 

SHAUWA (slyly) : I know, Azdak. You 're a superior person. 
You say so you rse lf . I'm just a Chr istian and an 
ignoramus. So l ask you : When one of the Prince's 
rabbits is  sto len , and I'm a policeman , what should 
I do with the offending party? 

AZDAK : Sh a uwa, Shauwa, shame on you. You stand and 
ask me a quest ion , than which nothing could be more 
seductive . It 's  like you were a woman-let's s ay th:1t 
bad girl Nunowna, and you showed me your thigh­
Nunown a's th igh ,  that would be-and asked m e :  
"What shall  l do with m y  th igh , i t  itches?" I s  she 
as i n nocent as she pretends? Of course not. I catch 
a rabbit, b ut you catch a m an . Man is made in 
God's image. Not so a rabbit, you know that.  I 'm 
a rabbit-eater, but you're a man-cate r, Shauwa.  And 
God w i l l  pass j udgment  on you. Shauwa , go home 
and repen t. No, stop, there's some th ing . . . ( He 
looks at the OLD MA:-.1 who stands trem bling in the 
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corner . )  No, it's nothing. Go home and repent. 
( lie slams the door behind SHAUWA. ) Now you're 
surprised, huh? Surprised I diun't hand you over? 
I couldn't hand over a bedbug to that anim al . I t  
goes against the grain . N o w  don't tremble because 
of a cop! So old and still so scared? Finish your 
cheese, but eat it like a poor man, or else they'll 
still catch you. M ust I even explain how a poor man 
behaves? ( He pushes him down, and then gives him 
back the cheese. )  That box is the table . Lay your 
elbows on the table. Now, encircle the cheese on the 
plate like it might be snatched from you at any 
moment-what right have you to be safe , huh?­
now, hold your knife like an unders ized sickle, and 
give your cheese a troubled look because,  like all 
beautiful things , it's already fading away. ( AZDAK 
watches him . )  They're after you, which speaks in your 
favor, but how can we be sure they're not mistaken 
about you? In Tillis one time they hanged a land­
owner, a Turk, who could prove he quartered his 
peasants instead of merely cutting them in half, as 
is the custom, and he squeezed twice the usual amount 
of taxes out of them, his zeal was above suspicion. 
And yet they h anged him like a common criminal­
because he was a Turk-a thing he couldn't do much 
about. What inj ustice ! He got onto the gallows by a 
sheer fluke. In short, I don't trust you. 

SINGER : 

Thus Azdak gave the old beggar a bed, 
And learned that old beggar was the old butcher, 

the Grand Duke himself, 
And was ashamed. 
He denounced himself and ordered the policeman to 

take him to Nuka, to court, to be j udged. 

In the court of justice three IRONSHIRTS sit drinking. 
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From a beam hangs a man in judge's robes. Enter 
AZDAK, in chains, dragging SHAUWA behind him . 

AZDAK ( shouting) :  I 've hel ped the G rand Duke,  the G rand 
Thief, the G rand B utcher, to escape ! In the name of 
j ustice I ask to be severely j udged in publ ic trial !  

F I R S T  J RO:O.: S H I RT : Who's t h i s  queer bird? 

SHAUWA : That's our Village Scrivener, Azdak. 

AZDAK : I am contemptib le !  I am a traitor !  A branded 
crim inal ! Tel l them,  flatfoot, how I insisted on being 
t ied u p  a nd brought to the capital .  Because I sheltered 
the Grand D uke, the Grand Swindler, by mistake. 
And h ow I found out afterwards .  See the m arked 
man de nounce himself !  Tell them how I forced you 
to walk half the night with me to cle ar the whole 
thing u p .  

SHAUWA : And all  by threats . That wasn't nice o f  you ,  
Azdak. 

AZDAK : Shut you r m outh , Shauwa. You don't understand . 
A new age is upon us ! I t' l l  go thundering over  you. 
You're fi nished.  The police will  be wiped out-poof!  
Everything wi l l  be gone i n to,  everything wil l  be 
brought into the open.  The g u i l ty will give themselves 
up. Why? Thcy couldn't escape the people in any 
case. ( To SHA UWA : ) Tel l  them how I shouted all 
along Shoe m a ker Street ( with big gestures, looking 
at the I RO :-;" S H I R T S ) " I n  my ignorance I let  the Grand 
Swindler escape ! So tear me to pieces, brothe rs ! "  I 
wanted to ge t i t  in first.  

F I RST I R O :O.: S I I I R"r : And what did your brothers answe r? 

S I J A UWA : They comforted h im in B utcher  S t reet ,  and they 
la ughed themse lves sick in  Shoe m a k e r  S treet .  That's  
al l .  
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AZDAK : But with you it's different . I can see you're men of 
iron. Brothers, wherc's the juJgc? I must be tried.  

F I RS T  I RON S H I R T  (poillfing at the hanged man )  : There's 
the j uJgc. And please s top "brothcring" us. It's rather 
a sore spot this even ing . 

AZDAK : "There 's the j udge ."  An answer never heard in 
Grusinia before . Townsman, where's His Excellency 
the Governor? ( Poiming to the ground. ) There 's His 
Excellency, stranger. Where's the Chief Tax Collector? 
Where 's the official Recruiting Officer? The Patriarch? 
The Chief of Police? There , there , there-all there . 
Brothers, I expected no less of you. 

S E COND IRONSHIRT : What? What was it  you expected, 
funny m an? 

AZDA K : \\ hat h appened in Persia, brother, what happened 
in Persia? 

SECOND I RONSHIR T : 'vVha� did happen in Persia? 

AZDA K :  Eve rybody was hanged.  Viziers, tax collectors . 
Everybody. Forty years ago now. My grandfather. 
a remarkable man by the way, saw it all. For three 
whole days . Everywhere. 

S E CO:SD IRO:SSHIRT : And \\ ho ruled when the Vizier was 
hanged? 

AZDAK : A peasant ruled when the Vizier was hanged. 

SECOND IRON SHIRT : And who commanded the arn1y? 

AZDAK : A soldier, a soldier. 

SECO:SD I RONSHIRT : And who paid the wages? 

AZDA K : A dyer. A dyer paiJ the wages. 

S E COND I RONSHI RT : Wasn't it a weaver, maybe? 

FIRST IRONSHIRT : And why did all tltis happen, Persian? 
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AZDAK : Why did all th is  happen? Must there be a special 
reason? Why do you scratch yourse lf, brother? War! 
Too long a war! And no j ust ice ! My grandfather 
brought back a song that tells how it  was.  I wil l sing 
it  for you. With my friend the policeman.  ( To 
SHAUWA : ) And hold the rope tight .  It's very sui table . 
( He sings, with SHAUWA holding the rope tight around 

him . )  

THE SONG O F  INJ USTICE I N  PERSIA 

Why don't our sons bleed any more? Why don't our 
daughters weep? 

Why do only the slaughterhouse cattle have blood in 
their veins? 

Why do only the willows shed tears on Lake Urmia? 
The king m ust have a new province, the peasant m ust 

give up his savings . 
That the roof of the world might be conque red , the 

roof of the cottage is torn down. 
O u r  men a re carried to the ends of the earth , so that 

great ones can eat at home. 
The soldiers kill each other, the m arsh als salute each 

other. 
They bite the widow's tax money to sec if  ifs good, 

their swords break. 
The battle was lost , the helmets were paid for. 
Refrain : Is it so? Is it  so? 

SHAUWA ( refrain ) : Yes,  yes, yes ,  yes, yes ifs so. 

AZDAK : Want to hear the rest of it? ( The FI RST I RO N S H I R T  

nods. ) 

S E C O N D  I RONSH I RT ( to SHAUWA ) : Did he teach you that 
song? 

SHAUWA : Yes, only my voice i sn 't very good.  

S E CO:" D I RO:"SHIRT : No . ( To AZDAK : )  Go Oil s ing i ng. 
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AZDA K ;  The second verse i s  abou t the peace . ( He sings. ) 

The o!Ti ccs arc packed , the st re e ts ovcrf1ow with 
offici als .  

The rivers j ump the i r  banks and ravage the fields .  
Those who cannot let  down the i r  own trousers ru l e 

count ries . 
They can ' t  count up to four, but they devour e igh t 

cou rses.  
The corn farmers ,  l ook ing round for buyers , see only 

the s ta rving .  
The weave rs g o  home from their  looms in rags. 
Refrain : ls it so? ]s it so? 

SHAUWA (refrain ) :  Yes, yes,  yes , yes, yes it's so. 

AZDA K :  

That ' s  why our sons d o n ' t  bleed a n y  m o r e ,  that's why 
our daughters don 't  wee p.  

That's why onl y  the s laughterhouse cattle have blood 
i n  their vein s,  

And on ly the wil lows shed tears by Lake Urmia 
toward morning. 

FIRST JRo:--.rsHIRT : Are you going to sing that song here in 
town? 

AZDAK : Sure. What's wrong with i t? 

FIRST IRO:"SH I RT :  Have you not iced that the sky's gett ing 
red? ( Turning round, AZDAK sees t h e  sky red 1rith 
fire. ) It's the people's qu a rters on the ou tsk i rts of 
town .  The carpet weavers have caught the " Persi an 
S ickness , "  too. And they've been asking if Prince 
Kazbeki isn't eating too many cou rses .  TI1 i s  morning 
they strung up the city j udge . As for us we beat them 
to pulp. We we re paid one hundred pi asters per man, 
you u nderstand? 
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AZDAK (after a pause) : I understand. ( He glances shyly 
round and, creeping away, sits down in a corner, his 
head in his hands . )  

IRONSHIRTS ( to each other) : I f  there ever was a trouble­
maker it's him. 

-He must've come to the capital to fish in the 
troubled waters. 

SHAUWA : Oh, I don't think he's a really bad character, 
gentlemen . Steals a few chickens here and there. And 
maybe a rabbit. 

SECOND IRONSHIRT (approaching AZDAK ) : Came to fish in 
the troubled waters , huh? 

AZDAK ( looking up ) : I don't know why I came. 

SECOND IRONSHIRT : Are you in with the carpet weavers 
maybe? (AZDAK shakes his head. ) How about that 
song? 

AZDAK : From my grandfather. A silly and ignorant man. 

SECOND IRONSHIRT : Right. And how about the dyer who 
paid the wages? 

AZDAK (muttering ) : That was in Persia. 

FIRST IRONSHIRT : And this denouncing of yourself? Be­
cause you didn't hang the Grand Duke with your 
own hands? 

AZDAK : Didn't I tell you I let him run? (He creeps farther 
away and sits on tlze floor. ) 

SHAUWA : I can swear to that : he let him mn. 

The IRONSffiRTS burst out laughing and slap SHAUWA 
on the back. AZDAK laughs loudest. They slap AZDAK 

too, and unchain him.  They all start drinking as tlze 
FAT PRINCE enters with a young man. 
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FIRST IRONSI I I RT ( to AZDAK, pointing at the FAT PRINCE ) : 
Thae's your "new age " for you ! (More laughter. )  

FAT PRINC E :  Well, my friends, what i s  there t o  laugh about? 
Permit me a serious word. Yesterday morning the 
Princes of G rusinia over t hrew the warmongering gov­
ernment of the Grand D uke and did away with his 
Governors. Unfortunately the Grand Duke himself 
escaped. In this fateful hour our carpet weavers, those 
eternal troublem akers,  had the e ffrontery to stir up 
a rebellion and hang the universally loved city judge, 
our dear Illo Orbeliani .  Ts-ts-ts. My friends, we 
need peace, peace, peace in G rusinia ! And justice ! 
So I 've brought along my dear nephew Bizergan 
Kazbeki. He'll be the new j udge, hm? A very gifted 
fellow. What do you s ay? I want your opinion. Let 
the people decide ! 

SECOND IRONSHIRT : Does this mean we elect the judge? 

FAT PRINCE : Precisely. Let the people propose some very 
gifte d  fellow ! Confer among yourselves,  my friends. 
( The IRONSHIRTS confer . )  Don't worry, my little fox.  
The job's yours.  And when we catch the G rand Duke 
we won't have to kiss this rabble's ass any longer. 

IRONSHIRTS ( among themselves ) : 

-Very funny : they're wetting their pants because 
they haven't caught the Grand Duke . 
-When the outlook isn't so bright, they s ay :  "My 
friends ! "  and "Let the people decid e ! "  
-Now h e  even wants j ustice for Grusinia! But fun 
is fun as long as it lasts ! (Pointing at AZDAK. ) He 
knows all about justice . Hey, rascal, would you like 
this nephew fellow to be the judge? 

AZDAK : Are you asking me? You're not asking me?! 

FIRST IRONSHIRT : Why not? Anything for a laugh! 
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AZDAK : You'd like to test him to the marrow, correct? 
Have you a criminal on hand? An experienced one? 
So the candidate can show what he knows? 

SECOND IRONSHIRT : Let's see . We do have a couple of 
doctors downstairs . Let's use them. 

AZDAK : Oh, no, that's no good, we can't take real criminals 
till we're sure the judge will be appointed.  He may 
be dumb, but he must be appointed, or the law is 
violated. And the law is a sensitive organ. It's like the 
spleen, you mustn't hit it-that would be fatal . Of 
course you can hang those two without violating the 
law, because there was no judge in the vicinity . But 
judgment, when pronounced, must be pronounced 
with absolute gravity-it's all such nonsense. Sup­
pose, for instance, a judge jails a woman-let's say 
she's stolen a com cake to feed her child-and this 
judge isn't wearing his robes-or maybe he's scratch­
ing himself while passing sentence and half his body 
is uncovered-a man's thigh will itch once in a while 
-the sentence this judge passes is a disgrace and the 
law is violated.  In short it would be easier for a 
judge's robe and a judge's hat to pass judgment than 
for a man with no robe and no hat. If you don't treat 
it with respect, the law just disappears on you. Now 
you don't try out a bottle of wine by offering it to a 
dog; you'd only lose your wine. 

FIRST IRONSHIRT : Then what do you suggest, hairsplitter? 

AZDAK : I'll be the defendant. 

FIRST IRONSHIRT : You? (He bursts out laughing. )  

FAT PRINCE : What have you decided? 

FIRST IRONSHIRT : We've decided to stage a rehearsal . Our 
friend here will be the defendant. Let the candidate be 
the judge and sit there. 
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FAT P R I N C E :  It is n ' t custom ary. but why not? ( To the 
N F P I I EW : ) A m e re fo rm a l i ty.  m y  l i t t le  fox .  \\'hat 
have I taught you? Who got the re f irst-the s low 
ru n n e r  or t h e  fast? 

N E P H E W :  The s i le n t r u n n e r ,  Uncle A rsen . 

The N E P H E W takes the chair . The J RO:\'S I I I RTS and the 
FAT P R I :-I C E  sit on the steps. En ter AZDA K .  mimick ing 
the gait of tlze Grand Duke.  

AZDAK ( in the Grand Duke's accell l ) : I s  any h e re knows 
m e ?  Am G rand Duke .  

I RO N S I I I R TS :  

- What i s  he? 
-The G rand Duke.  He k nows him, too. 
-Fine. So get o n  w i th the t r i al . 

AZDA K : Liste n !  A m  accused i n s t igat ing w a r? R id icu lous !  
Am say i ng rid icu lous ! That  e nough? I f  not ,  have 
brought l awyers . Bel icve llve h u n d red.  ( He f 'Oin ts 
behind him , pretending to be suiTOIIIuled by law­

yas. ) Requis i t ion al l  ava i l able scats fo r lawyers!  
( The I R O N S I I I R TS [auglz; the F A T  P R I N C E  joins in . )  

N E P H EW ( to the I RO N S H I R T S ) : You real ly w i sh me to t ry 
th is case? I li nd it rather u n usual . From the taste 
angle, 1 mean. 

F I RS T  I RO N S H I R T : Let 's go ! 

F A T  P R I N C E  (smiling ) :  Let h im have i t ,  my l i t t le  fox !  

N E P H E W :  A l l  r igh t .  Peopk of G ru s i n i a ve r s u s  G ra n d  D u k e .  
Defendant ,  what h ave you got to say fo r yo urse l f? 

AZD,\ K :  Plenty.  Nat u ra l ly ,  have read wa r lost . Only  started 
on the adv ice of patriots.  L ike U ndc Arscn Kazbe k i . 
Call  Unde A rse n as witness.  
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FAT P R I NC E  ( to the ! RO N S HI RTS, delightedly ) :  What a 
madcap!  

N E P H E W :  Mot ion rejec ted. One cannot be arra igned for 
dec laring a war, which eve ry ruler h a s  to do once in a 
wh i le , but on ly for running a war badly.  

AZDAK : Rubbish! Did not run it at al l !  Had it run !  Had 
it run by Princes ! Natura l ly, they messed it up. 

N E P H E W :  Do you by any chance deny having been com­
mander-in-chief? 

AZDAK : Not at a l l !  Always was commander-in-ch ief. At 
birth shouted at wet nurse. Was trained d rop tu rds 
in toi l et , grew accustomed to command . A iways com­
manded officials rob my cash box. Officers flog sol­
diers only on command. Landowners sleep with 
peasan ts' wives only on strictest command. Uncle 
Arse n here grew h is be lly at my command ! 

IRONSHI RTS (clapping) :  He 's good! Long l ive the Grand 
Duke !  

FAT P RINC E : Answe r  h im ,  my l ittle fox : I ' m  with you. 

N E P H E W : I shal l  answe r h im accord ing to the dignity of 
the l aw. Defendant, preserve the d ign ity of the law ! 

AZDAK : Agreed . Command you proceed with trial !  

N E P H E W : I t  i s  not your  p lace t o  command me. You cla i m  
t h a t  t h e  Princes forced y o u  to declare war. How can 
you c lai m ,  then , that they-e r- ' 'me ssed it up"? 

AZDAK : Did not send enough people.  Embezz led funds. 
Sent  sick horse s .  D u ring attack, drinking in whore­
house.  Ca ll Uncle A rscn as witness . 

N E P H E W :  A rc you mak i ng the out rageous suggest ion that 
the Princes of th is co u n t ry did not fight? 
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AZDAK : No. P rinces fought .  Fought for war contracts . 

FAT PRINCE (jumping up ) : That 's too m uch ! This man 
talks l ike a carpet weaver !  

AZDAK : Really? Told nothing but truth. 

FAT P RI NC E : H ang him !  Hang him ! 

FIRST IRONSHIRT (pulling the PRINCE down ) : Keep quiet ! 
Go on, Excellency ! 

N E PHEW : Quiet !  I now render a verdict : You must be 
hanged! By the neck ! Having lost war! 

AZDAK : Young man,  se riously advise not fall  publ icly into 
jerky clipped speech. Cannot be watchdog if howl 
like wolf. Got it? If people realize Princes speak same 
language as G rand Duke, m ay hang G rand Duke and 
Princes, huh? By the way, m ust overrule verdict. 
Reason? War lost , but not for Princes .  Princes won 
their war. Got 3 , 8 6 3 ,000 piasters for horses not 
delivered , 8 , 240,000 piasters for food supplies not 
produced. Are therefore victors.  War lost only for 
Grusinia , which is not present in this court. 

FAT PRINCE : I think that will do, my friends .  ( To AZDAK : )  
You can with d raw, funny man .  ( To the m o :-� s H IRTs : ) 
You may now ratify the new j u dge' s  appoin tment , my 
friends. 

FIRST IRONSHIRT : Yes , we can. Take down the judge's 
gown.  ( One IRONSH I R T  climbs on the back of the 
other, pulls the gown off the hanged man. ) ( To the 
N E P H EW : ) Now you run away so the right ass can 
get on the right chair . ( To AZDAK : )  Step forward !  Go 
to the judge 's  seat!  Now sit in  it !  (AZDAK steps up, 
bows, and sits down . ) The j udge was always a rascal !  
Now the rascal shall be a judge ! ( The judge's gown 
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is placed round his shoulders, the hat on his head. ) 
And what a judge! 

SINGER : 

And there was civil war in the land. 
The mighty were not safe. 
And Azdak was made a j udge by the lronshirts. 
And Azdak remained a judge for two years. 

SINGER AND CHORUS : 

When the towns were set afire 
And rivers of blood rose higher and higher, 
Cockroaches crawled out of every crack. 
And the court was full of schemers 
And the church of foul blasphemers. 
In the j udge's cassock sat Azdak. 

AZDAK sits in the judge's chair, peeling an apple. 
SHAUW A is sweeping out the hall. On one side an 
INVALID in a wheelchair. Opposite, a young man ac­
cused of blackmail. A n  IRONSHIRT stands guard, hold­
ing the lronshirts' banner. 

AZDAK : In consideration of the large number of cases , the 
Court today will hear two cases at a time . Before I 
open the proceedings, a short announcement-! ac­
cept. (He stretches out his hand. The BLACKMAILER 
is the only one to produce any money. He hands it 
to AZDAK. ) I reserve the right to punish one of the 
parties for contempt of court. ( He glances at the 
INVALID. ) You ( to the DOCTOR ) are a doctor, and 
you ( to the INVALID ) are bringing a complaint against 
him. Is the doctor responsible for your condition? 

INVALID : Yes.  I had a stroke on his account. 

AZDAK : That would be professional negligence. 

INVALID : Worse than negligence . I gave this man money 
for his studies .  So far, he hasn't paid me back a cent. 
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It was when I heard he was treating a patient free that 
1 had my stroke . 

AZDAK : Rightly. ( To a LIMPING MAN : ) And what are you 

doing here? 

LIMPING MAN : I'm the patient, Your Honor. 

AZDAK : He treated your leg for nothing? 

LIMPING MAN : The wrong leg! My rheumatism was in the 
left leg, he operated on the right. That's why 1 limp. 

AZDAK : And you were treated free? 

INVALID : A five-hundred-piaster operation free ! For noth­

ing! For a God-bless-you!  And I paid for this man's 
studies !  ( To the DOCTOR : ) Did they teach you to 
operate free? 

DOCTOR : Your Honor, it is the custom to demand the fee 
before the operation, as the patient is more willing 
to pay before an operation than after. Which is only 
human. In the case in question 1 was conv inced , when 
1 started the operation, that my servant had already 
received the fee . In this I was mistaken. 

INVALID : He was mistaken!  A good doctor doesn't make 
mistakes !  He exan1ines before he operates!  

AZDAK : That's right : ( To SHAUWA : ) Public Prosecutor, 
what's the other case about? 

SHAUWA ( busily sweeping) : Blackmail. 

BLACKMAILER : High Court of Justice , I'm innocent. I only 
wanted to find out from the landowner concerned if 
he really had raped his niece . He informed me very 
politely that this was not the case, and gave me the 
money only so I could pay for my uncle's studies. 

AZDAK : Hm. ( To the DOCTOR : )  You, on the other hand, 
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can cite n o  extenuating circumstances for your of­
fense, huh? 

DOCTOR : Except that to err is human. 

AZDAK : And you are aware that in money matters a good 
doctor is a highly responsible person? I once heard 
of a doctor who got a thousand piasters for a sprained 
finger by remarking that sprains have something to 
do with blood circulation, which after all a less good 
doctor might have overlooked, and who, on another 
occasion made a real gold mine out of a somewhat 
disordered gall bladder, he treated it with such loving 
care . You have no excuse, Doctor. The com mer­
chant Uxu had his son study medicine to get some 
knowledge of trade, our medical schools are so good. 
( To the BLACKMAILER : ) What's the landowner's 
name? 

SHAUWA : He doesn't want it mentioned. 

AZDAK : In that case I will pass j udgment. The Court con­
siders the blackmail proved. And you ( to the IN­
VALID ) are sentenced to a fine of one thousand 

piasters. If you have a second stroke, the doctor will 
have to treat you free.  Even if he has to amputate . 
( To the LIMPING MAN : ) As compensation, you will 
receive a bottle of rubbing alcohol. ( To the BLACK­
MAI LER : )  You are sentenced to hand over half the 
proceeds of your deal to the Public Prosecutor to 
keep the landowner's name secret. You are advised, 
moreover, to study medicine-you seem well suited 
to that calling. ( To the DOCTOR : ) You have perpe­
trated an unpardonable error in the practice of your 
profession : you are acquitted .  Next cases !  

SING E R  A N D  CHORUS : 

Men won't do much for a shilling. 
For a pound they may be willing. 
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For twenty pounds the verdict's in the sack. 
As for the many, all too many, 
Those who"ve only got a penny-
They've one single, sole recourse : Azdak. 

Enter AZDAK from the caravansary on the highroad, 
followed by an old bearded INNKEEPER. The judge's 
chair is carried by a stableman and SHAUWA . A n  IRON­
SHIRT, with a banner, takes up his position. 

AZDAK : Put me down . Then we'll get some air, maybe even 
a good stiff breeze from the lemon grove there . It 
docs justice good to be done in the open : the wind 
blows her skirts up and you can see what she's got . 
Shauwa, we've been eating too much. These official 
journeys are exhausting. ( To the INNKEEPER : ) It's a 
question of your daughter-in-law? 

INNKEEPER : Your Worship, it's a question of the family 
honor. I wish to bring an action on behalf of my son, 
who's away on business on the other side the moun­
tain. This is the offending stableman, and here's my 
daughter-in-law. 

Enter the DAUGHTER-IN-LAW, a voluptuous wench. 
She is veiled. 

AZDAK (sitting down ) : I accept. (Sighing, the INNKEEPER 
hands him some money. ) Good. Now the formalities 
are disposed of. This is a case of rape? 

INNKE EPER : Your Honor, I caught the fellow in the act. 
Ludovica was in the straw on the stable floor. 

AZDAK : Quite right, the stable. Lovely horses ! I specially 
l iked the little roan. 

INNKEE PER : The first thing I did, of course, was to ques­
tion Ludovica. On my son's behalf. 

AZDAK (seriously) : I said I specially liked the little roan. 
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INNKEEPER ( coldly ) : Really? Ludovica confessed the 
stableman took her against her will. 

AZDAK : Take your veil off, Ludovica. (She does so. ) 
Ludovica, you please the Court. Tell us how it 
happened. 

LUDOVICA (well schooled) : When I entered the stable to 
see the new foal the stableman said to me on his 
own accord : "I t's hot today !" and laid his hand on 
my left breast. I said to him : "Don't do that !"  But 
he continued to handle me indecently, which provoked 
my anger. Before I realized his sinful intentions, he 
got much closer. It  was all over when my father-in-law 
entered and accidentally trod on me. 

INNKE EPER (explaining) :  On my son's behalf. 

AZDAK ( to the STABLEMAN ) : You admit you started it? 

STABLEMAN : Yes. 

AZDAK : Ludovica, you like to eat sweet things? 

LUDOVICA : Yes, sunflower seeds!  

AZDAK : You like to lie a long time in the bathtub? 

LUDOVICA : Half an hour or SO. 

AZDAK : Public Prosecutor, drop your knife-there on the 
ground. ( SHAUWA does so. ) Ludovica, pick up that 
knife . ( LUDOVICA, swaying her hips, does so. ) See 
that? (He points at her. ) The way it moves? The rape 
is now proven.  By eating too much-sweet things , 
especially-by lying too long in warm water, by lazi­
ness and too soft a skin, you have raped that unfor­
tunate man . Think you can run around with a behind 
like that and get away with it in court? This is a 
case of intentional assault with a dangerous weapon ! 
You are sentenced to hand over to the Court the little 
roan which your father liked to ride • ·on his son's 
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behalf." And now, come with me to the stables, so 
the Court can inspect the scene of the crime, Ludovica. 

SINGER AND CHORUS : 

When the sharks the sharks devour 
Little fishes have their hour. 
For a while the load is off their back. 
On Grusinia's highways faring 
Fixed-up scales of justice bearing 
Strode the poor man's magistrate : Azdak. 

And he gave to the forsaken 
All that from the rich he'd taken.  
And a bodyguard of roughnecks was Azdak's. 
And our good and evil man, he 
Smiled upon Grusinia's Granny. 
His emblem was a tear in sealing wax. 

All mankind should love each other 
But when visiting your brother 
Take an ax along and hold it fast. 
Not in theory but in practice 
Miracles are wrought with axes 
And the age of miracles is not past. 

AZDAK's judge's chair is in a tavern. Three rich 
FARMERS stand before AZDAK. SHAUWA brings him 
wine . In a corner stands an OLD P EASANT WOMAN. In 
the open doorway, and outside, stand villagers looking 
on. An IRONSHIRT stands guard with a banner. 

AZDAK: The Public Prosecutor has the floor. 

SHAUWA : It concerns a cow. For five weeks, the defendant 
has had a cow in her stable , the property of the 
farmer Suru. She was also found to be in possession 
of a stolen ham, and a number of cows belonging to 
Shutoff were killed after he asked the defendant to 
pay the rent on a piece of land. 
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FARMERS ;  

-It's a matter of m y  ham, Your Honor. 
-It's a matter of my cow, Your Honor. 
-It's a matter of my land, Your Honor. 

AZDAK : Well, Granny, what have you got to say to all this? 

OLD WOMAN : Your Honor, one night toward morning, 
five weeks ago, there was a knock at my door, and 
outside stood a bearded man with a cow. "My dear 
woman," he said, "I am the miracle-working Saint 
B anditus and because your son has been killed in 
the war, I bring you this cow as a souvenir. Take good 
care of it." 

FARMERS ; 

-The robber, Irakli, Your Honor! 
-Her brother-in-law, Your Honor! 
-The cow-thief! 
-The incendiary ! 
-He must be beheaded ! 

Outside, a woman screams. The crowd grows restless, 
retreats. Enter the BANDIT lrakli with a huge ax. 

BANDIT : A very good evening, dear friends ! A glass of 
vodka! 

FARMERS ( crossing themselves) :  Irakli ! 

AZDAK : Public Prosecutor, a glass of vodka for our guest. 
And who are you? 

BANDIT : I'm a wandering hermit, Your Honor. Thanks for 
the gracious gift. (He empties the glass which SHAUWA 
has brought. ) Another! 

AZDAK : I am Azdak. (He gets up and bows. The BANDIT 
also bows. ) The Court welcomes the foreign hermit. 
Go on with your story, Granny. 
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OLD WOMAN : Your Honor, that first n ight I didn't yet 
know Saint B anditus could work mi racles, it was only 
the cow. But one night , a few days later, the farmer's 
servants came to take the cow away again. Then they 
turned round in front of my door and went off with­
out the cow. And bumps as big as a fist sprouted 
on their heads.  So I knew that Saint B anditus had 
changed their hearts and turned them into friendly 
people. 

The BANDIT roars with laughter. 

FIRST FARMER : l know what changed them. 

AZDAK : That's fine . You can tell us later. Continue. 

OLD WOMAN : Your Honor, the next one to become a good 
man was the farmer Shutoff-a devil, as everyone 
knows. But Saint Banditus arranged it so he let me 
off the rent on the little piece of land. 

SECOND FARMER : Because my cows were killed in the field. 

The BANDIT laughs. 

OLD WOMAN (answering AZDAK's sign to continue ) : Then 
one morning the ham came flying in at my window. It 
hit me in the small of the back. I'm still lame, Your 
Honor, look. (She limps a few steps. The BANDIT 
laughs . ) Your Honor, was there ever a time when a 
poor old woman could get a ham without a miracle? 

The BANDIT starts sobbing. 

AZDAK (rising from his chair ) : Granny, that's a que stion 
that strikes straight at the Court's heart. Be so kind 
as to sit  here .  ( Tize OLD WOMAN, hesitating, sits in the 
judge's chair. ) 

AZDAK (sits on the floor, glass in hand, reciting) :  

Granny 
We could almost call you G ranny Grusinia 
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The Woebegone 
The Be reaved M othe r 
Whose sons h ave gone to war. 
Rece iving the present of a cow 
She bursts out crying . 
When she is be aten 
She remains hopeful . 
When she's not beaten 
She's s urprised. 
On us 
Who arc already damned 
M ay you rende r a merciful verdict 
G ranny Grusinia !  

I 1 07 

( Bellowing at the F A R M E RS : ) Admit you don't be­
lkve in  m iracles, you ath eists ! Each of you is sen­
tenced to pay five h undred piasters ! For godlessness ! 
Get out !  ( The FAR M E RS slink out. ) And you G ranny, 
and you ( to the BANDIT ) pious man,  empty a p itcher 
of wine with the Public Prosecutor and Azdak!  

SINGER AND CHORUS : 

And he broke the rules to save them. 
B roken l aw l ike bread he gave them, 
B rough t them to shore upon his  crooked back. 
At long last the poor and lowly 
Had someone who was not too holy 
To be bribed by empty h ands : Azdak. 

For two years it was h is pleasure 
To give the beasts of prey short meas u re :  
H e  became a wolf to fight the pack . 
From All  Hallows to All  Hal lows 
On h is chair  beside the gal lows 
Dispens ing j ustice in  h is  fashion sat Azdak. 

SING E R : 
But the era of disorder  came to an e nd.  
The Grand Duke rcturneJ.  
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The Governor's wife returned. 
A trial was held. 
Many died. 
The people's  quarters burned anew. 
And fear seized Azdak. 

ADZAK's judge's chair stands again in the court of 
justice . AZDAK sits on the floor, shaving and talking 
to SHAL'WA. Noises outside. In the rear the FAT 
PRe\CE's head is carried by on a lance. 

AZDAK : Shauwa, the days of your slavery are numbered, 
maybe even the minute s .  For a long time now I have 
held you in the iron curb of reason, and it has torn 
your mouth till it bleeds.  I have lashed you with 
reasonable arguments, I have manhandled you 'i'oith 
logic.  You are by nature a weak man, and if one 
slyly throws an argument in your path, you have to 
snap it up, you can't resist. It is your nature to lick 
the hand of some superior being. B ut superior beings 
can be of ve ry different kinds. And now, with your lib­
eration , you will soon be able to follow your natural 
inclin ations, which are low. You will be able to fol­
low your infallible instinct, which teache s you to plant 
your fat heel on the face s of men. Gone is the era of 
confusion and disorder, which I find described in the 
Song of Chaos.  Let us now sing that song together in 
memory of those terrible days . Sit down and don't 
do violence to the music.  Don't be afraid. It sounds all 
right. And it h as a fine refrain. (He sings. ) 

THE SONG OF CHA OS 

Sister, hide your face ! Brother, take your knife ! 
The times are out of joint ! 
Big men are full of complaint 
And small men full of joy. 
The city says : 
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uLet us driw the mi ghtv from our midst ! "  
Offices are raided . Lists o f  serfs are destroyed . 
They have set � l aste r's nose to the grindstone. 
They who J ived in the dark have seen the l ight . 
The ebony poor box is broken.  
Sesnem *  wood is s awed up for beds . 
\Yho had no bre ad have full barns . 
Who begged for alm s  of corn now me te it out. 

SHAt'WA (refrain ) :  Oh, oh, oh, oh. 

AZDAK ( refrain ) : 
\\'here are you , General , where are you? 
Please , ple ase , please, re store orde r !  
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The nobleman's son can no longer be recognized; 
The lady's child becomes the so� of her sla;·e-girl 
The councilors meet in a shed.  
Once,  this man was b arely allowed to sleep on the wall ;  
�0\\·. h e  stretches h i s  limbs in a bed. 
Once, this man rowed a boat ; now. he owns ships .  
Their owner looks for them,  but they 're his no longer. 
Fh·e men are sent on a j ourney by their master. 
' ·Go yourself; ' they say, • ·we h ave arrived . " 

SHAt'WA (refrain ) :  Oh, oh, oh, oh. 

AZDAK (refrain ) :  
\\'here are you , General , where are you? 
�ease . pkase_ .pl��-, --restore -order! 

" I  do not know what kind of wood th is i s ,  so I have left 
the word exac t ly  as i t  stands in th e German ori gin a l .  The song 
is based on an Egypt i a n  papyrus which B recht ci tes as such i n  
his  e,;say. " F i v e  D i tlic ul t ies  i n  the \\'ri t i n g:  of the Truth." I 
sh ou l d  t h i n k  h e  must  have come across it in Adolf Erman 's 
D ie L ireratur der A egyprer. 1 9 2 3 ,  p. 1 3 0 ff. Erm an too gives 
the  word as Ses n e m .  The same pap yrus is q uoted i n  Karl  
J aspers ·  .\fan in the .\ loclem A !?e ( A nchor ed i t ion . pp. I S - 1 9 )  
but  without the sentence about the Scs nem wood .-E . B .  
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Yes. so it m ight  h ave bee n ,  h ad orde r bee n neglected 
m uc h  longe r . But now the G ra n d  D u k e  has ret u rned 
to the capita l .  and the Pe rs ians  h ave le n t  h i m  an army 
to restore orde r with .  The IX!Op lc 's q u arters arc al­
re ady aflam e .  Go and get me the big book I always 
s i t  o n .  ( SI IAUWA brings the big book from the judge's 

chair. AZDA K opem it. ) Th is i s  the Statute  Book and 
I 've a lways used i t ,  as you can test ify .  Now I 'd 
bette r look in t h i s  book and sec wh at they ca n do 
to m e .  I 've let  the down-and-outs get away with 
m u rder, and I ' l l  have to pay for i t .  I he l ped pove rty 
onto its s k i n n y  legs, so they 'l l h ang me for drunken­
ness . I peeped i n to the rich man's  pocket,  which is  
bad taste . And I can't hide anywhe re--everybody 
knows me because I 've he lped everybody. 

S HAUWA : Someonc's com i n g !  

AZDAK ( in panic, he walks trem bling to the chair) : Tt's 
the end.  A n d  now they 'd enjoy see ing what a G reat 
Man I am. I 'l l  deprive them of that pleasu re .  I ' l l  beg 
on my knees for me rcy . Sp i tt le w i l l  slobber down 
my chi n .  The fe ar of death i s  i n  me . 

Enter Nate/It! A bashwili, the GOV E RNOR 's W I F E ,  fo/­
[ol l 'ed by the ADJ U TA N T  and an I RONSH I RT,  

GOVE RNOR 's WI F E : What sort of a creature is that ,  Shal va? 

AZDAK : A wil l ing one, Your H ighness,  a m a n  ready to 
ob l ige . 

ADJ UTA N T : Natc l l a  Abashwi l i , wife of the late Governor, 
has j ust re turned . She is looking for h e r two-yea r-old 
son, Michae l .  She has  been i n formed that the chi ld  
was carr ied ofT  to the m o u n t a i n s  by a forme r serva n t .  

AZDA K : The ch i ld  w i l l be b rought back, Your H ighness , 
at your se rvice . 
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ADJUTANT : They say that the person in question is pass­
ing it off as her own. 

AZDAK : She will be beheaded, Your Highness, at your 
service. 

ADJUTANT : That is all. 

GOVERNOR'S WIFE ( leaving) : I don't like that man. 

AZDAK (following her to door, bowing) : At your service, 
Your Highness, it will all be arranged. 



THE CHALK CIRCLE 

SINGE R :  

Hear  now the story o f  the trial 
Conce rn ing Governor Abashwil i ' s  ch i ld  
And the dete rmi nation of the t rue  mother 
By the famous test of the Chalk Circle.  

Law court in Nuka. IRO:-:SHI RTS lead 1\ I I C HA E L  across 

stage and out at the back. I RO:-ISHI RTS hold G R USHA 
back with their lances under the gateway un til the 
child has been led through . Then she is admitted. She 
is accompanied by the former Governor's cooK. Dis­
tant noises and a fire-red sky. 

GRUSHA ( trying to hide ) : He's brave, he can wash himself 
now. 

cooK : You're l ucky.  I t's not a real j udge . It's Azdak, a 
drunk who doesn' t  k n ow what he's  doing. The biggest 
th ie ves h ave got by th rough him.  Because he ge ts 
everyth i n g  m i xed up and the rich neve r  o!Tcr him 
b ig enough bribes ,  the l i ke of us sometimes do pretty 
wd l .  

G R USHA : I need luck righ t now. 

COOK : Touch wood . ( Sire crosses herself. ) I 'd bette r offe r  
u p  another p raye r th at the j udge m a y  b e  d ru nk . ( Size 
prays with motionless lips, while G R USHA looks around, 
in vain , for tire child. ) Why m ust you ho ld  on to it 
at :my price i f  i t  i sn 't yours? ln days like these? 

1 1 2 
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GRUSHA : He's mine. I brought him up. 

cooK : Have you never thought what'd happen when she 
came back? 

GRUSHA : At first I thought I'd give him to her. Then I 
thought she wouldn't come back. 

COOK : And even a borrowed coat keeps a man warm, hm? 
( GRUSHA nods. ) I'll swear to anything for you. You're 
a decent girl. (She sees the soldier Sil\10N SHASHAVA 
approaching. ) You've done wrong by Simon, though. 
I've been talking with him . He just can't understand. 

GRUSHA ( unaware of SIMON's presence ) : Right now I can't 
be bothered whether he understands or not ! 

COOK : He knows the child isn't yours, but you married 
and not free "till death you do part''-he can't 
understand that. 

GRUSHA sees SIMON and greets him. 

SIMON (gloomily ) : I wish the lady to know I will swear 
I am the father of the child. 

GRUSHA ( low) : Thank you, Simon. 

SIMON : At the same time I wish the lady to know my 
hands are not tied-nor are hers. 

cooK : You needn't have said that. You know she's married .  

SIMON : And i t  needs no rubbing in.  

Enter an I RONSHIRT. 

IRONSHIRT : Whcre's  the judge? Has anyone seen the j udge? 

ANOTHER  I RONSHI RT (s tepping forward ) :  The j udge i sn ' t  
here ye t .  Nothing but a bed and a pi tche r in the 
who le house ! 

Exeunt I RONSHIRTS. 
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cooK : I hope nothing has happened to him. With any 
other judge you'd have as much chance as a chicken 
has teeth. 

GRUSHA ( who has turned away and covered her face ) : 
Stand in front of me. I shouldn't have come to Nuka. 
If I run into the Ironshirt, the one I hit over the 
head . . .  

She screams. A n  IRONSHIRT had stopped and, turning 
his back, had been listening to her. He now wheels 
around. It is the CORPORAL, and he has a huge scar 
across his face. 

IRONSHIRT ( in the gateway ) : What's the matter, Shotta? 
Do you know her? 

CORPORAL (after staring for some time ) : No. 

IRONSHIRT : She's the one who stole the Abashwili child, 
or so they say. If you know anything about it you 
can make some money, Shotta. 

Exit the CORPORAL, cursing. 

COOK : Was it him? ( GRUSHA nods . )  I think he'll keep his 
mouth shut, or he'd be admitting he was after the 
child. 

GRUSHA : I 'd almost forgotten him. 

Enter the GOVERNOR'S WIFE,  followed by the ADJU­
TANT and two LA WYERS. 

GOVERNoR's WIFE : At least there are no common people 
here, thank God . I can't stand their smell. It always 
gives me migraine. 

FIRST LAWYER : Madam, I must ask you to be careful what 
you say until we have another j udge. 

GOVERNOR's WIFE : But I didn't say anything, Illo Shubol-
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adze . I Jove the people with their s imple  st raight­
forward m i nds.  It's only that their smell b rings on 
my migraine. 

S E COND LAWYE R :  There won 't be m any spectators. The 
whole p opulation is si tting at home behind locked 
doors because of the riots in the people's quarters. 

GOV E RNOR
'
S WI F E  ( looking at GR USHA ) : Js that the 

cre ature? 

FIRST LAWYER :  Please, most gracious N atella Abashwil i ,  
abstain from invective unti l  it is certain the Grand 
Duke has appointed a new judge and we're rid of 
the present one,  who's about the lowest fellow ever 
seen in j udge 's gown. Things are all set to move, you 
see. 

Enter IRO"-' S H I R T S  from the courtyard. 

cooK : Her G race would pull your hair  out on the spot if 
she didn't know Azdak is for the poor. He goes by 
the face . 
IRO:\'SHIRTS begin fastening a rope to a beam . AZDAK, 

in chains, is led in, followed by SHAUWA, also in 
chains. The three F A R :\ I E R S  bring up the rear. 

AN I R ONSHI R T : Trying to run away, were you? (He strikes 
AZDA K . ) 

o;o.; E FAR:\I E R : Off with his j udge's gown before we string 
him up!  

! R O N  SHIRTS and FAR M E R S  tear of/ A zdak's gown.  His 
torn underwear is visible. Then someone kicks him .  

A ;o.;  I RONS fliRT (pushing h im into someone else ) : Want a 
load of j ustice? Here it i s !  

A ccompanied b y  shou ts of  "You take i t ! "  and "Let 
me h ave him, Brother ! "  they throw AZDA K back and 
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forth until he collapses. Then he is lifted up and 
dragged under the noose. 

GOVERNOR'S WIFE ( who, during this "ballgame," has 
clapped her hands hysterically ) : I disliked that man 
from the moment I first saw him. 

AZDAK (covered with blood, pallting) : I can't see. Give 
me a rag . 

AN IRONSHIRT : What is it you want to see? 

AZDAK : You, you dogs ! (He wipes the blood out of his 
eyes with his shirt. ) Good morning, dogs ! How goes 
it, dogs! How's the dog world? Does it smell good? 
Got another boot for me to lick? Are you back at 
each other's throats, dogs? 

A ccompanied by a CORPORAL, a dust-covered RIDER 
enters. He takes some documents from a leather case, 
looks at them, then interrupts. 

RIDER : Stop ! I bring a dispatch from the Grand Duke, con­
taining the latest appointments . 

CORPORAL (bellowing) :  Atten-shun! 

RIDER : Of the new judge it says : "We appoint a man whom 
we have to thank for saving a life indispensable to 
the country's welfare-a certain Azdak of Nuka." 
Which is he? 

SHAUWA (pointing ) :  That's him, Your Excellency. 

CORPORAL ( bellowing) :  What's going on here? 

AN IRONSHIRT : I beg to report that His Honor Azdak was 
already His Honor Azdak, but on these farmers' 
denunciation was pronounced the Grand Duke's 
enemy. 

CORPORAL (pointing at the FARMERS ) : March them off! 
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( They are marched of}. They bow all the time. ) See 
to it that His Honor Azdak is exposed to no more 
violence . 

Exeunt RIDE R  and CORPORAL .  

cooK ( to SHAUWA ) : She clapped her hands! I hope he 
saw it! 

FIRST LAWYER : It's a catastrophe. 

AZDAK has fainted. Coming to, he is dressed again in 
judge's robes. He walks, swaying, toward the I RON­

SHIRTS. 

AN IRONSHIRT : What does Your Honor desire? 

AZDAK : Nothing, fellow dogs, or just an occasional boot 
to lick. ( To SHAUWA : ) I pardon you. ( He is un­
chained. )  Get me some red wine, the sweet kind. 
( SHAUWA stumbles off. ) Get out of here, I 've got to 
judge a case. (Exeunt I RONSHIRTS.  SHAUWA returns 
with a pitcher of wine. AZDAK gulps it down . )  Some­
thing for my backside . ( SHAUWA brings the Statute 
Book, puts it on the judge's chair. AZDAK sits on it. ) 
I accept. 

The Prosecutors, among whom a worried council 
has been held, smile with relief. They whisper. 

cooK : Oh dear! 

SIMON : A well can't be filled with dew, they say. 

LAWYERS (approaching AZDAK, who stands up, expect­
antly ) : A quite ridiculous case , Your Honor . The 
accused has abducted a child and refuses to hand it 
over. 

AZDAK (stretching out his hand, glancing at G R USHA ) : A 
most attractive person. (He fingers the money, then 
sits down, satisfied. ) I declare the proceedings open 
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and demand the whole truth. ( To GRUSHA : ) Especially 
from you. 

FIRST LAWYE R :  High Court of Justice ! Blood, as the popu­
lar saying goes, is thicker than water. This old 
adage . . .  

AZDAK ( interrupting ) : The Court wants to know the law­
yers' fee. 

FIRST LAWYER (surprised) :  I beg your pardon? (AZDAK, 
smiling, rubs his thumb and index finger. ) Oh, I see. 
Five hundred piasters, Your Honor, to answer the 
Court's somewhat unusual question . 

AZDAK : Did you hear? The question is unusual . I ask it 
because I listen in quite a different way when I know 
you're good. 

FIRST LAWYER ( bowing) : Thank you, Your Honor. High 
Court of Justice , of all ties the ties of blood are 
strongest. Mother and child-is there a more intimate 
relationship? Can one tear a child from its mother? 
High Court of Justice, she has conceived it in the 
holy ecstasies of love . She has carried it in her womb. 
She has fed it with her blood. She has borne it with 
pain. High Court of Justice,  it has been observed that 
the wild tigress, robbed of her young, roams restless 
through the mountains, shrunk to a shadow. Nature 
herself . . •  

ADZAK ( interrupting, to GRUSHA ) : What's your answer to 
all this and anything else that lawyer might have to 
say? 

GRUSHA : He's mine. 

AZDAK : Is tl1at all? I hope you can prove it. Why should 
I assign the child to you in any case? 

GRUSHA : I brought him up like the priest says "according 
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to my best k nowl edge and con science . "  I al ways 
found him something to eat .  Most of the time he had 
a roof ove r his  head . And I we nt to such trouble  
for him.  1 had expenses too. I didn ' t  look out for  my 
own comfort. I brought the chi ld up to be frie ndly 
with everyone,  and from the begin ning taught him to 
work . As well as he could, that i s .  He 's sti l l  ve ry little . 

FIRST LAWY E R :  Yo ur Honor, it is s ignificant that the gi rl 
herself doesn ' t  claim any t ie of blood between her 
and the child. 

AZDAK : The Court takes note of that. 

FIRST LAWYER : Thank you ,  Your Honor. And now permit 
a woman bowed i n  sorrow-who has a l ready lost her 
husband and now has also to fear the loss of her  child 
-to address a few words to you. The gracious Natella 
Abashwili is . . • 

GOV ER:>IOR
'
s WI F E  ( quietly ) : A most cruel fate, sir, forces 

me to describe to you the tortures  of a be reaved 
mothe r's soul,  the anxiety, the sleepless nights, the . . .  

SECOND LAWY E R ( bursting out) : It's outrageous the way 
this woman is  being treate d !  He r h usband's palace is 
closed to h e r !  The reve n ue of her e states is bl ocked, 
and she is cold-bloodedly told that it's tied to the heir. 
She can't do a thing wi thout that child . She can't  even 
pay her l awyers ! ! ( To the F I RS T  LAWY E R ,  who, des­
perate about this outburst, makes frantic gestures to 
keep him from speaking : )  Dear Il lo Shubol adze ,  
sure ly it  can b e  divulged now that t h e  Abashwili 
e states are at  stake? 

FIRsT LAW Y E R :  Please ,  Honored San dro Obol adze ! We 
agreed . . .  ( To AZDAK : )  Of co u rse it i s  correct that 
the tr ial  wil l a lso decide if  our noble cl ient can take 
ove r the Abash w i l i  estates , which a r c  ra ther exten­
sive . 1 say "also" advisedly, for i n  the foreground 
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stands the human tragedy of a mother, as Natella 
Abashwili very properly explained in the first words of 
her moving statement. Even if Michael Abashwili 
were not heir to the estates, he would still be the 
dearly beloved child of my client. 

AZDAK : Stop ! The Court is touched by the mention of 
estates . It's a proof of human feeling. 

SECOND LAWYE R :  Thanks, Your Honor. Dear Illo Shubol­
adze, we can prove in any case that the woman who 
took the child is not the child's mother. Permit me 
to lay before the Court the bare facts. High Court 
of Justice, by an unfortunate chain of circumstances, 
Michael Abashwili was left behind on that Easter 
Sunday while his mother was making her escape. 
Grusha, a palace kitchen maid, was seen with the 
baby . . .  

cooK : All her mistress was thinking of was what dresses 
she'd take along! 

SECOND LAWYER (unmoved) : Nearly a year later Grusha 
turned up in a mountain village with a baby and 
there entered into the state of matrimony with 

AZDAK : How'd you get to that mountain village? 

GRUSHA : On foot, Your Honor. And he was mine. 

SIMON : I'm the father, Your Honor. 

COOK : I used to look after it for them, Your Honor. For 
five piasters. 

SECOND LAWY E R : This man is engaged to Grusha, High 
Court of J ustice : his testimony is suspect. 

AZDAK : Are you the man she married in the mountain 

village? 
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AZDAK ( to GRUSHA ) : Why? (Pointing a t  SIMON. ) Is he no 
good in bed? Tell the truth. 

GRUSHA : We didn't get that far. I married because of the 
baby. So he'd have a roof over his head . (Pointing at 
SIMON. ) He was in the war, Your Honor. 

AZDAK : And now he wants you back again, huh? 

SIMON : I wish to state in evidence . . .  

GRUSHA (angrily ) : I am no longer free, Your Honor. 

AZDAK : And the child, you claim, comes from whoring? 
(GRUSHA doesn't answer. ) I'm going to ask you a 
question : What kind of child is he? A ragged little 
bastard? Or from a good family? 

GRUSHA (angrily ) :  He's an ordinary child. 

AZDAK : I mean-did he have refined features from the 
beginning? 

GRUSHA : He had a nose on his face . 

AZDAK : A very significant comment !  It has been said of me 
that I went out one time and sniffed at a rosebush 
before rendering a verdict-tricks like that are needed 
nowadays. Well, I'll make it short, and not listen 
to any more lies. ( To GRUSHA : ) Especially not yours . 
( To all the accused : )  I can imagine what you've 
cooked up to cheat me ! I know you people. You're 
swindlers . 

GRUSHA (suddenly ) : I can understand your wanting to cut 
it short, now I 've seen what you accepted! 

AZDAK : Shut up! Did I accept anything from you? 

GRUSHA ( while the COOK tries to restrain her) : I haven't 
got anything. 
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AZDAK : True. Quite true . From starvelings I never get a 
thing. I might just as well starve, myself. You want 
justice,  but do you want to pay for it, hm? When 
you go to a butcher you know you have to pay, but 
you people go to a judge as if you were off to a 
funeral supper. 

SIMON ( loudly ) : When the horse was shod, the horsefly 
held out its leg, as the saying is. 

AZDAK (eagerly accepting the challenge ) : Better a treasure 
in manure than a stone in a mountain stream. 

SIMON : A fine day. Let's go fishing, said the angler to the 
worm. 

AZDAK : I'm my own master, said the servant, and cut off 
his foot. 

SIMON : I love you as a father, said the Czar to the peasants, 
and had the Czarevitch's head chopped off. 

AZDAK : A fool's worst enemy is himself. 

SIMON : However, a fart has no nose. 

AZDAK : Fined ten piasters for indecent language in court ! 
That'll teach you what justice is. 

GRUSHA ( furiously ) :  A fine kind of justice ! You play fast 
and loose with us because we don't talk as refined 
as that crowd with their lawyers 

AZDAK : That's true. You people are too dumb. It's only 
right you should get it in the neck. 

GRUSHA : You want to hand the child over to her, and she 
wouldn't even know how to keep it dry, she's so "re­
fined" !  You know about as much about justice ai 
I do! 

AZDAK : There's something in that. I'm an ignorant man. 
Haven't even a decent pair of pants on under this 
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gown . Look ! With me, everyt h i n g  goes o n  food and 
dri nk-I was educated in a convent .  Incidental l y, 
I 'l l  fi ne you ten p i asters for contempt of cou rt . And 
you 're a very s i l ly girl ,  to turn me against  you , instead 
of m ak i ng eyes at me and wiggl ing you r backside a 
l i ttle to keep me in a good temper. Twenty pi asters ! 

GRUSHA : Even if it was thi rty, I 'd tel l  you what I th ink of 
your justice, you dru nken onion ! ( Incoherently.)  How 
dare you talk to me l i ke the cracked Isa iah on the 
chu rch window? As i f  you were somebody? For you 
weren't  born to this . You weren't  born to rap you r 
own mother on the knuckles i f  she swipes a l i ttle bowl 
of salt someplace. Aren't you ashamed of you rself 
whe n you see how I tremble before you ? You've made 
yourse lf  their servant so no one will take the i r  houses 
from them-hou ses they had stolen!  S ince when have 
houses belonged to the bedbugs? B u t  you 're on the 
watch , or they couldn't drag our men into their  wars ! 
You bribetaker! 

AZDAK half gets up, starts beaming. With his little 
hammer he halfheartedly knocks on the table as if to 
get silence. A s  GRUSHA's scolding continues, he only 
beats time with his hammer. 

I 've no respect for you . No more than for a thief 
or a bandit  with a knife !  You can do wh at you want.  
You can take the chi ld  away from m e ,  a hundred 
aga i n st one, but I tel l  you one thing : only extortioners 
shou l d  be chosen for a profession l i ke yours,  and men 
who rape chi ldre n !  As punishment!  Yes ,  let them sit 
in judgment on their fel low creatures.  It is  worse than 
to hang from the gal lows . 

AZDAK (sitting down ) : Now it ' l l  be th i rty! And I won 't go 
on squ abbl i ng with you-we 're not in a tavern . W h a t 'd 
happen to my dign i ty as a judge? A n yway, l've lost 
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interest in your case. Where's the couple who wanted 
a divorce? ( To SHAUWA : ) Bring 'em in. This case 
is adjourned for fifteen minutes. 

FIRST LAWYER ( to the GOVERNOR'S WIFE )  : Even without 
using the rest of the evidence, Madam, we have the 
verdict in the bag. 

COOK ( to GRUSHA ) : You've gone and spoiled your chances 
with him. You won't get the child now. 

GOVERNOR'S WIFE : Shalva, my smelling salts! 

Enter a very old couple. 

AZDAK : I accept. ( The old couple don't understand. ) I 
hear you want to be divorced. How long have you 
been together? 

OLD WOMAN : Forty years, Your Honor. 

AZDAK : And why do you want a divorce? 

OLD MAN : We don't like each other, Your Honor. 

AZDAK : Since when? 

OLD WOMAN : Oh, from the very beginning, Your Honor. 

AZDAK : I'll think about your request and render my verdict 
when I'm through with the other case. ( sHAUWA leads 
them back. ) I need the child. (He beckons GRUSHA 
to him and bends not unkindly toward her. ) I 've 
noticed you have a soft spot for justice. I don't be­
lieve he's your child, but if he were yours, woman, 
wouldn't you want him to be rich? You'd only have 
to say he wasn't yours, and he'd have a palace and 
many horses in his stable and many beggars on his 

, doorstep and many soldiers in his service and many 
· petitioners in his courtyard, wouldn't he? What do 

you say--don't you want him to be rich? 
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GRUSHA is silent. 

SINGER : 

Hear now what the angry girl thought but did not say : 

Had he golden shoes to wear 
He'd be cruel as a bear 
Evil would his life disgrace. 
He'd laugh in my face. 

Carrying a heart of flint 
Is too troublesome a stint. 
Being powerful and bad 
Is hard on a lad. 

Then let hunger be his foe! 
Hungry men and women, no. 
Let him fear the darksome night 
But not daylight! 

AZDAK : I think I understand you, woman. 

GRUSHA (suddenly and loudly) : I won't give him up. I've 
raised him, and he knows me. 

Enter SHAUWA with the CHILD. 

GOVERNOR
'
S WIFE : He's in rags ! 

GRUSHA : That's not true. B ut I wasn't given time to put 
his good shirt on. 

GOVERNOR
'
S WIF E :  He must have been in a pigsty. 

GRUSHA (furiously ) : I'm not a pig, but there are some who 
are! Where did you leave your baby? 

GOVERNOR
'
s WI F E : I'll show you, you vulgar creature ! 

(She is about to throw herself on GRUSHA, but is 
restrained by her lawyers. ) She's a criminal, she 
must be whipped. Immediately ! 
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sECOND LAWYER ( holding his hand over her mouth ) : 
Natclla Abashwili, you promised . . .  Your Honor, the 
plaintifi's nerves . . . 

AZDAK : Plaintiff and defendant !  The Court has listened to 
your case, and has come to no decision as to who the 

) real mother is ;  therefore, I, the judge, am obliged to 
/ 1 choose a mother for the child. I 'll make a test. Shauwa, 

• get a piece of chalk and draw a circle on the floor. 
(SHAUWA does so. ) Now place the child in the center. 
(SHAUWA puts MICHAEL, who smiles at GRUSHA, in the 
center of the circle.) Stand near the circle, both of 
you . ( The GOVERNOR'S WIFE and GRUSHA step up to 
the circle .) Now each of you take the child by one 
hand. ( They do so.) The true mother is she who 
can pull the child out of the circle. 

SECOND LAWYER ( quickly) : High Court of Justice, I ob­
ject ! The fate of the great Abashwili estates, which 
are tied to the child, as the heir, should not be made 
dependent on such a doubtful duel. In addition, my 
client does not command the strength of this per­
son, who is accustomed to physical work. 

AZDAK : She looks pretty well fed to me. Pull ! ( The GOVER­
NOR's WIFE pulls the CHILD OUt of the circle Oil her 
side; GRUSHA has let go and stands aghast.) What's 
the matter with you? You didn't pull. 

GRUSHA : I didn't hold on to him. 

FIRST LAWYER (congratulating t/ze GOVERNOR'S WIFE ) : 
What did I say !  The ties of blood ! 

GRUSHA ( running to AZDAK ) : Your Honor, I take back 
everything I said against you. I ask your forgiveness . 
But could I keep him till he can speak all the words? 
He knows a few. 

AZDAK : Don't influence the Court. I bet you only know 
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about twenty words you rself . All r ight,  I' l l  m ake the 
test once more , j u st to be certai n. ( The t wo women 
take up their positions again . ) Pull ! (A gain G RU S I I A  

lets go of the CHILD. ) 

GRUSH.-\ ( in despair ) :  I brought h i m  u p !  Sh al l  I also tear 
him to bits? I can't !  

AZDAK (rising ) : And i n  this m anner the Cou rt has de­
termined the true mother. ( To GRUSHA : ) Take your 
child and be off. I advise you not to stay i n  the city 
with him. ( To the GOVERNOR'S WIFE : ) And you dis­
appear before I fine you for fraud .  Your estates fall 
to the c ity . They'll  be converted into a playground for 
the ch i ldren . They need one , and I'v e  decided it'll be 
called after me : Azdak's Garden. 

The G O V E R N O R 's WI F E  has fainted and is carried out 
by the LAWY E R S  and the ADJ UTANT . G R USHA stands 
motionless. SHAUWA leads the CHILD toward her. 

Now I'll  take off this judge's gown-it 's got too hot 
for me. I'm not cut out for a hero. In token of fare­
well I invite you all to a l ittle dance in the meadow 
outs i d e .  Oh, I'd almost forgotten somethi ng in my 
excitement . . .  to s ign the d ivorce decree . ( Using the 
judge's chair as a table, he writes something 01 1 a 
piece of paper, and prepares to leave. Dance music 
has started. )  

SHAUWA ( h a ving read what is on the paper ) : But th at's 
not right. You've not divorced the old people. You've 
divorced Grusha!  

AZDA K :  Divorced the wrong couple? What a p i ty ! And I 
neve r  retract ! I f  I did,  how cou !J  we keep o rder i n  
the land? ( To the old couple : )  I ' l l  i nvite you t o  my 
party i n stead.  You don't m i nd dancing w i t h  each 
othe r, do you? ( To G R USHA and SIMON : )  I've got 
forty p i asters com i ng from you. 
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siMON (pulling out his purse ) : Cheap at the price, Your 
Honor. And many thanks. 

AZDAK (pocketing the cash ) : I'll be needing this . 

GRUSHA ( to MICHA E L ) : So we'd better leave the city 
tonight, Michael? ( To SIMON : ) You like him? 

SI MON : With my respects, I like him. 

GRUSHA : Now I can tell you : I took him because on that 
Easter Sunday I got engaged to you. So he's a child 
of love. Michael, let's dance. 

She dances with MICHAEL, SIMON dances with the 
cooK, the old couple with each other. AZDAK stands 
lost in thought. The dancers soon hide him from view. 
Occasionally he is seen, but less and less as more 
couples join the dance. 

SINGER : 

And after that evening Azdak vanished and was never 
seen again. 

The people of Grusinia did not forget him but long 
remembered 

The period of his judging as a brief golden age, 
Almost an age of jus tice. 

A ll the couples dance of}. AZDAK has disappeared. 

But you, you who have listened to the Story of the 
Chalk Circle, 

Take note what men of old concluded : 
That what there is shall go to those who are good 

for it, 
Children to the motherly, that they prosper, 
Carts to good drivers , that they be driven well, 
The valley to the waterers, that it yield fruit. 



Appendix 

An Un-American Chalk Circle ? 

In the Prologue to The Caucasian Chalk Circle, the people 
of two collective farms in Georgia, U .S . S . R . ,  debate their 
respective titles to the own e rship of a piece of land. Up 
to now it  has belonged to one farm, but now the other 
cl aims it could make better use of it. Who should own 
anything? Should posses s ion be n ine-te nths of the l aw? Or 
should law and possession be open to reconside ration? That 
i s  the question Brech t  raises . I n  the first draft of the play, 
the date of this bit  of action was the 1 9 3 0 ' s .  Later, Brecht 
shifted it to 1 945 for two re asons : fi rst ,  so th at the land can 
be approached as a new problem ,  in that the farme rs on it 
had al l  been orde red East at the approach of Hitler's armies ; 
second,  so that the farmers newly cl aiming it can have par­
t i al ly earned it by hav ing fought as Partisans against the 
invader.  

The Prologue i s  a stumbling block for American audi­
ences .  Here are all these Com m unists-R ussians at th at­
add ressing each othe r as Comrades a n d  so on .  That is why, 
unt il ve ry recently , the Prologue was alw ays omi tted from 
American product ions .  In 1 9 65 , howeve r, i t  was incl uded 
i n  the Min nesota Theatre Company's p roduct ion without 
u ntoward i ncidents ,  and i n  1 9 6 6  i t was incl uded i n the 
production of the Lincoln Center Repe rtory Company in 
New Yo rk.  W i th the years the P rologue h ad not changed , 
but  the world had .  The ex is te nce of the U . S . S . R .  ( i f  not  of 
the R e p u b l i c  of C h i n a ) is now ge n e ra l l y  conceded i n  the 
U . S . A .  That Com m u n i s ts do usc the w o rd Com rades is  
taken in stride . T h e re is e v e n  u n d e rs t a n d i n g  fur the fact 

1 29 
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that  the playwright Be rtol t B recht sym pathized w i th Com­
m u n ism in t h ose days , even more consistently than Sartre 
and Peter Weiss do today. 

Howeve r, d i sapproval of the Prologue is not caused 
merely by the labels .  A deeper worry is  p rovided by the 
mode of the dispute over the land .  Land has always been 
fought over, often with gun s .  The expectation that some 
i n d i vidual should pull a gu n,  o r  threaten to, i s  part of our 
stock response to the situation . But in  this  Prologue, this 
ex pectation rece ives a calcul ated disappointme nt .  The con­
flict is ,  or has been,  real, but a new way of resolving it  has 
been found,  a new atti tude to an tagonists  h as been found.  
Not to men tion the new solution : the l and goe s to the "inter­
lopers , "  the im postors,  because they afTer convi ncing evi­
de nce that  they wi l l  be able to m ake better usc of it. Both 
the concl usion and the road by which it i s  reached i m ply 
a com plete reversal of the values by which our civil izat ion 
has bee n l iving. 

And Soviet civ i l ization? We re w e  to visit  Georgia,  should 
we actually witness such decisions being m ade, and being 
arrived at i n  B recht's way? I t  is  certa inly open to doubt 
eve n in 1 9 66,  while in  1 945 noth ing could have been more 
mis lead i ng than B recht's Prologue if it  was i n tended to 
give an accu rate pictu re of Stal i n 's R ussia .  And we hear 
that Sovie t  cit izens have the m selves com pl ai ned that,  q uite 
apart from the pol i tical point ,  they find nothing recogniz­
ably R ussian i n  this  German sce ne.  

Is  i t  thereby invalidated? "The home of the Soviet  people 
sh al l  also be the home of Reason ! "  That i s  certainly a key 
l i ne in the Prologue, but the verb is  shall be, not is. That 
B recht al igned h i m se l f  with Social ism, and saw the Soviet 
Union as the chief  champion of Soc ia l i sm,  is  clear, but it  
is  only to say that he saw Russia as on the righ t path, not 
by any means a s  having arrived at  the goal . Let the worried 
reade r  of the P rol ogue to The Caucasian Chalk Circle a lso 
read excerpts from a poem which e m bodies some of 
Brecht 's  thoughts about the pu rges of 1 9 3 6-3 7-3 8 :  
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1\ I y teacher 
Who was great and k i n d  
H a s  b e e n  s h o t ,  sente nced by a People's Court.  
As a spy.  His name has been con demned.  

Su ppose he is  i n noce n t ?  

I 

The sons of the people have found h i m  gui l ty . 

The people h ave many enemies.  
I n  the h i ghest pos i t ions 
S i t  enemies . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

On the supposi t i o n  that  he is i n nocent 
What will he be t h i n k i n g  as he goes to his death?l 

1 3 1  

In any case, to prove Brecht wrong about Russia  would 
not necessarily be to prove h im wrong about Socialism . 

A Social i st p lay-is th is  a play for Socialists only? Th at. 
ult imately,  is for non-Socialists to decide for themselves .  
Fro m Brecht"s vie wpoint a lot of people are pote ntial  
Sociali s ts who might-at this time. in this  place-be very 
surprised to hear it .  In principle i t  is a play for all who 
arc not identified wi th those it shows to be the CL1m mon 
enemy. And in actuality it may turn out to be a p lay even 
for some of those who are identified with the enemy,  since 
they may not recognize the identification.  preferring a 
life-illusion. French aristocrats app laude d Figaro .  The 
Threepenny Opera mus t  have been enj oyed by many who, 
very shortly afterwards, voted for Hitler . 

At any rate, the Prologue shows a country ( forget i t  
i s  Russia,  i f  th at offends you ) where Reason has m ade 
inroads upon Unr e ason. U n reason . i n  The Caucasian Chalk 
Circle, takes the form of  private prope rty , and the laws t h at 
guarantee i t .  ' " P roJXrty is theft , "  and.  by paradox,  a p r ivate 
person who stea ls another  pri vate pe rson ·s property, in-

I From A re the People ln/allihle?, tr.  Eric B e n t l e y .  For the 
co m p l ete text ,  see Tulane Drama Re 1·iew, X, No. 4 ( Summer, 
1 966) , 64-77 .  
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fri nging the law, only re-e nacts the original  rape of the 
earth,  and confi rm s  the law-of private property. The 
cha racte rs in Chalk Circle who m ost firmly  bel ieve i n  
private prope rty arc most actively engaged i n  fight ing over 
private prope rty-whether to cl ing to it or  to grab i t .  

Where is  p rivate property's most sensitive spot? One 
learns the answer whenever a bus inessman announces that 
his son wi l l  be taking over the business .  Or whenever a 
spokesman fo r all  th ings holy comes to his favorite theme 
of mothe r and chi ld . 

. . . of a l l  tics, the ties of blood are strongest. Mother and child, 
is  there a more i n t i ma te relationsh i p ?  Can one tear a chi ld  
from its mother? H igh Court  of J usti ce, she has conceived it  
in the holy ecstas ies of love, she has carried it i n  her womb, 
she has fed it  with her blood, she has borne i t  with pain . . •  

Th is i s  the voice of one of the spokesmen for al l  things 
holy in The Caucasian Chalk Circle. And so, whe n  the 
possession of a chi ld has been in  dispute ,  whether at the 
cou rt of Solomon in  I srae l ,  or before a Chinese m agis­
t rate in the year one thousand A.D . ,  the question asked has 
only been : which womb did i t  come out of? Which loins 
begat i t?  It  would seem that the ul t imate locus of private 
property i s  in the private parts .  

Plato had other  plans .  He knew that  a given parent m ay 
in fact be the worst person to bring up h is  or her chil d .  
O u r  conce rn,  he  assumes, should b e  t o  p roduce the best 
human beings, the best society, not to sacrifice these ends 
to an afte r all  a rbitrary notion of " n atural" right .  The point 
about an umbi l ical cord i s  that  i t  has to be cut .  Chi ldren 
should be assigned to those best qua l ified to b ring them 
up. . . . Plato's Republic is "the home of Reason"-the 
Georgia  of The Caucasian Chalk Circle is not .  

A fter a Prol ogue which provides a h int  of what i t  would 
mean to begi n to create a home fo r Reason on this earth, 
the play transports us to a world which, for a l l  i ts exotic 
externals ,  i s  noth i n g  other than the world we l i ve in, our 
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world ,  the world of Unreason, o f  Disorder, o f  Injustice .  
A n d  so those who are upset b y  the idealizations o f  the 
Prologue , by its "Utopianism," need not fret. The p lay 
itself provides an image of l ife in i ts  customary mode , 
soiled, stinking, cruel, and outrageous. 

But even i n  a jungle,  love ly flowers will spring up here 
and there,  s uch being the fecundity of n ature . And how­
ever badly our pastors and masters run our society, how­
ever much they pul l  to pieces that which they claim to be 
keeping intact , n ature remains fecund,  and hum an beings 
are born with hu m an tra its , and someti mes hu m an strength 
outweighs h uman weakness, and human grace shows itself 
am id human ugliness .  "In the bloodiest times , " as our play 
has it, "the re are kind people." Their kindness i s  arbitrary. 
No sociologist could deduce it  from the h i storical process.  
Just the contrary.  It  represents the brute refusal of n a t ure 
to be submerged in h istory and therefore , arguably ( and 
th is  is B recht's argument ) , the possibi l i ty that the creature 
should , at s ome future point, subdue history . 

For the present, though-a present that has spread itself 
out through the whole course of h is torical time-the soci­
ologists win , and m an is not the m aster but the s lave of 
soc iety . History is the h istory of power struggles conducted 
( behind the m ora l is t ic rhetoric famil iar to u s  all from the 
daily press ) with minimum scrupu lousness and maximum 
violence . To give way to the prom pt ings of natu re,  to 
n atural sympathy, to the natural love of the GooJ, is  to be 
a S ucker . A m erica i n vented that expressive word, and 
Ame rica's most art icul ate comed ian , W .  C. F ie lds, called 
one of h is fi l m s : "Never G ive a Sucker an Even B reak ," 
which is the c redo of Western Civi l ization as depicted i n  
t h e  works of  Bcrtol t  B recht .  

In The Caucasian Chalk Circle , howeve r , a sucker gets 
an e ve n bre a k .  That see m s  contrad i ctory, docs i t  not? A n d  
i n  the con t rad ict ion-or cont rad ict iousncss-l ics the whole  
i n te rest of the  s tory .  O r  ra ther o f  i t s  second part .  In  the  fi rst 
part, we sec the i nevi t ab le work i n g  i t se lf out. The sucker 
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-the good g i r l  w h o  g i ves w a y  to h e r  good ncss-i s not 
g i ve n  any b n: aks at al l .  She is  p u n i s h e d  fo r her non-si n ,  
h e r  a n t i-s i n .  S he loses e v e ryth i n g . both t he ch i l d  she  h as 
saved a n d  adop ted , and the sol d i e r-f i anc0  whom she h a s  
loya l ly loved a mi w a i ted f o r.  She i s  a b a n doned,  i so la ted, 
s tr ipped,  torn apa rt , l i ke othe r peo p le in B rech t ' s  p lays and 
our world who pc rsi s t  i n the pract ice of ac t i ve goodness.  

The I n1 n s h i rts took the ch i l d ,  t h e  beloved ch i l d .  
The u n happy gi rl fol lowed t h e m  t o  t h e  ci ty,  the  d readed c i ty. 
She who had borne him dem anded the  c h i ld .  
She who had ra ised h im faced tr ia l .  

So ends part one : a com plete B recht play in  i t self .  I n  part 
two B rech t was dete rm i n ed to put  the q uest ion : su ppose the 
inevi table did not continue to work i tsel f  out? Now how 
could he do this? By h av i ng a Soci a l i s t revol ut ion destroy 
private p roperty and estab l ish the rulc  of Reason? That i s  
what  he w o u l d  h ave done, had he been as n arrow and doc­
t r ina ire as some readers of h i s  Prologue assume.  B u t  what i s  
i n  the Pro l ogue is not in  the p l ay i tse lf .  For the second half  
of h i s play,  Brech t  i n ven ted a new ve rs ion of the Chalk 
Ci rcle  legend,  which i s a l so a new ve rsion of another  idea 
from l i terary trad i tion , the idea that the powers that be can 
somet imes be temporar i ly ove rth rown ami a brief Go l den 
Age ensue.  

Who wi l l  decide th e case? 
To whom w i l l  the c h i l d  be assi gned? 
Who w i l l  the j udge be'? A good j udge? A bad? 
The c i t y  was in  flames.  
In the j u dge's scat sat-Azdak.  

Inev i tab l y , necessar i ly .  a j u dge i n  the soc ie ty depic ted in  
The Caucasian Chalk Circle m ust assign a ch i ld t o  i ts 
act u a l  mother.  I n  that  propos i t i o n ,  the l a w  of p rivate prop­
erty see ms to rece i ve the sanction of Mo ther N a t u re h e r­
se l f ,  t h a t is to say : the owners of pri va te p roperty arc able 
to appe a l  to n a t u re w i t h o u t  con sci ous i rony. Such an  event,  
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however. wou l d  give B recht at best  a brief epilogue to part 
one . What g ives h im  a second part to h i s  play, and one 
which enables  h im  in the end to pick up the loose ends 
left by the Prologue , i s th at the j udge i s  Azdak,  and that 
Azdak is a mock k i n g .  an Abbot of Unreason, a Lord of 
Misrule ,  who introduces .. a brief Golden Age , almost an 
age of just ice . "  

The reign of Zeus [says F.  M .  Cornford] stood i n  the Greek 
mind for the exis t i n g  moral  and soc ia l  order:  i ts overth row, 
which i s  the theme o f  so many of the comedies,  m i gh t  be 
taken to symbol ise . . .  the breaki n g  up o f  a l l  ord i nary restrai nts,  
or aga i n  . . .  the res toration of the Golden A ge of J ust ice and 
Lov i n g k i n d ness,  that  Age o f  K ro nos which l i n gered in the 
imagi nat ion of poets , l i ke the after-glow of a s u n  that had set  
below the horizon of  the Age of Iron . The seasonal fes t ivals  of 
a Satu r n a l i a n  character celebrated the ret u r n ,  for a brief i n ter­
regn um. of  a p r i m i t i ve i n nocence that knew not shame, a n d  
a l iberty that  at  any other t ime w o u l d  h a v e  b e e n  l i c e n t i o us .  
Socia l  ranks were i nverted, the s l ave exerc i s i n g  authority over 
the master.  At Rome each household became a m i n i at ure 
republ ic ,  the s l a\·es bei ng i nvested with the d i g n i t ies of  office.  
A mock king was chosen to bear rule  duri n g  the fest ival , l i ke 
the medi aeval Abbot of U n reason or Lord of 1\ I i s rule .�  

But in  th is  case how is the play any d ifferent from the 
Prologue ,  except in the temporariness of Azdak's  project? 
Actu al ly,  its temporariness i s  of a piece with its precari­
ousness, its freak i shness,  i ts  skitt ishness,  its semi-accidental 
qual i ty .  Only with a touch of i rony can one �ay that Azdak 
establ i shes a Golden Age or even that he  i s  a good judge . 
The age rema ins far from Golden ,  and h i s  judg ing i s  often 
outrageous enough .  B u t  h i s  extraord i nary outrages ca l l  our  
attention to  the ord inary outrages  of  ordinary t imes-to 
the fact that out rage is ord inary, is the usua l  th ing ,  and 
th at we a rc shocked .  not by i nju st ice pe r se , bu t  only by 
injust ice that  favors the poor and the wea k .  Azd a k  d id  not 

2 F .  :\ 1 .  C o r n ford .  The Origi11 of A ttic Comedy ( New York : 
A nchor Books, 1 9 6 1 ) .  
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rebu i l d  a society, nor eve n  start a movement  that h ad such 
an end in view. He only gave Georgia somethi ng to th ink 
about ,  provided a lege n d ,  a me mory, an image . 

So m uch for the ideological schem a. But  the play would 
be too rigidly schematic i f  Brecht had j u st brought together 
the G ood G i rl with the A ppropriate J udge , using both 
characters s imply as mouth pieces for a posi t ion.  There is 
more to both of them than that.  Azdak is indeed one of the 
most complex figures in  mode rn drama.  

Discussing the role of the Ironical Man i n  ancient 
comedy, F. M. Corn ford remarks that "the special  kind 
of i rony"' he practices is "feigned stupidity." 

The word Iron ist  i tself  i n  the fi fth cen tury appears to mean 
"cu n n i ng" or (more exactly) "sly . "  Especi a l l y  i t  meant the man 
who masks his  batteries of decei t beh i nd a show of ord i n ary 
good nat ure or i n d ul ges a secret pride and concei t of wisdom, 
while he affects ignorance and sel f-depreciat ion,  but lets  you 
see all  the while that he could e n l i ghten you if  he chose, and 
so makes a mock of you.  I t  was for put t ing  on t hese a i rs that 
Socrates was accused of "irony" by his  enemies.::  

This  passage l ays out what I take to be the prel iminary 
design of Azdak"s character. But  then B recht  compl icates 
the design . Azdak i s  not s imply an embodiment  of an 
i ronical  viewpoi nt ,  he i s  a person with a particular h i story, 
who needs i rony for a particular  reason-and not al l  the 
t ime.  I ndeed it is through the ch i n k s  in the i ronical armor 
that we descry the m a n .  A :.dak is not being ironical when 
he tells us he wanted to denounce himself for letting the 
Grand Duke escape. He supposed,  it see m s ,  that whi le the 
G rand D u ke and his  Governors were busy fight ing the 
Princes , the carpet weavers had brought ofT a popular revo­
lut ion,  and,  as a revol ut ionary,  he wished to denounce him­
self  for a counter-revolut ionary act .  

What k ind of revol utiona ry? A very modern kind : a 

3 Jbid. 



An Un-Ame rican Chalk Circle? I 1 3 7  

disench anted o n e .  Those who l ike to compare Azdak the 
Judge to Robin Hood should not omit to compare Azdak 
the Po l i t ic i an to Arth u r  Kot!stle r. Befo re the p resent  re­
vol t  of the carpt!t weavers,  decades e arl ier, the re had been 
another po pu lar uprising.  Azd a k  m ai n tains ,  or pretends, 
that this  was i n  h is  grandfather's t ime, forty years ago, and 
not in  Georgia,  but in Pe rsia.  H i s  two songs-wh ich l ie  
at  the very heart of the play-tel l  both of the cond i tions 
that p roduced the u prising and of the uprising itsclf .4 The 

4 T H E  SONG OF CHAOS 

Azdak's Song of Chaos is adapted from a translation of an 
a n c i e n t  Egypt ian l ame n t , brought to not ice in 1 90 3 ,  but 
dat ing bac k to a bo u t  2500 n . c .  The document descri bes a 
s tate of soc i a l  d i s i nt egrat i o n  and revo l t ,  a n d  appeals  to the 
K i n g  a n d  other a u thori t i es to take act i o n .  Brecht reverses the 
po i n t o f  v i ew, as i s  his custom,  but  s i n ce h e  does so i ro n i ca l ly, 
he is a bl e to stay close to such words of the orig i nal  as the 
fol l ow i ng : 

N ay. but the h i gh born are ful l  of lamentat ions,  a n d  the poor 
are f u l l  of joy. Every town s a i th : '"Let us drive out the power­
ful from our m i d s t . "  

N a y ,  b u t  t h e  son of the h i gh born m an is  n o  longer to be 
recogn ized . The c h i l d  o f  h i s  l ad y is b e c o m e  [no more t h a n ]  
t h e  s o n  of h i s  h a n d m a i d .  

Nay, b u t  t h e  boxes o f  e b o n y  a re broke n  up. Precious sesnem 
wood i s  c u t in  p i eces for beds.  

Nay,  but  the p u b l i c  ofliccs a rc opened a n d  the i r l i sts  are 
taken away. Serfs becom e  lords of serfs.  

Behold ,  l ad ies  l i e  o n  c u s h i o n s  [ i n  l i e u  of  bed s ] a n d  ma gi s t rates 
in  t h e  s to rehouse.  H e  that could no t s leep upon walls  now 

posscsse th a bed. 

Behold ,  he that never b u i l t  for h i mse l f a boat now possesseth 



1 3 8 I Appendix 

prete nse is th at revol u tion represents d isorder, and the sup­
pression of revolut ions,  orde r, anJ th at Azdak i s  appealing 
to the Generals  to restore order.  This last  item is  not a 
hollow preten se-or a s ingle irony. For Azdak has not 
championed revolt .  He has withd rawn i nto his she l l .  His 
job as a ' "vi llage scrivener" is the outward token of the 
fact.  In a note, B recht advises the actor of the role not to 
imagine that Azdak's rags directly indicate his character. 
He wea rs the m .  Brecht says, as a Shakespearean sage 
we ars the motley of a fool .  Azdak is not l acking in wisdom. 
Only i t  is the b itte r  wisdom of the disi l lusioned i ntellectual ,  
and, in B recht's view, partly a fal se wisdom, prompted not 
alone by objective facts but quite as m uch by the "wise" 
man's own limitation s .  

Azdak has the characte ristic l imitation of t h e  Bre chtian 
rogue : cowardice. O r  at any rate : cou rage insufficient  to 
the occasion. He is  Brecht's Herr Keuner saying "No" to 
tyranny only afte r the tyrant i s  safely dead. At least,  this  
i s  how Azdak is if  left to h i mself. Y ct, l ike other h u man 
beings,  he  is  not a fixed quantity, but influenceable by the 
flow of things, and especial ly by the people he meets.  A 
passive sort of fel low, he acts Jess than he reacts.  Our play 
describes his reaction to a new and u n foreseen situation , 
and espe ci al ly , in the end,  to a single person : G rusha.  
Which give s  the last section of the play its e ssential and 
organic m ovement. 

Azdak needs drawing out,  and what B recht docs is 
expose him to a series of pe rsons anJ s ituations that  do 
draw him out . (That he also b rings with him into the 

ships.  He that pc1ssessed the same Jooketh at them, but they 
are no longer his .  

Translated from the Egyptian by A.  M.  Blackman.  and 
published i n  The Literature of the A ncielll Egyptians by 
Adolf Erma n ( London : Methuen & Co., 1 927 ) .  
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Golden Age his u n regene rate self c reates the comic contra­
dictions. It is hard, through all  the l i ttle trial scenes, to 
tell whe re selfishness leaves off and generosity begins : this 
i s  a source of amusement, and also enables B recht to 
question accepted assumptions on the relat ion of social 
and antisocial impulses. ) The Test of the Chal k Circle with 
which the action culmin ates docs not follow automatically 
from the philosophy of Azdak but i s  a product of dramatic 
development.  At the outset he i s  in no mood to be so good 
or so wise .  He has j ust  been mercilessly beaten.  But then 
he reacts in his especially sensitive way to all that ensues, 
and above all  to the big speech in which G rusha denounces 
him ( p.  1 23 ) .  She could hardly know how she got under 
his skin. But her denunciation, quite guileless and spon­
taneous,  happens to b e  couched in  j ust the term s  that come 
home to him.  For she is  representing him as a traitor to his 
class.  Who does he think he is,  that is  setting himself up as 
a Lord over his own people? Well ,  in his own view, Azdak 
was someth ing of a traitor to his class, but he has been b usy 
for a year or two trying to make i t  up to them , and now 
Grusha is providing him with the happiest of all occasions 
to p rove this.  His  decision to give her the chi ld grows out 
of his sense of guilt and out of h is  deligh t i n  opportunities 
to m ake good. 

One could say, too, that his earl ier  confrontation with 
Gran ny G rusi n i a  p repares the way for the later one with 
Grusha.  Here too, he has to be drawn out, partly by threats , 
but even more by finding aga i n  his original identification with 
the cause of the people . Between them, Granny Gmsinia 
and G m sh a  are t he M arxian, B rechtian version of the 
"ete rnal feminine" whom o u r  blundering, uncourageous 
Faust needs,  if he is to move "onwards and upwards . "  
Hence, although the Chalk Circle incident  occupies only a 
m inute or two at the end of a long p l ay, it is rightly used for 
the title of the whole. 
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The i n c i d e n t  not on ly c l ar ifies  t h e  m e an i n g  of A zdak, it 
bri ngs tog�.· t h c r  the var ious  t h e m at ic t h reads of the play. 
In the ll rst in s tance , the re is  the st a ted conclus ion : 

Take note w h a t  m e n  of old  conc l uded : 
Th a t  w h a t  there is sha l l  go to t h L�se who are good for i t ,  thus : 
C h i l d re n  to the nw t h e r l y .  t h a t  t h e y  prosper,  
Carts to good d r i vers.  that  t h e y  he d r i ven \Ve i l ,  
T h e  va l ley to the  waterers .  t h a t  i t  y i e l d  fruit .  

But  th i s was never i n  doubt . Any spectator who h as spent 
the evening hoping for a su rprise at the end cou rted dis­
appoi ntment .  He s h o u l d  h ave been warned by the Pro­
logu e .  In an earl y draft. B recht p lan n ed , I be l ieve , to let 
the dec is ion on the col l ective farm s wai t  t i l l  the Chalk 
Ci rc le story h as been tol d .  That,  however, is pol i t ically 
ludi c ro u s ,  i f  i t  means .  as i t  \Vo u ld h ave to, that Soviet 
planners depend o n  fol k s ingers,  i n  the way th at some other 
leaders dep.-: nd upon astrolog.-: rs .  And an infr ingement  of 
a m a i n p ri ncipl e  of B rechti an drama wou l d have occu rred :  
i n  this type o f  p lay . there should be no doubt as  to what 
is go ing to h appe n ,  only as to how and why. 

The va l l.-:y i s  ass ign.-: d to the waterers al ready in  the 
Prologue.  and al ready in  the fi rs t  scenes that fol low we see 
that l\1 i chael  h as a bad mo th.-: r but has b.-:en bdriended 
by a better one . What rem a i n s  to be said? On what grou nds 
can we be asked to stay another couple of hours in the 
theatre? O n  a n umber of grounds,  of cou rse , b u t  one suf­
fic ient re ason would b.-: : to see G r u sh a bec(lme t he mother.  
This is  not  P lato ' s Repub l ic, and G rush a a trai ned educator 
in a P latonic creche . In t he fi rst phase of the act io n , her 
pu rpose i s  only to rescue the child. not keep i t : she is  
going to le ave i t  on a pe asant ' s doorste p and ret u rn  home.  
We s.-:e the chi ld  becoming hers by stage s ,  so  that,  when 
Azd ak give s h i s  verdict  i n  the fi n a l sce n e .  he is  not h aYing 
a br i l l i an t idea ( "G ru s h a  wo ul d be a splendid mother for 
this ch i ld ' ' ) but re cogniz ing an accomplished fact ( ' 'She is 
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the mother of this child' ' ) .  Anothe r paradox :  i n  this  pl ay 
th at says possession in not n ine-tenths of the law we learn 
that ( in another sense ) posses s ion is ten-te nth s of the l aw.  

I t  shou ld not escape notice th at , in  the end , the  child 
becomes Simon Sh ashava 's too : 

GRUS H .\ : You l ike him? 
S I MO:>r : With my respects, I l ike him.  
GRUSHA : Now I can tel l  you : I took h i m  because on that  Easter 
Sunday I got engaged to you. So he's a child of love. 

Michael had been a child of the love lessness of h is actual 
mother and the lifelessness of his  actual fath er , but no\V it 
turns out that he will h ave a father who has been spared 
death i n  war and is very much al ive and a mother who 
did not experience love at his  conception , nor yet at his 
delivery, but who loves him now. The phrase love-child is  
applied to bastards , and Michael ,  who was legitimate in 
the legal sense . however illegitimate h um anly and moral ly , 
will now become a bastard in a sense which the story . . . 
iegitimizes .  

Your father is  a ban d i t  
A harlot t h e  mother w h o  bore you 
Yet honorable men 
Shall kneel down before you. 

Food to the babv horses 
The tiger's son �· i l l  take.  
The mothers wil l  get mi lk 
From the son of the snake.  

B recht's play b roade n s  out  into myth, and we he ar many 
echoes-from the B ib le ,  from Pirandel lo .  B u t  i t  is  more 
relevant  to · see the phenomen on the othe r way around :  
not that B recht lets h i s  story spre ad o u twa rds toward other 
stories . but that he uses othe r stories,  and myth ical patte rns,  
and p u l ls th.::m i n ,  brings  them,  as w .:: s<'Y .  ' 'down to earth ," 

in cpncr..:tc,  mode rn m.:: a n i ngs .  Most import a n t ,  in this  
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rega rd , i s  B rech t ' s usc of what a rece nt schol a r  h a s  ca l led 
fes t ive comedy. The Caucasian Chalk Circle is not an 
inquiry i n to the dispute  ove r own e rs h i p  p rese n ted i n  the 
Pro logue but  a celebrat ion of the assignment  of the land 
to ' ' t hose who a rc good for i t . "  

A main preocc u pat ion of th is  o ldest form of comedy 
in Wes te rn t rad it ion was with I m pnstl 1rs .  The poi nt  of 
comedy was , and has re m a i ned , to e xpose the i m pos ture . 
The Caucasian Chalk Circle doc s t h is ,  for what  could be 
a more gross i m pos tu re than the c l a i m s to e i ther ru le rsh i p 
or pare nthood of the Abashwi l i  cou p le? But B recht  does 
not l eave the ancient  patte rns alone. Even as he t u rn s  
around t h e  o l d  t a l e  o f  the C h a l k  Circle .  so  ::1lso he pl ays h i s  
i ronic, dialect ical  game w i th the Aristoph ::1 n i c  p a t t e rn s .  
For A :.dak a n d  Grus/w are impaswrs tO<' . That is what 
makes them brother and s is te r u nder the skin . In the im­
postor-mother,  the impostor-j udge recognizes his  own . 

As i f  it was stolen goods she picked it up. 
As if she was a thief she sneaked away. 

Thus the Singer , describing how G rusha got the baby. He is 
too genewus.  Legally, she is a th ief ; the child is stolen 
goods . A n d  Azdak has "stol e n "  the j udgesh ip ,  tho ugh , 
characteristical ly,  not on h i s  own i n i t i at i ve : he i s ,  if you 
w i l l ,  a rece iver of stolen goods. The spec ial pleasu re for 
Azdak in h is Chalk Circle ve rd i ct is that ,  at t he moment 
when he wi l l return his  own " stolen " goods to the ir  · 'r ight­
ful " owners,  he i s  able to g ive Grusha and Simon ' ' their" 
ch i ld in (wh at they can hope is)  pe rpetu i ty . 

I have cal led the iron y a game , for art is a game,  bu t 
this i s  not  to say that B rech t 's playfu l ness is ca pr i c iou s .  
l n  t he i n ve rsion l ies the mean i ng, and it  is  s imply  ou r  good 
fortune that there is fun i n  such th i ngs, that .  pote n t i a l ly  
at least,  the re i s  fun i n all h uman contradict ions a n d  
o p pos i t ions .  The old  patte rn s  have, i ndeed .  no me an ing 
for B recht  umil they are inverted.  For ins tance , th is  im-
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portant pattern : the return to the Age of Gold.  We , the 
mode rn aud ience, Russian or American,  return to the Age 
of Gold when we sec Azdak invert ing our rules and laws.  
Azdak retllms to an Age of Gold when he  nostalgica l ly  
recalls  the  popular revolt of a former generat io n .  On the 
other hand,  the Age of Azdak i s  not, flatly,  an Age of 
Gold at all ,  for i t  i s  an age of war and i n ternecine strife i n  
which j ust a l i ttle j ustice can, b y  a fl uke, b e  clone.  N o r  i s  the 
traditional image of a Golden Age anything l ike a revol u­
t ionary's happy memories of days on the barricades :  j ust the 
reve rse . Final ly,  Brecht repudiates our hankering after past 
Ages of Gold altogether. That revolut ions,  for Azdak, are 
identified with the past i s  precisely what i s  wrong with him.  
I n  The Caucasian Chalk Circle, we m ove back i n  order to 
move forward . The era of Azdak has the trans itory charac­
ter of the Saturnal ia  and so i s  properly ident ified with i t .  
Afte r the in terregnum i s  ove r,  the  Mock King goes back into · 
anonym i ty , l ike Azdak. B ut the Prologue s uggests a regnwn 
that is not acci dent al and shortl ived , but  del iberate and 
not inter. And then there is  the ultim ate i nvers ion : that 
the Golde n  Age should be env isaged,  not in the past, but 
i n  the future,  and not i n  any fairyland or Heaven,  but  in 
Georgia . 

The Russian Georgia, that i s . But ours i s  incl uded, at 
least in  the sense that the play i s  about our  twent ieth­
century world in gene ral . A s  Brecht saw th i ngs, th is  cen­
tury came in on a wave of democratic hope .  A new age was 
dawning, or  seemed to be . So unive rsally was this felt  that 
the most  powe rful of counter-revol ut ionary movemen ts , ; 
the Hitler movement,  had to represent i tself  as Social ist ; 

and annou nce , in i t s  t u rn ,  the dawn of a new age .  I t  could 1, 
bring in no dawn of its own, of cou rse,  but in Germany i t  
ce rtai n ly p revented the arr ival  of the dawn that  h ad 
see med i m m i nent .  

A n d  t h i s  gro u p i n g  of forces i s  what  we h ave i n  The 
Cauca.1 i£m Chalk Circle . A true dawn is pro m ised by the 
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rebellious carpet weavers . It ne,·er arrh·es, because the 
Ironsbirts are paid to cut the weavers to pieces .  At this 
point. when a triumphant Fat Prince enters, very much in 
the likeness of � l arshal Goering . .  -\zdak points at him with 
the comment : There·s your new age, all right! The thought 
of the new age, the longing for a new age, hovers over The 
Caucasian Chalk Circle from beginning to end, and any 
g�X'<i production would seem haunted by it.  

The Prologue will say different things to different people 
as to what h:!S already been acbie,·ed and where . But to 
all it conveys Brecht"s belief that the new age is possible . 
What his audience is to be h aunted by is not a memory, a 
fan�:-, or a dream, but a possibility. 

-ERIC BE!'TLEY 

1966 
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