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					A Sec­re­tary of an Or­ga­ni­za­tion, Stok­ers, Ladies, Gen­tle­man, etc.

				

			

		
	
		
			Scenes

			
					
					Scene I: The fire­men’s fore­cas­tle of an ocean lin­er—an hour af­ter sail­ing from New York.

				

					
					Scene II: Sec­tion of prom­e­nade deck, two days out—morn­ing.

				

					
					Scene III: The stoke­hole. A few min­utes lat­er.
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					Scene VI: An is­land near the city. The next night.
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				Scene
				I
			

			The fire­men’s fore­cas­tle of a transat­lantic lin­er an hour af­ter sail­ing from New York for the voy­age across. Tiers of nar­row, steel bunks, three deep, on all sides. An en­trance in rear. Bench­es on the floor be­fore the bunks. The room is crowd­ed with men, shout­ing, curs­ing, laugh­ing, singing—a con­fused, in­choate up­roar swelling in­to a sort of uni­ty, a mean­ing—the be­wil­dered, fu­ri­ous, baf­fled de­fi­ance of a beast in a cage. Near­ly all the men are drunk. Many bot­tles are passed from hand to hand. All are dressed in dun­ga­ree pants, heavy ug­ly shoes. Some wear sin­glets, but the ma­jor­i­ty are stripped to the waist.

			The treat­ment of this scene, or of any oth­er scene in the play, should by no means be nat­u­ral­is­tic. The ef­fect sought af­ter is a cramped space in the bow­els of a ship, im­pris­oned by white steel. The lines of bunks, the up­rights sup­port­ing them, cross each oth­er like the steel frame­work of a cage. The ceil­ing crush­es down up­on the men’s heads. They can­not stand up­right. This ac­cen­tu­ates the nat­u­ral stoop­ing pos­ture which shov­el­ling coal and the re­sul­tant over-de­vel­op­ment of back and shoul­der mus­cles have giv­en them. The men them­selves should re­sem­ble those pic­tures in which the ap­pear­ance of Ne­an­derthal Man is guessed at. All are hairy-chest­ed, with long arms of tremen­dous pow­er, and low, re­ced­ing brows above their small, fierce, re­sent­ful eyes. All the civ­i­lized white races are rep­re­sent­ed, but ex­cept for the slight dif­fer­en­ti­a­tion in col­or of hair, skin, eyes, all these men are alike.

			
				
					
							
							
							The cur­tain ris­es on a tu­mult of sound. Yank is seat­ed in the fore­ground. He seems broad­er, fiercer, more tru­cu­lent, more pow­er­ful, more sure of him­self than the rest. They re­spect his su­pe­ri­or strength—the grudg­ing re­spect of fear. Then, too, he rep­re­sents to them a self-ex­pres­sion, the very last word in what they are, their most high­ly de­vel­oped in­di­vid­u­al.
						
					

					
							Voic­es
							Gif me trink dere, you!
					

					
							’Ave a wet!
					

					
							Salute!
					

					
							Gesund­heit!
					

					
							Skoal!
					

					
							Drunk as a lord, God stiff­en you!
					

					
							Here’s how!
					

					
							Luck!
					

					
							Pass back that bot­tle, damn you!
					

					
							Pourin’ it down his neck!
					

					
							Ho, Frog­gy! Where the dev­il have you been?
					

					
							La Touraine.
					

					
							I hit him smash in yaw, py Gott!
					

					
							Jenk­ins—the First—he’s a rot­ten swine—
					

					
							And the cop­pers nabbed him—and I run—
					

					
							I like peer bet­ter. It don’t pig head gif you.
					

					
							A slut, I’m sayin’! She robbed me aslape—
					

					
							To hell with ’em all!
					

					
							You’re a bloody liar!
					

					
							Say dot again!
					

					
							
							
							Com­mo­tion. Two men about to fight are pulled apart.
						
					

					
							Voic­es
							No scrap­pin’ now!
					

					
							Tonight—
					

					
							See who’s the best man!
					

					
							Bloody Dutch­man!
					

					
							Tonight on the for’ard square.
					

					
							I’ll bet on Dutchy.
					

					
							He pac­ka da wal­lop, I tel­la you!
					

					
							Shut up, Wop!
					

					
							No fight­in’, maties. We’re all chums, ain’t we?
					

					
							Voice
							
							A voice starts bawl­ing a song.
							
								
									“Beer, beer, glo­ri­ous beer!
									

									Fill your­selves right up to here.”
								

							

						
					

					
							Yank
							For the first time seem­ing to take no­tice of the up­roar about him, turns around threat­en­ing­ly—in a tone of con­temp­tu­ous au­thor­i­ty. “Choke off dat noise! Where d’yuh get dat beer stuff? Beer, hell! Beer’s for goils—and Dutch­men. Me for somep’n wit a kick to it! Gimme a drink, one of youse guys. Sev­er­al bot­tles are ea­ger­ly of­fered. He takes a tremen­dous gulp at one of them; then, keep­ing the bot­tle in his hand, glares bel­liger­ent­ly at the own­er, who has­tens to ac­qui­esce in this rob­bery by say­ing: All righto, Yank. Keep it and have an­oth­er.” Yank con­temp­tu­ous­ly turns his back on the crowd again. For a sec­ond there is an em­bar­rassed si­lence. Then—
					

					
							Voic­es
							We must be pass­ing the Hook.
					

					
							She’s be­gin­ning to roll to it.
					

					
							Six days in hell—and then Southamp­ton.
					

					
							Py Yesus, I vish some­pody take my first vatch for me!
					

					
							Git­tin’ sea­sick, Square-head?
					

					
							Drink up and for­get it!
					

					
							What’s in your bot­tle?
					

					
							Gin.
					

					
							Dot’s nig­ger trink.
					

					
							Ab­sinthe? It’s doped. You’ll go off your chump, Frog­gy!
					

					
							Co­chon!
					

					
							Whiskey, that’s the tick­et!
					

					
							Where’s Pad­dy?
					

					
							Go­ing asleep.
					

					
							Sing us that whiskey song, Pad­dy.
					

					
							
							
							They all turn to an old, wiz­ened Irish­man who is doz­ing, very drunk, on the bench­es for­ward. His face is ex­treme­ly mon­key-like with all the sad, pa­tient pathos of that an­i­mal in his small eyes.
						
					

					
							Voic­es
							Sin­ga da song, Caru­so Pat!
					

					
							He’s get­tin’ old. The drink is too much for him.
					

					
							He’s too drunk.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							
							Blink­ing about him, starts to his feet re­sent­ful­ly, sway­ing, hold­ing on to the edge of a bunk. I’m nev­er too drunk to sing. ’Tis on­ly when I’m dead to the world I’d be wish­ful to sing at all. With a sort of sad con­tempt. “Whiskey John­ny,” ye want? A chan­ty, ye want? Now that’s a queer wish from the ug­ly like of you, God help you. But no matther. He starts to sing in a thin, nasal, dole­ful tone:

							
								
									Oh, whiskey is the life of man!
									

									Whiskey! O John­ny!
									

									
										They all join in on this.
									
									

									Oh, whiskey is the life of man!
									

									Whiskey for my John­ny!
									

									
										Again cho­rus.
									
									

									Oh, whiskey drove my old man mad!
									

									Whiskey! O John­ny!
									

									Oh, whiskey drove my old man mad!
									

									Whiskey for my John­ny!
								

							

						
					

					
							Yank
							Again turn­ing around scorn­ful­ly. Aw hell! Nix on dat old sail­ing ship stuff! All dat bull’s dead, see? And you’re dead, too, yuh damned old Harp, on’y yuh don’t know it. Take it easy, see. Give us a rest. Nix on de loud noise. With a cyn­i­cal grin. Can’t youse see I’m tryin’ to t’ink?
					

					
							All
							Re­peat­ing the word af­ter him as one with same cyn­i­cal amused mock­ery. Think! The cho­rused word has a brazen metal­lic qual­i­ty as if their throats were phono­graph horns. It is fol­lowed by a gen­er­al up­roar of hard, bark­ing laugh­ter.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Don’t be crack­ing your head wid ut, Yank.
					

					
							You gat headache, py yin­go!
					

					
							Ha, ha, ha!
					

					
							Drink, don’t think!
					

					
							Drink, don’t think!
					

					
							Drink, don’t think!
					

					
							
							A whole cho­rus of voic­es has tak­en up this re­frain, stamp­ing on the floor, pound­ing on the bench­es with fists.
						
					

					
							Yank
							Tak­ing a gulp from his bot­tle—good-na­tured­ly. Aw right. Can de noise. I got yuh de foist time.
					

					
							Voice
							
							The up­roar sub­sides. A very drunk­en sen­ti­men­tal tenor be­gins to sing:
							
								
									“Far away in Cana­da,
									

									Far across the sea,
									

									There’s a lass who fond­ly waits
									

									Mak­ing a home for me—”
								

							

						
					

					
							Yank
							Fierce­ly con­temp­tu­ous. Shut up, yuh lousey boob! Where d’yuh get dat tripe? Home? Home, hell! I’ll make a home for yuh! I’ll knock yuh dead. Home! T’hell wit home! Where d’yuh get dat tripe? Dis is home, see? What d’yuh want wit home? Proud­ly. I runned away from mine when I was a kid. On’y too glad to beat it, dat was me. Home was lick­ings for me, dat’s all. But yuh can bet your shoit noone ain’t nev­er licked me since! Wan­ter try it, any of youse? Huh! I guess not. In a more pla­cat­ed but still con­temp­tu­ous tone. Goils wait­in’ for yuh, huh? Aw, hell! Dat’s all tripe. Dey don’t wait for noone. Dey’d dou­ble-cross yuh for a nick­el. Dey’re all tarts, get me? Treat ’em rough, dat’s me. To hell wit ’em. Tarts, dat’s what, de whole bunch of ’em.
					

					
							Long
							Very drunk, jumps on a bench ex­cit­ed­ly, ges­tic­u­lat­ing with a bot­tle in his hand. Lis­ten ’ere, Com­rades! Yank ’ere is right. ’E says this ’ere stinkin’ ship is our ’ome. And ’e says as ’ome is ’ell. And ’e’s right! This is ’ell. We lives in ’ell, Com­rades—and right enough we’ll die in it. Rag­ing. And who’s ter blame, I ar­sks yer? We ain’t. We wasn’t born this rot­ten way. All men is born free and ekal. That’s in the bleed­in’ Bible, maties. But what d’they care for the Bible—them lazy, bloat­ed swine what trav­els first cab­in? Them’s the ones. They dragged us down ’til we’re on’y wage slaves in the bow­els of a bloody ship, sweatin’, burnin’ up, eatin’ coal dust! Hit’s them’s ter blame—the damned cap­i­tal­ist clarss! There had been a grad­u­al mur­mur of con­temp­tu­ous re­sent­ment ris­ing among the men un­til now he is in­ter­rupt­ed by a storm of cat­calls, hiss­es, boos, hard laugh­ter.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Turn it off!
					

					
							Shut up!
					

					
							Sit down!
					

					
							Closa da face!
					

					
							Tamn fool! Etc.
					

					
							Yank
							Stand­ing up and glar­ing at Long. Sit down be­fore I knock yuh down! Long makes haste to ef­face him­self. Yank goes on con­temp­tu­ous­ly. De Bible, huh? De Cap’tlist class, huh? Aw nix on dat Sal­va­tion Army-So­cial­ist bull. Git a soap­box! Hire a hall! Come and be saved, huh? Jerk us to Je­sus, huh? Aw g’wan! I’ve lis­tened to lots of guys like you, see, Yuh’re all wrong. Wan­ter know what I t’ink? Yuh ain’t no good for noone. Yuh’re de bunk. Yuh ain’t got no noive, get me? Yuh’re yel­low, dat’s what. Yel­low, dat’s you. Say! What’s dem slobs in de foist cab­in got to do wit us? We’re bet­ter men dan dey are, ain’t we? Sure! One of us guys could clean up de whole mob wit one mit. Put one of ’em down here for one watch in de stoke­hole, what’d hap­pen? Dey’d car­ry him off on a stretch­er. Dem boids don’t amount to noth­in’. Dey’re just bag­gage. Who makes dis old tub run? Ain’t it us guys? Well den, we be­long, don’t we? We be­long and dey don’t. Dat’s all. A loud cho­rus of ap­proval. Yank goes on. As for dis bein’ hell—aw, nuts! Yuh lost your noive, dat’s what. Dis is a man’s job, get me? It be­longs. It runs dis tub. No stiffs need ap­ply. But yuh’re a stiff, see? Yuh’re yel­low, dat’s you.
					

					
							Voic­es
							
							With a great hard pride in them.
						
					

					
							Righto!
					

					
							A man’s job!
					

					
							Talk is cheap, Long.
					

					
							He nev­er could hold up his end.
					

					
							Div­il take him!
					

					
							Yank’s right. We make it go.
					

					
							Py Gott, Yank say right ting!
					

					
							We don’t need noone cryin’ over us.
					

					
							Makin’ speech­es.
					

					
							Throw him out!
					

					
							Yel­low!

						Chuck him over­board!
					

					
							I’ll break his jaw for him!
					

					
							
							
							They crowd around Long threat­en­ing­ly.
						
					

					
							Yank
							Half good-na­tured again—con­temp­tu­ous­ly. Aw, take it easy. Leave him alone. He ain’t woith a punch. Drink up. Here’s how, who­ev­er owns dis. He takes a long swal­low from his bot­tle. All drink with him. In a flash all is hi­lar­i­ous ami­a­bil­i­ty again, back-slap­ping, loud talk, etc.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Who has been sit­ting in a blink­ing, melan­choly daze—sud­den­ly cries out in a voice full of old sor­row. We be­long to this, you’re say­ing? We make the ship to go, you’re say­ing? Yer­ra then, that Almighty God have pity on us! His voice runs in­to the wail of a keen, he rocks back and forth on his bench. The men stare at him, star­tled and im­pressed in spite of them­selves. Oh, to be back in the fine days of my youth, ochone! Oh, there was fine beau­ti­ful ships them days—clip­pers wid tall masts touch­ing the sky—fine strong men in them—men that was sons of the sea as if ’twas the moth­er that bore them. Oh, the clean skins of them, and the clear eyes, the straight backs and full chests of them! Brave men they was, and bold men sure­ly! We’d be sail­ing out, bound down round the Horn maybe. We’d be mak­ing sail in the dawn, with a fair breeze, singing a chan­ty song wid no care to it. And astern the land would be sink­ing low and dy­ing out, but we’d give it no heed but a laugh, and nev­er a look be­hind. For the day that was, was enough, for we was free men—and I’m think­ing ’tis on­ly slaves do be giv­ing heed to the day that’s gone or the day to come—un­til they’re old like me. With a sort of re­li­gious ex­al­ta­tion. Oh, to be scud­ding south again wid the pow­er of the Trade Wind driv­ing her on steady through the nights and the days! Full sail on her! Nights and days! Nights when the foam of the wake would be flam­ing wid fire, when the sky’d be blaz­ing and wink­ing wid stars. Or the full of the moon maybe. Then you’d see her driv­ing through the gray night, her sails stretch­ing aloft all sil­ver and white, not a sound on the deck, the lot of us dream­ing dreams, till you’d be­lieve ’twas no re­al ship at all you was on but a ghost ship like the Fly­ing Dutch­man they say does be roam­ing the seas forever­more wid­out touch­ing a port. And there was the days, too. A warm sun on the clean decks. Sun warm­ing the blood of you, and wind over the miles of shiny green ocean like strong drink to your lungs. Work—aye, hard work—but who’d mind that at all? Sure, you worked un­der the sky and ’twas work wid skill and dar­ing to it. And wid the day done, in the dog watch, smok­ing me pipe at ease, the look­out would be rais­ing land maybe, and we’d see the moun­tains of South Amer­i­cy wid the red fire of the set­ting sun paint­ing their white tops and the clouds float­ing by them! His tone of ex­al­ta­tion ceas­es. He goes on mourn­ful­ly. Yer­ra, what’s the use of talk­ing? ’Tis a dead man’s whis­per. To Yank re­sent­ful­ly. ’Twas them days men be­longed to ships, not now. ’Twas them days a ship was part of the sea, and a man was part of a ship, and the sea joined all to­geth­er and made it one. Scorn­ful­ly. Is it one wid this you’d be, Yank—black smoke from the fun­nels smudg­ing the sea, smudg­ing the decks—the bloody en­gines pound­ing and throb­bing and shak­ing—wid div­il a sight of sun or a breath of clean air—chok­ing our lungs wid coal dust—break­ing our backs and hearts in the hell of the stoke­hole—feed­ing the bloody fur­nace—feed­ing our lives along wid the coal, I’m think­ing—caged in by steel from a sight of the sky like bloody apes in the Zoo! With a harsh laugh. Ho-ho, div­il mend you! Is it to be­long to that you’re wish­ing? Is it a flesh and blood wheel of the en­gines you’d be?
					

					
							Yank
							Who has been lis­ten­ing with a con­temp­tu­ous sneer, barks out the an­swer. Sure ting! Dat’s me! What about it?
					

					
							Pad­dy
							As if to him­self—with great sor­row. Me time is past due. That a great wave wid sun in the heart of it may sweep me over the side some­time I’d be dream­ing of the days that’s gone!
					

					
							Yank
							Aw, yuh crazy Mick! He springs to his feet and ad­vances on Pad­dy threat­en­ing­ly—then stops, fight­ing some queer strug­gle with­in him­self—lets his hands fall to his sides—con­temp­tu­ous­ly. Aw, take it easy. Yuh’re aw right, at dat. Yuh’re bugs, dat’s all—nut­ty as a cuck­oo. All dat tripe yuh been pullin’—Aw, dat’s all right. On’y it’s dead, get me? Yuh don’t be­long no more, see. Yuh don’t get de stuff. Yuh’re too old. Dis­gust­ed­ly. But aw say, come up for air onct in a while, can’t yuh? See what’s hap­pened since yuh croaked. He sud­den­ly bursts forth ve­he­ment­ly, grow­ing more and more ex­cit­ed. Say! Sure! Sure I meant it! What de hell—Say, lemme talk! Hey! Hey, you old Harp! Hey, youse guys! Say, lis­ten to me—wait a mo­ment—I got­ter talk, see. I be­long and he don’t. He’s dead but I’m livin’. Lis­ten to me! Sure I’m part of de en­gines! Why de hell not! Dey move, don’t dey? Dey’re speed, ain’t dey? Dey smash trou, don’t dey? Twen­ty-five knots a hour! Dat’s goin’ some! Dat’s new stuff! Dat be­longs! But him, he’s too old. He gets dizzy. Say, lis­ten. All dat crazy tripe about nights and days; all dat crazy tripe about stars and moons; all dat crazy tripe about suns and winds, fresh air and de rest of it—Aw hell, dat’s all a dope dream! Hit­tin’ de pipe of de past, dat’s what he’s doin’. He’s old and don’t be­long no more. But me, I’m young! I’m in de pink! I move wit it! It, get me! I mean de ting dat’s de guts of all dis. It ploughs trou all de tripe he’s been sayin’. It blows dat up! It knocks dat dead! It slams dat off en de face of de oith! It, get me! De en­gines and de coal and de smoke and all de rest of it! He can’t breathe and swal­low coal dust, but I kin, see? Dat’s fresh air for me! Dat’s food for me! I’m new, get me? Hell in de stoke­hole? Sure! It takes a man to work in hell. Hell, sure, dat’s my fav’rite cli­mate. I eat it up! I git fat on it! It’s me makes it hot! It’s me makes it roar! It’s me makes it move! Sure, on’y for me ev­ery­t­ing stops. It all goes dead, get me? De noise and smoke and all de en­gines movin’ de woild, dey stop. Dere ain’t noth­in’ no more! Dat’s what I’m sayin’. Ev­ery­t­ing else dat makes de woild move, somep’n makes it move. It can’t move witout somep’n else, see? Den yuh get down to me. I’m at de bot­tom, get me! Dere ain’t noth­in’ foither. I’m de end! I’m de start! I start somep’n and de woild moves! It—dat’s me!—de new dat’s moi­derin’ de old! I’m de ting in coal dat makes it boin; I’m steam and oil for de en­gines; I’m de ting in noise dat makes yuh hear it; I’m smoke and ex­press trains and steam­ers and fac­to­ry whis­tles; I’m de ting in gold dat makes it mon­ey! And I’m what makes iron in­to steel! Steel, dat stands for de whole ting! And I’m steel—steel—steel! I’m de mus­cles in steel, de punch be­hind it! As he says this he pounds with his fist against the steel bunks. All the men, roused to a pitch of fren­zied self-glo­ri­fi­ca­tion by his speech, do like­wise. There is a deaf­en­ing metal­lic roar, through which Yank’s voice can be heard bel­low­ing. Slaves, hell! We run de whole woiks. All de rich guys dat tink dey’re somep’n, dey ain’t noth­in’! Dey don’t be­long. But us guys, we’re in de move, we’re at de bot­tom, de whole ting is us! Pad­dy from the start of Yank’s speech has been tak­ing one gulp af­ter an­oth­er from his bot­tle, at first fright­ened­ly, as if he were afraid to lis­ten, then des­per­ate­ly, as if to drown his sens­es, but fi­nal­ly has achieved com­plete in­dif­fer­ent, even amused, drunk­en­ness. Yank sees his lips mov­ing. He quells the up­roar with a shout. Hey, youse guys, take it easy! Wait a mo­ment! De nut­ty Harp is sayin’ someth’n.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Is heard now—throws his head back with a mock­ing burst of laugh­ter. Ho-ho-ho-ho-ho—
					

					
							Yank
							Draw­ing back his fist, with a snarl. Aw! Look out who yuh’re givin’ the bark!
					

					
							Pad­dy
							
							Be­gins to sing the “Muler of Dee” with enor­mous good-na­ture.
							
								
									“I care for no­body, no, not I,
									

									And no­body cares for me.”
								

							

						
					

					
							Yank
							Good-na­tured him­self in a flash, in­ter­rupts Pad­dy with a slap on the bare back like a re­port. Dat’s de stuff! Now yuh’re get­tin’ wise to somep’n. Care for no­body, dat’s de dope! To hell wit ’em all! And nix on no­body else carin’. I kin care for my­self, get me! Eight bells sound, muf­fled, vi­brat­ing through the steel walls as if some enor­mous brazen gong were imbed­ded in the heart of the ship. All the men jump up me­chan­i­cal­ly, file through the door silent­ly close up­on each oth­er’s heels in what is very like a pris­on­ers lock­step. Yank slaps Pad­dy on the back. Our watch, yuh old Harp! Mock­ing­ly. Come on down in hell. Eat up de coal dust. Drink in de heat. It’s it, see! Act like yuh liked it, yuh bet­ter—or croak yuh­self.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							With jovial de­fi­ance. To the div­il wid it! I’ll not re­port this watch. Let thim log me and be damned. I’m no slave the like of you. I’ll be sit­tin’ here at me ease, and drink­ing, and think­ing, and dream­ing dreams.
					

					
							Yank
							Con­temp­tu­ous­ly. Tin­kin’ and dreamin’, what’ll that get yuh? What’s tin­kin’ got to do wit it? We move, don’t we? Speed, ain’t it? Fog, dat’s all you stand for. But we drive trou dat, don’t we? We split dat up and smash trou—twen­ty-five knots a hour! Turns his back on Pad­dy scorn­ful­ly. Aw, yuh make me sick! Yuh don’t be­long! He strides out the door in rear. Pad­dy hums to him­self, blink­ing drowsi­ly.
					

					
							
							
							Cur­tain.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				II
			

			Two days out. A sec­tion of the prom­e­nade deck. Mil­dred Dou­glas and her aunt are dis­cov­ered re­clin­ing in deck chairs. The for­mer is a girl of twen­ty, slen­der, del­i­cate, with a pale, pret­ty face marred by a self-con­scious ex­pres­sion of dis­dain­ful su­pe­ri­or­i­ty. She looks fret­ful, ner­vous and dis­con­tent­ed, bored by her own ane­mia. Her aunt is a pompous and proud—and fat—old la­dy. She is a type even to the point of a dou­ble chin and lorgnettes. She is dressed pre­ten­tious­ly, as if afraid her face alone would nev­er in­di­cate her po­si­tion in life. Mil­dred is dressed all in white.

			The im­pres­sion to be con­veyed by this scene is one of the beau­ti­ful, vivid life of the sea all about—sun­shine on the deck in a great flood, the fresh sea wind blow­ing across it. In the midst of this, these two in­con­gru­ous, ar­ti­fi­cial fig­ures, in­ert and dishar­mo­nious, the el­der like a gray lump of dough touched up with rouge, the younger look­ing as if the vi­tal­i­ty of her stock had been sapped be­fore she was con­ceived, so that she is the ex­pres­sion not of its life en­er­gy but mere­ly of the ar­ti­fi­cial­i­ties that en­er­gy had won for it­self in the spend­ing.

			
				
					
							Mil­dred
							Look­ing up with af­fect­ed dreami­ness. How the black smoke swirls back against the sky! Is it not beau­ti­ful?
					

					
							Aunt
							With­out look­ing up. I dis­like smoke of any kind.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							My great-grand­moth­er smoked a pipe—a clay pipe.
					

					
							Aunt
							Ruf­fling. Vul­gar!
					

					
							Mil­dred
							She was too dis­tant a rel­a­tive to be vul­gar. Time mel­lows pipes.
					

					
							Aunt
							Pre­tend­ing bore­dom but ir­ri­tat­ed. Did the so­ci­ol­o­gy you took up at col­lege teach you that—to play the ghoul on ev­ery pos­si­ble oc­ca­sion, ex­ca­vat­ing old bones? Why not let your great-grand­moth­er rest in her grave?
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Dream­i­ly. With her pipe be­side her—puff­ing in Par­adise.
					

					
							Aunt
							With spite. Yes, you are a nat­u­ral born ghoul. You are even get­ting to look like one, my dear.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							In a pas­sion­less tone. I de­test you, Aunt. Look­ing at her crit­i­cal­ly. Do you know what you re­mind me of? Of a cold pork pud­ding against a back­ground of linoleum table­cloth in the kitchen of a—but the pos­si­bil­i­ties are weari­some. She clos­es her eyes.
					

					
							Aunt
							With a bit­ter laugh. Mer­ci for your can­dor. But since I am and must be your chap­er­one—in ap­pear­ance, at least—let us patch up some sort of armed truce. For my part you are quite free to in­dulge any pose of ec­cen­tric­i­ty that be­guiles you—as long as you ob­serve the ameni­ties—
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Drawl­ing. The inani­ties?
					

					
							Aunt
							Go­ing on as if she hadn’t heard. Af­ter ex­haust­ing the mor­bid thrills of so­cial ser­vice work on New York’s East Side—how they must have hat­ed you, by the way, the poor that you made so much poor­er in their own eyes!—you are now bent on mak­ing your slum­ming in­ter­na­tion­al. Well, I hope Whitechapel will pro­vide the need­ed nerve ton­ic. Do not ask me to chap­er­one you there, how­ev­er. I told your fa­ther I would not. I loathe de­for­mi­ty. We will hire an army of de­tec­tives and you may in­ves­ti­gate ev­ery­thing—they al­low you to see.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Protest­ing with a trace of gen­uine earnest­ness. Please do not mock at my at­tempts to dis­cov­er how the oth­er half lives. Give me cred­it for some sort of grop­ing sin­cer­i­ty in that at least. I would like to help them. I would like to be some use in the world. Is it my fault I don’t know how? I would like to be sin­cere, to touch life some­where. With weary bit­ter­ness. But I’m afraid I have nei­ther the vi­tal­i­ty nor in­tegri­ty. All that was burnt out in our stock be­fore I was born. Grand­fa­ther’s blast fur­naces, flam­ing to the sky, melt­ing steel, mak­ing mil­lions—then fa­ther keep­ing those home fires burn­ing, mak­ing more mil­lions—and lit­tle me at the tail-end of it all. I’m a waste prod­uct in the Besse­mer process—like the mil­lions. Or rather, I in­her­it the ac­quired trait of the byprod­uct, wealth, but none of the en­er­gy, none of the strength of the steel that made it. I am sired by gold and darned by it, as they say at the race track—damned in more ways than one. She laughs mirth­less­ly.
					

					
							Aunt
							Unim­pressed—su­per­cil­ious­ly. You seem to be go­ing in for sin­cer­i­ty to­day. It isn’t be­com­ing to you, re­al­ly—ex­cept as an ob­vi­ous pose. Be as ar­ti­fi­cial as you are, I ad­vise. There’s a sort of sin­cer­i­ty in that, you know. And, af­ter all, you must con­fess you like that bet­ter.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Again af­fect­ed and bored. Yes, I sup­pose I do. Par­don me for my out­burst. When a leop­ard com­plains of its spots, it must sound rather grotesque. In a mock­ing tone. Purr, lit­tle leop­ard. Purr, scratch, tear, kill, gorge your­self and be hap­py—on­ly stay in the jun­gle where your spots are cam­ou­flage. In a cage they make you con­spic­u­ous.
					

					
							Aunt
							I don’t know what you are talk­ing about.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							It would be rude to talk about any­thing to you. Let’s just talk. She looks at her wrist watch. Well, thank good­ness, it’s about time for them to come for me. That ought to give me a new thrill, Aunt.
					

					
							Aunt
							Af­fect­ed­ly trou­bled. You don’t mean to say you’re re­al­ly go­ing? The dirt—the heat must be fright­ful—
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Grand­fa­ther start­ed as a pud­dler. I should have in­her­it­ed an im­mu­ni­ty to heat that would make a sala­man­der shiv­er. It will be fun to put it to the test.
					

					
							Aunt
							But don’t you have to have the cap­tain’s—or some­one’s—per­mis­sion to vis­it the stoke­hole?
					

					
							Mil­dred
							With a tri­umphant smile. I have it—both his and the chief en­gi­neer’s. Oh, they didn’t want to at first, in spite of my so­cial ser­vice cre­den­tials. They didn’t seem a bit anx­ious that I should in­ves­ti­gate how the oth­er half lives and works on a ship. So I had to tell them that my fa­ther, the pres­i­dent of Nazareth Steel, chair­man of the board of di­rec­tors of this line, had told me it would be all right.
					

					
							Aunt
							He didn’t.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							How naive age makes one! But I said he did, Aunt. I even said he had giv­en me a let­ter to them—which I had lost. And they were afraid to take the chance that I might be ly­ing. Ex­cit­ed­ly. So it’s ho! for the stoke­hole. The sec­ond en­gi­neer is to es­cort me. Look­ing at her watch again. It’s time. And here he comes, I think. The Sec­ond En­gi­neer en­ters, He is a husky, fine-look­ing man of thir­ty-five or so. He stops be­fore the two and tips his cap, vis­i­bly em­bar­rassed and ill-at-ease.
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							Miss Dou­glas?
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Yes. Throw­ing off her rugs and get­ting to her feet. Are we all ready to start?
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							In just a sec­ond, ma’am. I’m wait­ing for the Fourth. He’s com­ing along.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							With a scorn­ful smile. You don’t care to shoul­der this re­spon­si­bil­i­ty alone, is that it?
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							Forc­ing a smile. Two are bet­ter than one. Dis­turbed by her eyes, glances out to sea—blurts out. A fine day we’re hav­ing.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Is it?
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							A nice warm breeze—
					

					
							Mil­dred
							It feels cold to me.
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							But it’s hot enough in the sun—
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Not hot enough for me. I don’t like Na­ture. I was nev­er ath­let­ic.
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							Forc­ing a smile. Well, you’ll find it hot enough where you’re go­ing.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Do you mean hell?
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							Flab­ber­gast­ed, de­cides to laugh. Ho-ho! No, I mean the stoke­hole.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							My grand­fa­ther was a pud­dler. He played with boil­ing steel.
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							All at sea—un­easi­ly. Is that so? Hum, you’ll ex­cuse me, ma’am, but are you in­tend­ing to wear that dress.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Why not?
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							You’ll like­ly rub against oil and dirt. It can’t be helped.
					

					
							Mil­dred
							It doesn’t mat­ter. I have lots of white dress­es.
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							I have an old coat you might throw over—
					

					
							Mil­dred
							I have fifty dress­es like this. I will throw this one in­to the sea when I come back. That ought to wash it clean, don’t you think?
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							Dogged­ly. There’s lad­ders to climb down that are none too clean—and dark al­ley­ways—
					

					
							Mil­dred
							I will wear this very dress and none oth­er.
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							No of­fence meant. It’s none of my busi­ness. I was on­ly warn­ing you—
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Warn­ing? That sounds thrilling.
					

					
							Sec­ond En­gi­neer
							Look­ing down the deck—with a sigh of re­lief.—There’s the Fourth now. He’s wait­ing for us. If you’ll come—
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Go on. I’ll fol­low you. He goes. Mil­dred turns a mock­ing smile on her aunt. An oaf—but a hand­some, vir­ile oaf.
					

					
							Aunt
							Scorn­ful­ly. Pos­er!
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Take care. He said there were dark al­ley­ways—
					

					
							Aunt
							In the same tone. Pos­er!
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Bit­ing her lips an­gri­ly. You are right. But would that my mil­lions were not so ane­m­i­cal­ly chaste!
					

					
							Aunt
							Yes, for a fresh pose I have no doubt you would drag the name of Dou­glas in the gut­ter!
					

					
							Mil­dred
							From which it sprang. Good­bye, Aunt. Don’t pray too hard that I may fall in­to the fiery fur­nace.
					

					
							Aunt
							Pos­er!
					

					
							Mil­dred
							Vi­cious­ly. Old hag! She slaps her aunt in­sult­ing­ly across the face and walks off, laugh­ing gai­ly.
					

					
							Aunt
							Screams af­ter her. I said pos­er!
					

					
							
							
							Cur­tain.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				III
			

			The stoke­hole. In the rear, the dim­ly-out­lined bulks of the fur­naces and boil­ers. High over­head one hang­ing elec­tric bulb sheds just enough light through the murky air laden with coal dust to pile up mass­es of shad­ows ev­ery­where. A line of men, stripped to the waist, is be­fore the fur­nace doors. They bend over, look­ing nei­ther to right nor left, han­dling their shov­els as if they were part of their bod­ies, with a strange, awk­ward, swing­ing rhythm. They use the shov­els to throw open the fur­nace doors. Then from these fiery round holes in the black a flood of ter­rif­ic light and heat pours full up­on the men who are out­lined in sil­hou­ette in the crouch­ing, in­hu­man at­ti­tudes of chained go­ril­las. The men shov­el with a rhyth­mic mo­tion, swing­ing as on a piv­ot from the coal which lies in heaps on the floor be­hind to hurl it in­to the flam­ing mouths be­fore them. There is a tu­mult of noise—the brazen clang of the fur­nace doors as they are flung open or slammed shut, the grat­ing, teeth-grit­ting grind of steel against steel, of crunch­ing coal. This clash of sounds stuns one’s ears with its rend­ing dis­so­nance. But there is or­der in it, rhythm, a me­chan­i­cal reg­u­lat­ed re­cur­rence, a tem­po. And ris­ing above all, mak­ing the air hum with the quiver of lib­er­at­ed en­er­gy, the roar of leap­ing flames in the fur­naces, the mo­not­o­nous throb­bing beat of the en­gines.

			
				
					
							
							
							As the cur­tain ris­es, the fur­nace doors are shut. The men are tak­ing a breath­ing spell. One or two are ar­rang­ing the coal be­hind them, pulling it in­to more ac­ces­si­ble heaps. The oth­ers can be dim­ly made out lean­ing on their shov­els in re­laxed at­ti­tudes of ex­haus­tion.
						
					

					
							Pad­dy
							From some­where in the line—plain­tive­ly. Yer­ra, will this div­il’s own watch nivir end? Me back is broke. I’m de­stroyed en­tire­ly.
					

					
							Yank
							From the cen­ter of the line—with ex­u­ber­ant scorn. Aw, yuh make me sick! Lie down and croak, why don’t yuh? Al­ways beefin’, dat’s you! Say, dis is a cinch! Dis was made for me! It’s my meat, get me! A whis­tle is blown—a thin, shrill note from some­where over­head in the dark­ness. Yank curs­es with­out re­sent­ment. Dere’s de damn en­gi­neer crakin’ de whip. He tin­ks we’re loafin’.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Vin­dic­tive­ly. God stiff­en him!
					

					
							Yank
							In an ex­ul­tant tone of com­mand. Come on, youse guys! Git in­to de game! She’s git­tin’ hun­gry! Pile some grub in her! Trow it in­to her bel­ly! Come on now, all of youse! Open her up! At this last all the men, who have fol­lowed his move­ments of get­ting in­to po­si­tion, throw open their fur­nace doors with a deaf­en­ing clang. The fiery light floods over their shoul­ders as they bend round for the coal. Rivulets of sooty sweat have traced maps on their backs. The en­larged mus­cles form bunch­es of high light and shad­ow.
					

					
							Yank
							Chant­ing a count as he shov­els with­out seem­ing ef­fort. One—two—tree—His voice ris­ing ex­ul­tant­ly in the joy of bat­tle. Dat’s de stuff! Let her have it! All toged­der now! Sling it in­to her! Let her ride! Shoot de piece now! Call de toin on her! Drive her in­to it! Feel her move! Watch her smoke! Speed, dat’s her mid­dle name! Give her coal, youse guys! Coal, dat’s her booze! Drink it up, ba­by! Let’s see yuh sprint! Dig in and gain a lap! Dere she go-o-es This last in the chant­ing for­mu­la of the gallery gods at the six-day bike race. He slams his fur­nace door shut. The oth­ers do like­wise with as much uni­son as their wea­ried bod­ies will per­mit. The ef­fect is of one fiery eye af­ter an­oth­er be­ing blot­ted out with a se­ries of ac­com­pa­ny­ing bangs.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Groan­ing. Me back is broke. I’m bate out—bate—There is a pause. Then the in­ex­orable whis­tle sounds again from the dim re­gions above the elec­tric light. There is a growl of curs­ing rage from all sides.
					

					
							Yank
							Shak­ing his fist up­ward—con­temp­tu­ous­ly. Take it easy dere, you! Who d’yuh tin­ks run­nin’ dis game, me or you? When I git ready, we move. Not be­fore! When I git ready, get me!
					

					
							Voic­es
							Ap­prov­ing­ly. That’s the stuff!
					

					
							Yank tal him, py gol­ly!
					

					
							Yank ain’t af­feerd.
					

					
							Goot poy, Yank!
					

					
							Give him hell!
					

					
							Tell ’im ’e’s a bloody swine!
					

					
							Bloody slave-driv­er!
					

					
							Yank
							Con­temp­tu­ous­ly. He ain’t got no noive. He’s yel­low, get me? All de en­gi­neers is yel­low. Dey got streaks a mile wide. Aw, to hell wit him! Let’s move, youse guys. We had a rest. Come on, she needs it! Give her pep! It ain’t for him. Him and his whis­tle, dey don’t be­long. But we be­long, see! We got­ter feed de ba­by! Come on! He turns and flings his fur­nace door open. They all fol­low his lead. At this in­stant the Sec­ond and Fourth En­gi­neers en­ter from the dark­ness on the left with Mil­dred be­tween them. She starts, turns paler, her pose is crum­bling, she shiv­ers with fright in spite of the blaz­ing heat, but forces her­self to leave the En­gi­neers and take a few steps near­er the men. She is right be­hind Yank. All this hap­pens quick­ly while the men have their backs turned.
					

					
							Yank
							Come on, youse guys! He is turn­ing to get coal when the whis­tle sounds again in a peremp­to­ry, ir­ri­tat­ing note. This drives Yank in­to a sud­den fury. While the oth­er men have turned full around and stopped dumb­found­ed by the spec­ta­cle of Mil­dred stand­ing there in her white dress, Yank does not turn far enough to see her. Be­sides, his head is thrown back, he blinks up­ward through the murk try­ing to find the own­er of the whis­tle, he bran­dish­es his shov­el mur­der­ous­ly over his head in one hand, pound­ing on his chest, go­ril­la-like, with the oth­er, shout­ing: Toin off dat whis­tle! Come down ou­ta dere, yuh yel­low, brass-but­toned, Belfast bum, yuh! Come down and I’ll knock yer brains out! Yuh lousey, stinkin’, yel­low mut of a Catholic-moi­derin’ bas­tard! Come down and I’ll moi­der yuh! Pullin’ dat whis­tle on me, huh? I’ll show yuh! I’ll crash yer skull in! I’ll drive yer teet’ down yer troat! I’ll slam yer nose trou de back of yer head! I’ll cut yer guts out for a nick­el, yuh lousey boob, yuh dirty, crum­my, muck-eatin’ son of a—
					

					
							
							
							Sud­den­ly he be­comes con­scious of all the oth­er men star­ing at some­thing di­rect­ly be­hind his back. He whirls de­fen­sive­ly with a snarling, mur­der­ous growl, crouch­ing to spring, his lips drawn back o’ver his teeth, his small eyes gleam­ing fe­ro­cious­ly. He sees Mil­dred, like a white ap­pari­tion in the full light from the open fur­nace doors. He glares in­to her eyes, turned to stone. As for her, dur­ing his speech she has lis­tened, par­a­lyzed with hor­ror, ter­ror, her whole per­son­al­i­ty crushed, beat­en in, col­lapsed, by the ter­rif­ic im­pact of this un­known, abysmal bru­tal­i­ty, naked and shame­less. As she looks at his go­ril­la face, as his eyes bore in­to hers, she ut­ters a low, chok­ing cry and shrinks away from him, putting both hands up be­fore her eyes to shut out the sight of his face, to pro­tect her own. This star­tles Yank to a re­ac­tion. His mouth falls open, his eyes grow be­wil­dered.
						
					

					
							Mil­dred
							About to faint—to the En­gi­neers, who now have her one by each arm—whim­per­ing­ly. Take me away! Oh, the filthy beast! She faints. They car­ry her quick­ly back, dis­ap­pear­ing in the dark­ness at the left, rear. An iron door clangs shut. Rage and be­wil­dered fury rush back on Yank. He feels him­self in­sult­ed in some un­known fash­ion in the very heart of his pride. He roars: God damn yuh! And hurls his shov­el af­ter them at the door which has just closed. It hits the steel bulk­head with a clang and falls clat­ter­ing on the steel floor. From over­head the whis­tle sounds again in a long, an­gry, in­sis­tent com­mand.
					

					
							
							
							Cur­tain.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				IV
			

			
				
					
							
							
							The fire­men’s fore­cas­tle. Yank’s watch has just come off du­ty and had din­ner. Their faces and bod­ies shine from a soap and wa­ter scrub­bing but around their eyes, where a hasty dous­ing does not touch, the coal dust sticks like black make­up, giv­ing them a queer, sin­is­ter ex­pres­sion. Yank has not washed ei­ther face or body. He stands out in con­trast to them, a black­ened, brood­ing fig­ure. He is seat­ed for­ward on a bench in the ex­act at­ti­tude of Rodin’s The Thinker. The oth­ers, most of them smok­ing pipes, are star­ing at Yank half-ap­pre­hen­sive­ly, as if fear­ing an out­burst; half-amus­ed­ly, as if they saw a joke some­where that tick­led them.
						
					

					
							Voic­es
							He ain’t ate noth­in’.
					

					
							Py gol­ly, a fal­lar gat gat grub in him.
					

					
							Div­il a lie.
					

					
							Yank fee­da da fire, no fee­da da face.
					

					
							Ha-ha.
					

					
							He ain’t even washed his­self.
					

					
							He’s for­got.
					

					
							Hey, Yank, you for­got to wash.
					

					
							Yank
							Sul­len­ly. For­got noth­in’! To hell wit washin’.
					

					
							Voic­es
							It’ll stick to you.
					

					
							It’ll get un­der your skin.
					

					
							Give yer the bleed­in’ itch, that’s wot.
					

					
							It makes spots on you—like a leop­ard.
					

					
							Like a piebald nig­ger, you mean.
					

					
							Bet­ter wash up, Yank.
					

					
							You sleep bet­ter.
					

					
							Wash up, Yank.
					

					
							Wash up! Wash up!
					

					
							Yank
							Re­sent­ful­ly. Aw say, youse guys. Lemme alone. Can’t youse see I’m tryin’ to tink?
					

					
							All
							Re­peat­ing the word af­ter him as one with cyn­i­cal mock­ery. Think! The word has a brazen, metal­lic qual­i­ty as if their throats were phono­graph horns. It is fol­lowed by a cho­rus of hard, bark­ing laugh­ter.
					

					
							Yank
							Spring­ing to his feet and glar­ing at them bel­liger­ent­ly. Yes, tink! Tink, dat’s what I said! What about it? They are silent, puz­zled by his sud­den re­sent­ment at what used to be one of his jokes. Yank sits down again in the same at­ti­tude of The Thinker.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Leave him alone.
					

					
							He’s got a grouch on.
					

					
							Why wouldn’t he?
					

					
							Pad­dy
							With a wink at the oth­ers. Sure I know what’s the matther. ’Tis aisy to see. He’s fall­en in love, I’m telling you.
					

					
							All
							Re­peat­ing the word af­ter him as one with cyn­i­cal mock­ery. Love! The word has a brazen, metal­lic qual­i­ty as if their throats were phono­graph horns. It is fol­lowed by a cho­rus of hard, bark­ing laugh­ter.
					

					
							Yank
							With a con­temp­tu­ous snort. Love, hell! Hate, dat’s what. I’ve fall­en in hate, get me?
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Philo­soph­i­cal­ly. ’Twould take a wise man to tell one from the oth­er. With a bit­ter, iron­i­cal scorn, in­creas­ing as he goes on. But I’m telling you it’s love that’s in it. Sure what else but love for us poor bastes in the stoke­hole would be bring­ing a fine la­dy, dressed like a white quane, down a mile of lad­ders and steps to be havin’ a look at us? A growl of anger goes up from all sides.
					

					
							Long
							Jump­ing on a bench—hec­ticly. Hin­sultin’ us! Hin­sultin’ us, the bloody cow! And them bloody en­gi­neers! What right ’as they got to be ex­hibitin’ us ’s if we was bleed­in’ mon­keys in a menagerie? Did we sign for hin­sults to our dig­ni­ty as ’on­est work­ers? Is that in the ship’s ar­ti­cles? You kin bloody well bet it ain’t! But I knows why they done it. I ar­sked a deck stew­ard ’o she was and ’e told me. ’Er old man’s a bleed­in’ mil­lion­aire, a bloody Cap­i­tal­ist! ’E’s got en­uf bloody gold to sink this bleed­in’ ship! ’E makes arf the bloody steel in the world! ’E owns this bloody boat! And you and me, com­rades, we’re ’is slaves! And the skip­per and mates and en­gi­neers, they’re ’is slaves! And she’s ’is bloody daugh­ter and we’re all ’er slaves, too! And she gives ’er or­ders as ’ow she wants to see the bloody an­i­mals be­low decks and down they takes ’er! There is a roar of rage from all sides.
					

					
							Yank
							Blink­ing at him be­wil­dered­ly. Say! Wait a mo­ment! Is all dat straight goods?
					

					
							Long
							Straight as string! The bleed­in’ stew­ard as waits on ’em, ’e told me about ’er. And what’re we goin’ ter do, I ar­sks yer? ’Ave we got ter swaller ’er hin­sults like dogs? It ain’t in the ship’s ar­ti­cles. I tell yer we got a case. We kin go ter law—
					

					
							Yank
							With abysmal con­tempt. Hell! Law!
					

					
							All
							Re­peat­ing the word af­ter him as one with cyn­i­cal mock­ery. Law! The word has a brazen metal­lic qual­i­ty as if their throats were phono­graph horns. It is fol­lowed by a cho­rus of hard, bark­ing laugh­ter.
					

					
							Long
							Feel­ing the ground slip­ping from un­der his feet—des­per­ate­ly. As vot­ers and cit­i­zens we kin force the bloody gov­ern­ments—
					

					
							Yank
							With abysmal con­tempt. Hell! Gov­ern­ments!
					

					
							All
							Re­peat­ing the word af­ter him as one with cyn­i­cal mock­ery. Gov­ern­ments! The word has a brazen metal­lic qual­i­ty as if their throats were phono­graph horns. It is fol­lowed by a cho­rus of hard, bark­ing laugh­ter.
					

					
							Long
							Hys­ter­i­cal­ly. We’re free and equal in the sight of God—
					

					
							Yank
							With abysmal con­tempt. Hell! God!
					

					
							All
							Re­peat­ing the word af­ter him as one with cyn­i­cal mock­ery. God! The word has a brazen metal­lic qual­i­ty as if their throats were phono­graph horns. It is fol­lowed by a cho­rus of hard, bark­ing laugh­ter.
					

					
							Yank
							With­er­ing­ly. Aw, join de Sal­va­tion Army!
					

					
							All
							Sit down! Shut up! Damn fool! Sea-lawyer! Long slinks back out of sight.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Con­tin­u­ing the trend of his thoughts as if he had nev­er been in­ter­rupt­ed—bit­ter­ly. And there she was stand­ing be­hind us, and the Sec­ond point­ing at us like a man you’d hear in a cir­cus would be say­ing: In this cage is a queer­er kind of ba­boon than ev­er you’d find in dark­est Africy. We roast them in their own sweat—and be damned if you won’t hear some of thim say­ing they like it! He glances scorn­ful­ly at Yank.
					

					
							Yank
							With a be­wil­dered un­cer­tain growl. Aw!
					

					
							Pad­dy
							And there was Yank roarin’ curs­es and turn­ing round wid his shov­el to brain her—and she looked at him, and him at her—
					

					
							Yank
							Slow­ly. She was all white. I tought she was a ghost. Sure.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							With heavy, bit­ing sar­casm. ’Twas love at first sight, div­il a doubt of it! If you’d seen the en­dearin’ look on her pale mug when she shriv­elled away with her hands over her eyes to shut out the sight of him! Sure, ’twas as if she’d seen a great hairy ape es­caped from the Zoo!
					

					
							Yank
							Stung—with a growl of rage. Aw!
					

					
							Pad­dy
							And the lov­ing way Yank heaved his shov­el at the skull of her, on­ly she was out the door! A grin break­ing over his face. ’Twas touch­ing, I’m telling you! It put the touch of home, swate home in the stoke­hole. There is a roar of laugh­ter from all.
					

					
							Yank
							Glar­ing at Pad­dy men­ac­ing­ly. Aw, choke dat off, see!
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Not heed­ing him—to the oth­ers. And her grab­bin’ at the Sec­ond’s arm for pro­tec­tion. With a grotesque im­i­ta­tion of a wom­an’s voice. Kiss me, En­gi­neer dear, for it’s dark down here and me old man’s in Wall Street mak­ing mon­ey! Hug me tight, dar­lin’, for I’m afeerd in the dark and me moth­er’s on deck makin’ eyes at the skip­per! An­oth­er roar of laugh­ter.
					

					
							Yank
							Threat­en­ing­ly. Say! What yuh tryin’ to do, kid me, yuh old Harp?
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Div­il a bit! Ain’t I wishin’ my­self you’d brained her?
					

					
							Yank
							Fierce­ly. I’ll brain her! I’ll brain her yet, wait ’n’ see! Com­ing over to Pad­dy—slow­ly. Say, is dat what she called me—a hairy ape?
					

					
							Pad­dy
							She looked it at you if she didn’t say the word it­self.
					

					
							Yank
							Grin­ning hor­ri­bly. Hairy ape, huh? Sure! Dat’s de way she looked at me, aw right. Hairy ape! So dat’s me, huh? Burst­ing in­to rage—as if she were still in front of him. Yuh skin­ny tart! Yuh white-faced bum, yuh! I’ll show yuh who’s a ape! Turn­ing to the oth­ers, be­wil­der­ment seiz­ing him again. Say, youse guys. I was bawl­in’ him out for pullin’ de whis­tle on us. You heard me. And den I seen youse lookin’ at somep’n and I tought he’d sneaked down to come up in back of me, and I hopped round to knock him dead wit de shov­el. And dere she was wit de light on her! Christ, yuh coul­da pushed me over with a fin­ger! I was scared, get me? Sure! I tought she was a ghost, see? She was all in white like dey wrap around stiffs. You seen her. Kin yuh blame me? She didn’t be­long, dat’s what. And den when I come to and seen it was a re­al skoit and seen de way she was lookin’ at me—like Pad­dy said—Christ, I was sore, get me? I don’t stand for dat stuff from no­body. And I flung de shov­el—on’y she’d beat it. Fu­ri­ous­ly. I wished it’d banged her! I wished it’d knocked her block off!
					

					
							Long
							And be ’anged for mur­der or ’lec­tro­cut­ed? She ain’t bleed­in’ well worth it.
					

					
							Yank
							I don’t give a damn what! I’d be square wit her, wouldn’t I? Tink I wan­ter let her put somep’n over on me? Tink I’m goin’ to let her git away wit dat stuff? Yuh don’t know me! Noone ain’t nev­er put noth­in’ over on me and got away wit it, see!—not dat kind of stuff—no guy and no skoit nei­ther! I’ll fix her! Maybe she’ll come down again—
					

					
							Voice
							No chance, Yank. You scared her out of a year’s growth.
					

					
							Yank
							I scared her? Why de hell should I scare her? Who de hell is she? Ain’t she de same as me? Hairy ape, huh? With his old con­fi­dent brava­do. I’ll show her I’m bet­ter’n her, if she on’y knew it. I be­long and she don’t, see! I move and she’s dead! Twen­ty-five knots a hour, dats me! Dat car­ries her but I make dat. She’s on’y bag­gage. Sure! Again be­wil­dered­ly. But, Christ, she was fun­ny lookin’! Did yuh pipe her hands? White and skin­ny. Yuh could see de bones trough ’em. And her mush, dat was dead white, too. And her eyes, dey was like dey’d seen a ghost. Me, dat was! Sure! Hairy ape! Ghost, huh? Look at dat arm! He ex­tends his right arm, swelling out the great mus­cles. I coul­da took her wit dat, wit’ just my lit­tle fin­ger even, and broke her in two. Again be­wil­dered­ly. Say, who is dat skoit, huh? What is she? What’s she come from? Who made her? Who give her de noive to look at me like dat? Dis ting’s got my goat right. I don’t get her. She’s new to me. What does a skoit like her mean, huh? She don’t be­long, get me! I can’t see her. With grow­ing anger. But one ting I’m wise to, aw right, aw right! Youse all kin bet your shoits I’ll git even wit her. I’ll show her if she tin­ks she—She grinds de or­gan and I’m on de string, huh? I’ll fix her! Let her come down again and I’ll fling her in de fur­nace! She’ll move den! She won’t shiv­er at noth­in’, den! Speed, dat’ll be her! She’ll be­long den! He grins hor­ri­bly.
					

					
							Pad­dy
							She’ll nev­er come. She’s had her bel­ly-full, I’m telling you. She’ll be in bed now, I’m think­ing, wid ten doc­tors and nurs­es feed­in’ her salts to clean the fear out of her.
					

					
							Yank
							En­raged. Yuh tink I made her sick, too, do yuh? Just lookin’ at me, huh? Hairy ape, huh? In a fren­zy of rage. I’ll fix her! I’ll tell her where to git off! She’ll git down on her knees and take it back or I’ll bust de face of­fen her! Shak­ing one fist up­ward and beat­ing on his chest with the oth­er. I’ll find yuh! I’m comin’, d’yuh hear? I’ll fix yuh, God damn yuh! He makes a rush for the door.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Stop him!
					

					
							He’ll get shot!
					

					
							He’ll mur­der her!
					

					
							Trip him up!
					

					
							Hold him!
					

					
							He’s gone crazy!
					

					
							Gott, he’s strong!
					

					
							Hold him down!
					

					
							Look out for a kick!
					

					
							Pin his arms!
					

					
							
							
							They have all piled on him and, af­ter a fierce strug­gle, by sheer weight of num­bers have borne him to the floor just in­side the door.
						
					

					
							Pad­dy
							Who has re­mained de­tached. Kape him down till he’s cooled off. Scorn­ful­ly. Yer­ra, Yank, you’re a great fool. Is it payin’ at­ten­tion at all you are to the like of that skin­ny sow wid­out one drop of rale blood in her?
					

					
							Yank
							Fren­zied­ly, from the bot­tom of the heap. She done me doit! She done me doit, didn’t she? I’ll git square wit her! I’ll get her some way! Git of­fen me, youse guys! Lemme up! I’ll show her who’s a ape!
					

					
							
							
							Cur­tain.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				V
			

			Three weeks lat­er. A cor­ner of Fifth Av­enue in the Fifties on a fine, Sun­day morn­ing. A gen­er­al at­mos­phere of clean, well-ti­died, wide street; a flood of mel­low, tem­pered sun­shine; gen­tle, gen­teel breezes. In the rear, the show win­dows of two shops, a jew­el­ry es­tab­lish­ment on the cor­ner, a fur­ri­er’s next to it. Here the adorn­ments of ex­treme wealth are tan­ta­liz­ing­ly dis­played. The jew­el­er’s win­dow is gaudy with glit­ter­ing di­a­monds, emer­alds, ru­bies, pearls, etc., fash­ioned in or­nate tiaras, crowns, neck­laces, col­lars, etc. From each piece hangs an enor­mous tag from which a dol­lar sign and nu­mer­als in in­ter­mit­tent elec­tric lights wink out the in­cred­i­ble prices. The same in the fur­ri­er’s. Rich furs of all va­ri­eties hang there bathed in a down­pour of ar­ti­fi­cial light. The gen­er­al ef­fect is of a back­ground of mag­nif­i­cence cheap­ened and made grotesque by com­mer­cial­ism, a back­ground in tawdry dishar­mo­ny with the clear light and sun­shine on the street it­self.

			
				
					
							
							
							Up the side street Yank and Long come swag­ger­ing. Long is dressed in shore clothes, wears a black Wind­sor tie, cloth cap. Yank is in his dirty dun­ga­rees. A fire­man’s cap with black peak is cocked de­fi­ant­ly on the side of his head. He has not shaved for days and around his fierce, re­sent­ful eyes—as around those of Long to a less­er de­gree—the black smudge of coal dust still sticks like make­up. They hes­i­tate and stand to­geth­er at the cor­ner, swag­ger­ing, look­ing about them with a forced, de­fi­ant con­tempt.
						
					

					
							Long
							In­di­cat­ing it all with an or­a­tor­i­cal ges­ture. Well, ’ere we are. Fif’ Avenoo. This ’ere’s their bleed­in’ pri­vate lane, as yer might say. Bit­ter­ly. We’re tres­passers ’ere. Pro­le­tar­i­ans keep orf the grass!
					

					
							Yank
							Dul­ly. I don’t see no grass, yuh boob. Star­ing at the side­walk. Clean, ain’t it? Yuh could eat a fried egg of­fen it. The white wings got some job sweepin’ dis up. Look­ing up and down the av­enue—surlily. Where’s all de white-col­lar stiffs yuh said was here—and de skoits—her kind?
					

					
							Long
							In church, blarst ’em! Ar­skin’ Je­sus to give ’em more mon­ey.
					

					
							Yank
							Choich, huh? I useter go to choich onct—sure—when I was a kid. Me old man and wom­an, dey made me. Dey nev­er went dem­selves, dough. Al­ways got too big a head on Sun­day mornin’, dat was dem. With a grin. Dey was scrap­pers for fair, bot’ of dem. On Sati­day nights when dey bot’ got a skin­ful dey could put up a bout oughter been staged at de Gar­den. When dey got trough dere wasn’t a chair or ta­ble wit a leg un­der it. Or else dey bot’ jumped on me for somep’n. Dat was where I loined to take pun­ish­ment. With a grin and a swag­ger. I’m a chip of­fen de old block, get me?
					

					
							Long
							Did yer old man fol­low the sea?
					

					
							Yank
							Naw. Worked along shore. I runned away when me old la­dy croaked wit de tremens. I helped at truckin’ and in de mar­ket. Den I shipped in de stoke­hole. Sure. Dat be­longs. De rest was noth­in’. Look­ing around him. I ain’t nev­er seen dis be­fore. De Brook­lyn wa­ter­front, dat was where I was dragged up. Tak­ing a deep breath. Dis ain’t so bad at dat, huh?
					

					
							Long
							Not bad? Well, we pays for it wiv our bloody sweat, if yer wants to know!
					

					
							Yank
							With sud­den an­gry dis­gust. Aw, hell! I don’t see noone, see—like her. All dis gives me a pain. It don’t be­long. Say, ain’t dere a back­room around dis dump? Let’s go shoot a ball. All dis is too clean and qui­et and dolled-up, get me! It gives me a pain.
					

					
							Long
							Wait and yer’ll bloody well see—
					

					
							Yank
							I don’t wait for noone. I keep on de move. Say, what yuh drag me up here for, any­way? Tryin’ to kid me, yuh simp, yuh?
					

					
							Long
							Yer wants to get back at her, don’t yer? That’s what yer been say­ing’ ev­ery bloomin’ ’our since she hin­sult­ed yer.
					

					
							Yank
							Ve­he­ment­ly. Sure ting I do! Didn’t I try to git even wit her in Southamp­ton? Didn’t I sneak on de dock and wait for her by de gang­plank? I was goin’ to spit in her pale mug, see! Sure, right in her pop-eyes! Dat woul­da made me even, see? But no chanct. Dere was a whole army of plain­clothes bulls around. Dey spot­ted me and gimme de bum’s rush. I nev­er seen her. But I’ll git square wit her yet, you watch! Fu­ri­ous­ly. De lousey tart! She tin­ks she kin get away wit moi­der—but not wit me! I’ll fix her! I’ll tink of a way!
					

					
							Long
							As dis­gust­ed as he dares to be. Ain’t that why I brought yer up ’ere—to show yer? Yer been lookin’ at this ’ere ’ole af­fair wrong. Yer been actin’ an’ talkin’ ’s if it was all a bleed­in’ per­son­al mat­ter be­tween yer and that bloody cow. I wants to con­vince yer she was on’y a rep­re­sen­ta­tive of ’er clarss. I wants to awak­en yer bloody clarss con­scious­ness. Then yer’ll see it’s ’er clarss yer’ve got to fight, not ’er alone. There’s a ’ole mob of ’em like ’er, Gawd blind ’em!
					

					
							Yank
							Spit­ting on his hands—bel­liger­ent­ly. De more de mer­ri­er when I gits start­ed. Bring on de gang!
					

					
							Long
							Yer’ll see ’em in arf a mo’, when that church lets out. He turns and sees the win­dow dis­play in the two stores for the first time. Blimey! Look at that, will yer? They both walk back and stand look­ing in the jew­el­ers. Long flies in­to a fury. Just look at this ’ere bloomin’ mess! Just look at it! Look at the bleed­in’ prices on ’em—more’n our ’old bloody stoke­hole makes in ten voy­ages sweatin’ in ’ell! And they—her and her bloody clarss—buys ’em for toys to dan­gle on ’em! One of these ’ere would buy scoff for a starvin’ fam­i­ly for a year!
					

					
							Yank
							Aw, cut de sob stuff! T’ hell wit de starvin’ fam­i­ly! Yuh’ll be passin’ de hat to me next. With naive ad­mi­ra­tion. Say, dem tings is pret­ty, huh? Bet yuh dey’d hock for a piece of change aw right. Then turn­ing away, bored. But, aw hell, what good are dey? Let her have ’em. Dey don’t be­long no more’n she does. With a ges­ture of sweep­ing the jew­el­ers in­to obliv­ion. All dat don’t count, get me?
					

					
							Long
							Who has moved to the fur­ri­ers—in­dig­nant­ly. And I s’pose this ’ere don’t count nei­ther—skins of poor, ’arm­less an­i­mals slaugh­tered so as ’er and ’ers can keep their bleed­in’ noses warm!
					

					
							Yank
							Who has been star­ing at some­thing in­side—with queer ex­cite­ment. Take a slant at dat! Give it de once-over! Mon­key fur—two t’ou­sand bucks! Be­wil­dered­ly. Is dat straight goods—mon­key fur? What de hell—?
					

					
							Long
							Bit­ter­ly. It’s straight en­uf. With grim hu­mor. They wouldn’t bloody well pay that for a ’airy ape’s skin—no, nor for the ’ole livin’ ape with all ’is ’ead, and body, and soul thrown in!
					

					
							Yank
							Clench­ing his fists, his face grow­ing pale with rage as if the skin in the win­dow were a per­son­al in­sult. Trowin’ it up in my face! Christ! I’ll fix her!
					

					
							Long
							Ex­cit­ed­ly. Church is out. ’Ere they come, the bleed­in’ swine. Af­ter a glance at Yank’s low­er­ing face—un­easi­ly. Easy goes, Com­rade. Keep yer bloomin’ tem­per. Re­mem­ber force de­feats it­self. It ain’t our weapon. We must im­press our de­mands through peace­ful means—the votes of the on-march­ing pro­le­tar­i­ans of the bloody world!
					

					
							Yank
							With abysmal con­tempt. Votes, hell! Votes is a joke, see. Votes for wom­en! Let dem do it!
					

					
							Long
							Still more un­easi­ly. Calm, now. Treat ’em wiv the prop­er con­tempt. Ob­serve the bleed­in’ par­a­sites but ’old yer ’ors­es.
					

					
							Yank
							An­gri­ly. Git away from me! Yuh’re yel­low, dat’s what. Force, dat’s me! De punch, dat’s me ev­ery time, see! The crowd from church en­ter from the right, saun­ter­ing slow­ly and af­fect­ed­ly, their heads held stiffly up, look­ing nei­ther to right nor left, talk­ing in tone­less, sim­per­ing voic­es. The wom­en are rouged, cal­cimined, dyed, over­dressed to the nth de­gree. The men are in Prince Al­berts, high hats, spats, canes, etc. A pro­ces­sion of gaudy mar­i­onettes, yet with some­thing of the re­lent­less hor­ror of Franken­steins in their de­tached, me­chan­i­cal un­aware­ness.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Dear Doc­tor Ca­iaphas! He is so sin­cere!
					

					
							What was the ser­mon? I dozed off.
					

					
							About the rad­i­cals, my dear—and the false doc­trines that are be­ing preached.
					

					
							We must or­ga­nize a hun­dred per­cent Amer­i­can bazaar.
					

					
							And let ev­ery­one con­trib­ute one one-hun­dredth per­cent of their in­come tax.
					

					
							What an orig­i­nal idea!
					

					
							We can de­vote the pro­ceeds to re­ha­bil­i­tat­ing the veil of the tem­ple.
					

					
							But that has been done so many times.
					

					
							Yank
							Glar­ing from one to the oth­er of them—with an in­sult­ing snort of scorn. Huh! Huh! With­out seem­ing to see him, they make wide de­tours to avoid the spot where he stands in the mid­dle of the side­walk.
					

					
							Long
							Fright­ened­ly. Keep yer bloomin’ mouth shut, I tells yer.
					

					
							Yank
							Vi­cious­ly. G’wan! Tell it to Sweeney! He swag­gers away and de­lib­er­ate­ly lurch­es in­to a top-hat­ted gen­tle­man, then glares at him pug­na­cious­ly. Say, who d’yuh tink yuh’re bumpin’? Tink yuh own de oith?
					

					
							Gen­tle­man
							Cold­ly and af­fect­ed­ly. I beg your par­don. He has not looked at Yank and pass­es on with­out a glance, leav­ing him be­wil­dered.
					

					
							Long
							Rush­ing up and grab­bing Yank’s arm. ’Ere! Come away! This wasn’t what I meant. Yer’ll ’ave the bloody cop­pers down on us.
					

					
							Yank
							Sav­age­ly—giv­ing him a push that sends him sprawl­ing. G’wan!
					

					
							Long
							Picks him­self up—hys­ter­i­cal­ly. I’ll pop orf then. This ain’t what I meant. And what­ev­er ’ap­pens, yer can’t blame me. He slinks off left.
					

					
							Yank
							T’ hell wit youse! He ap­proach­es a la­dy—with a vi­cious grin and a smirk­ing wink. Hel­lo, Kid­do. How’s ev­ery lit­tle ting? Got anyt­ing on for tonight? I know an old boil­er down to de docks we kin crawl in­to. The la­dy stalks by with­out a look, with­out a change of pace. Yank turns to oth­ers—in­sult­ing­ly. Holy smokes, what a mug! Go hide yuh­self be­fore de hors­es shy at yuh. Gee, pipe de heinie on dat one! Say, youse, yuh look like de stoin of a fer­ry­boat. Paint and pow­der! All dolled up to kill! Yuh look like stiffs laid out for de bone­yard! Aw, g’wan, de lot of youse! Yuh give me de eye-ache. Yuh don’t be­long, get me! Look at me, why don’t youse dare? I be­long, dat’s me! Point­ing to a sky­scraper across the street which is in process of con­struc­tion—with brava­do. See dat build­ing goin’ up dere? See de steel work? Steel, dat’s me! Youse guys live on it and tink yuh’re somep’n. But I’m in it, see! I’m de hoistin’ en­gine dat makes it go up! I’m it—de in­side and bot­tom of it! Sure! I’m steel and steam and smoke and de rest of it! It moves—speed—twen­ty-five sto­ries up—and me at de top and bot­tom—movin’! Youse simps don’t move. Yuh’re on’y dolls I winds up to see ’m spin. Yuh’re de garbage, get me—de leav­ins—de ash­es we dump over de side! Now, wha­ta yuh got­to say? But as they seem nei­ther to see nor hear him, he flies in­to a fury. Bums! Pigs! Tarts! Bitch­es! He turns in a rage on the men, bump­ing vi­cious­ly in­to them but not jar­ring them the least bit. Rather it is he who re­coils af­ter each col­li­sion. He keeps growl­ing. Git off de oith! G’wan, yuh bum! Look where yuh’re goin,’ can’t yuh? Git ou­ta here! Fight, why don’t yuh? Put up yer mits! Don’t be a dog! Fight or I’ll knock yuh dead! But, with­out seem­ing to see him, they all an­swer with me­chan­i­cal af­fect­ed po­lite­ness: I beg your par­don. Then at a cry from one of the wom­en, they all scur­ry to the fur­ri­er’s win­dow.
					

					
							The Wom­an
							Ec­stat­i­cal­ly, with a gasp of de­light. Mon­key fur! The whole crowd of men and wom­en cho­rus af­ter her in the same tone of af­fect­ed de­light. Mon­key fur!
					

					
							Yank
							With a jerk of his head back on his shoul­ders, as if he had re­ceived a punch full in the face—rag­ing. I see yuh, all in white! I see yuh, yuh white-faced tart, yuh! Hairy ape, huh? I’ll hairy ape yuh! He bends down and grips at the street curb­ing as if to pluck it out and hurl it. Foiled in this, snarling with pas­sion, he leaps to the lamp­post on the cor­ner and tries to pull it up for a club. Just at that mo­ment a bus is heard rum­bling up. A fat, high-hat­ted, spat­ted gen­tle­man runs out from the side street. He calls out plain­tive­ly: “Bus! Bus! Stop there!” and runs full tilt in­to the bend­ing, strain­ing Yank, who is bowled off his bal­ance.
					

					
							Yank
							See­ing a fight—with a roar of joy as he springs to his feet. At last! Bus, huh? I’ll bust yuh! He lets drive a ter­rif­ic swing, his fist land­ing full on the fat gen­tle­man’s face. But the gen­tle­man stands un­moved as if noth­ing had hap­pened.
					

					
							Gen­tle­man
							I beg your par­don. Then ir­ri­ta­bly. You have made me lose my bus. He claps his hands and be­gins to scream: Of­fi­cer! Of­fi­cer! Many po­lice whis­tles shrill out on the in­stant and a whole pla­toon of po­lice­men rush in on Yank from all sides. He tries to fight but is clubbed to the pave­ment and fall­en up­on. The crowd at the win­dow have not moved or no­ticed this dis­tur­bance. The clang­ing gong of the pa­trol wag­on ap­proach­es with a clam­or­ing din.
					

					
							
							
							Cur­tain.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				VI
			

			Night of the fol­low­ing day. A row of cells in the prison on Black­wells Is­land. The cells ex­tend back di­ag­o­nal­ly from right front to left rear. They do not stop, but dis­ap­pear in the dark back­ground as if they ran on, num­ber­less, in­to in­fin­i­ty. One elec­tric bulb from the low ceil­ing of the nar­row cor­ri­dor sheds its light through the heavy steel bars of the cell at the ex­treme front and re­veals part of the in­te­ri­or. Yank can be seen with­in, crouched on the edge of his cot in the at­ti­tude of Rodin’s The Thinker. His face is spot­ted with black and blue bruis­es. A blood­stained ban­dage is wrapped around his head.

			
				
					
							Yank
							Sud­den­ly start­ing as if awak­en­ing from a dream, reach­es out and shakes the bars—aloud to him­self, won­der­ing­ly. Steel. Dis is de Zoo, huh? A burst of hard, bark­ing laugh­ter comes from the un­seen oc­cu­pants of the cells, runs back down the tier, and abrupt­ly ceas­es.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Mock­ing­ly. The Zoo? That’s a new name for this coop—a damn good name!
					

					
							Steel, eh? You said a mouth­ful. This is the old iron house.
					

					
							Who is that boob talkin’?
					

					
							He’s the bloke they brung in out of his head. The bulls had beat him up fierce.
					

					
							Yank
							Dul­ly. I mus­ta been dreamin’. I tought I was in a cage at de Zoo—but de apes don’t talk, do dey?
					

					
							Voic­es
							With mock­ing laugh­ter. You’re in a cage aw right.
					

					
							A coop!
					

					
							A pen!
					

					
							A sty!
					

					
							A ken­nel! Hard laugh­ter—a pause.
					

					
							Say, guy! Who are you? No, nev­er mind ly­ing. What are you?
					

					
							Yes, tell us your sad sto­ry. What’s your game?
					

					
							What did they jug yuh for?
					

					
							Yank
							Dul­ly. I was a fire­man—stokin’ on de lin­ers. Then with sud­den rage, rat­tling his cell bars. I’m a hairy ape, get me? And I’ll bust youse all in de jaw if yuh don’t lay off kid­din’ me.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Huh! You’re a hard boiled duck ain’t you!
					

					
							When you spit, it bounces! Laugh­ter.
					

					
							Aw, can it. He’s a reg­u­lar guy. Ain’t you?
					

					
							What did he say he was—a ape?
					

					
							Yank
							De­fi­ant­ly. Sure ting! Ain’t dat what youse all are—apes? A si­lence. Then a fu­ri­ous rat­tling of bars from down the cor­ri­dor.
					

					
							A Voice
							Thick with rage. I’ll show yuh who’s a ape, yuh bum!
					

					
							Voic­es
							Ssshh! Nix!
					

					
							Can de noise!
					

					
							Pi­ano!
					

					
							You’ll have the guard down on us!
					

					
							Yank
							Scorn­ful­ly. De guard? Yuh mean de keep­er, don’t yuh? An­gry ex­cla­ma­tions from all the cells.
					

					
							Voice
							Pla­cat­ing­ly. Aw, don’t pay no at­ten­tion to him. He’s off his nut from the beat­in’-up he got. Say, you guy! We’re wait­in’ to hear what they land­ed you for—or ain’t yuh tellin’?
					

					
							Yank
							Sure, I’ll tell youse. Sure! Why de hell not? On’y—youse won’t get me. No­body gets me but me, see? I start­ed to tell de Judge and all he says was: “Toity days to tink it over.” Tink it over! Christ, dat’s all I been doin’ for weeks! Af­ter a pause. I was tryin’ to git even wit some­one, see?—some­one dat done me doit.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Cyn­i­cal­ly. De old stuff, I bet. Your goil, huh?
					

					
							Give yuh the dou­ble-cross, huh?
					

					
							That’s them ev­ery time!
					

					
							Did yuh beat up de odd­er guy?
					

					
							Yank
							Dis­gust­ed­ly. Aw, yuh’re all wrong! Sure dere was a skoit in it—but not what youse mean, not dat old tripe. Dis was a new kind of skoit. She was dolled up all in white—in de stoke­hole. I tought she was a ghost. Sure. A pause.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Whis­per­ing. Gee, he’s still nut­ty.
					

					
							Let him rave. It’s fun lis­tenin’.
					

					
							Yank
							Un­heed­ing—grop­ing in his thoughts. Her hands—dey was skin­ny and white like dey wasn’t re­al but paint­ed on somep’n. Dere was a mil­lion miles from me to her—twen­ty-five knots a hour. She was like some dead ting de cat brung in. Sure, dat’s what. She didn’t be­long. She be­longed in de win­dow of a toy store, or on de top of a garbage can, see! Sure! He breaks out an­gri­ly. But would yuh be­lieve it, she had de noive to do me doit. She lamped me like she was seein’ somep’n broke loose from de menagerie. Christ, yuh’d oughter seen her eyes! He rat­tles the bars of his cell fu­ri­ous­ly. But I’ll get back at her yet, you watch! And if I can’t find her I’ll take it out on de gang she runs wit. I’m wise to where dey hangs out now. I’ll show her who be­longs! I’ll show her who’s in de move and who ain’t. You watch my smoke!
					

					
							Voic­es
							Se­ri­ous and jok­ing. Dat’s de talkin’!
					

					
							Take her for all she’s got!
					

					
							What was this dame, any­way? Who was she, eh?
					

					
							Yank
							I dun­no. First cab­in stiff. Her old man’s a mil­lion­aire, dey says—name of Dou­glas.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Dou­glas? That’s the pres­i­dent of the Steel Trust, I bet.
					

					
							Sure. I seen his mug in de pa­pers.
					

					
							He’s filthy with dough.
					

					
							Voice
							Hey, feller, take a tip from me. If you want to get back at that dame, you bet­ter join the Wob­blies. You’ll get some ac­tion then.
					

					
							Yank
							Wob­blies? What de hell’s dat?
					

					
							Voice
							Ain’t you ev­er heard of the I.W.W.?
					

					
							Yank
							Naw. What is it?
					

					
							Voice
							A gang of blokes—a tough gang. I been readin’ about ’em to­day in the pa­per. The guard give me the Sun­day Times. There’s a long spiel about ’em. It’s from a speech made in the Sen­ate by a guy named Sen­a­tor Queen. He is in the cell next to Yank’s. There is a rustling of pa­per. Wait’ll I see if I got light enough and I’ll read you. Lis­ten. He reads: “There is a men­ace ex­ist­ing in this coun­try to­day which threat­ens the vi­tals of our fair Re­pub­lic—as foul a men­ace against the very lifeblood of the Amer­i­can Ea­gle as was the foul con­spir­a­cy of Cataline against the ea­gles of an­cient Rome!”
					

					
							Voice
							Dis­gust­ed­ly. Aw hell! Tell him to salt de tail of dat ea­gle!
					

					
							Voice
							Read­ing: “I re­fer to that dev­il’s brew of ras­cals, jail­birds, mur­der­ers and cut­throats who li­bel all hon­est work­ing men by call­ing them­selves the In­dus­tri­al Work­ers of the World; but in the light of their ne­far­i­ous plots, I call them the In­dus­tri­ous Wreck­ers of the World!”
					

					
							Yank
							With venge­ful sat­is­fac­tion. Wreck­ers, dat’s de right dope! Dat be­longs! Me for dem!
					

					
							Voice
							Ssshh! Read­ing. “This fiendish or­ga­ni­za­tion is a foul ul­cer on the fair body of our Democ­ra­cy—”
					

					
							Voice
							Democ­ra­cy, hell! Give him the boid, fellers—the rasp­ber­ry! They do.
					

					
							Voice
							Ssshh! Read­ing: “Like Cato I say to this sen­ate, the I.W.W. must be de­stroyed! For they rep­re­sent an ev­er-present dag­ger point­ed at the heart of the great­est na­tion the world has ev­er known, where all men are born free and equal, with equal op­por­tu­ni­ties to all, where the Found­ing Fa­thers have guar­an­teed to each one hap­pi­ness, where Truth, Hon­or, Lib­er­ty, Jus­tice, and the Broth­er­hood of Man are a re­li­gion ab­sorbed with one’s moth­er’s milk, taught at our fa­ther’s knee, sealed, signed, and stamped up­on in the glo­ri­ous Con­sti­tu­tion of these Unit­ed States!” A per­fect storm of hiss­es, cat­calls, boos, and hard laugh­ter.
					

					
							Voic­es
							Scorn­ful­ly. Hur­rah for de Fort’ of Ju­ly!
					

					
							Pass de hat!
					

					
							Lib­er­ty!
					

					
							Jus­tice!
					

					
							Hon­or!
					

					
							Op­por­tu­ni­ty!
					

					
							Broth­er­hood!
					

					
							All
							With abysmal scorn. Aw, hell!
					

					
							Voice
							Give that Queen Sen­a­tor guy the bark! All toged­der now—one—two—tree—A ter­rif­ic cho­rus of bark­ing and yap­ping.
					

					
							Guard
							From a dis­tance. Qui­et there, youse—or I’ll git the hose. The noise sub­sides.
					

					
							Yank
							With growl­ing rage. I’d like to catch dat sen­a­tor guy alone for a sec­ond. I’d loin him some trute!
					

					
							Voice
							Ssshh! Here’s where he gits down to cas­es on the Wob­blies. Reads: “They plot with fire in one hand and dy­na­mite in the oth­er. They stop not be­fore mur­der to gain their ends, nor at the out­rag­ing of de­fence­less wom­an­hood. They would tear down so­ci­ety, put the low­est scum in the seats of the mighty, turn Almighty God’s re­vealed plan for the world top­sy-turvy, and make of our sweet and love­ly civ­i­liza­tion a sham­bles, a des­o­la­tion where man, God’s mas­ter­piece, would soon de­gen­er­ate back to the ape!”
					

					
							Voice
							To Yank. Hey, you guy. There’s your ape stuff again.
					

					
							Yank
							With a growl of fury. I got him. So dey blow up tings, do dey? Dey turn tings round, do dey? Hey, lend me dat pa­per, will yuh?
					

					
							Voice
							Sure. Give it to him. On’y keep it to your­self, see. We don’t wan­ter lis­ten to no more of that slop.
					

					
							Voice
							Here you are. Hide it un­der your mat­tress.
					

					
							Yank
							Reach­ing out. Tanks. I can’t read much but I kin man­age. He sits, the pa­per in the hand at his side, in the at­ti­tude of Rodin’s The Thinker. A pause. Sev­er­al snores from down the cor­ri­dor. Sud­den­ly Yank jumps to his feet with a fu­ri­ous groan as if some ap­palling thought had crashed on him—be­wil­dered­ly. Sure—her old man—pres­i­dent of de Steel Trust—makes half de steel in de world—steel—where I tought I be­longed—driv­in’ trou—movin’—in dat—to make her—and cage me in for her to spit on! Christ He shakes the bars of his cell door till the whole tier trem­bles. Ir­ri­tat­ed, protest­ing ex­cla­ma­tions from those awak­ened or try­ing to get to sleep. He made dis—dis cage! Steel! It don’t be­long, dat’s what! Cages, cells, locks, bolts, bars—dat’s what it means!—holdin’ me down wit him at de top! But I’ll drive trou! Fire, dat melts it! I’ll be fire—un­der de heap—fire dat nev­er goes out—hot as hell—breakin’ out in de night—While he has been say­ing this last he has shak­en his cell door to a clang­ing ac­com­pa­ni­ment. As he comes to the “breakin’ out” he seizes one bar with both hands and, putting his two feet up against the oth­ers so that his po­si­tion is par­al­lel to the floor like a mon­key’s, he gives a great wrench back­wards. The bar bends like a licorice stick un­der his tremen­dous strength. Just at this mo­ment the Prison Guard rush­es in, drag­ging a hose be­hind him.
					

					
							Guard
							An­gri­ly. I’ll loin youse bums to wake me up! Sees Yank. Hel­lo, it’s you, huh? Got the D.T.s, hey? Well, I’ll cure ’em. I’ll drown your snakes for yuh! Notic­ing the bar. Hell, look at dat bar bend­ed! On’y a bug is strong enough for dat!
					

					
							Yank
							Glar­ing at him. Or a hairy ape, yuh big yel­low bum! Look out! Here I come! He grabs an­oth­er bar.
					

					
							Guard
							Scared now—yelling off left. Toin de hoose on, Ben!—full pres­sure! And call de oth­ers—and a strait jack­et! The cur­tain is fall­ing. As it hides Yank from view, there is a splat­ter­ing smash as the stream of wa­ter hits the steel of Yank’s cell.
					

					
							
							
							Cur­tain.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				VII
			

			Near­ly a month lat­er. An I.W.W. lo­cal near the wa­ter­front, show­ing the in­te­ri­or of a front room on the ground floor, and the street out­side. Moon­light on the nar­row street, build­ings massed in black shad­ow. The in­te­ri­or of the room, which is gen­er­al as­sem­bly room, of­fice, and read­ing room, re­sem­bles some dingy set­tle­ment boys club. A desk and high stool are in one cor­ner. A ta­ble with pa­pers, stacks of pam­phlets, chairs about it, is at cen­ter. The whole is de­cid­ed­ly cheap, ba­nal, com­mon­place and un­mys­te­ri­ous as a room could well be. The sec­re­tary is perched on the stool mak­ing en­tries in a large ledger. An eye shade casts his face in­to shad­ows. Eight or ten men, long­shore­men, iron work­ers, and the like, are grouped about the ta­ble. Two are play­ing check­ers. One is writ­ing a let­ter. Most of them are smok­ing pipes. A big sign­board is on the wall at the rear, “In­dus­tri­al Work­ers of the World—Lo­cal No. 57.”

			
				
					
							Yank
							
							Comes down the street out­side. He is dressed as in Scene Five. He moves cau­tious­ly, mys­te­ri­ous­ly. He comes to a point op­po­site the door; tip­toes soft­ly up to it, lis­tens, is im­pressed by the si­lence with­in, knocks care­ful­ly, as if he were guess­ing at the pass­word to some se­cret rite. Lis­tens. No an­swer. Knocks again a bit loud­er. No an­swer. Knocks im­pa­tient­ly, much loud­er.
						
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Turn­ing around on his stool. What the dev­il is that—some­one knock­ing? Shouts: Come in, why don’t you? All the men in the room look up. Yank opens the door slow­ly, gin­ger­ly, as if afraid of an am­bush. He looks around for se­cret doors, mys­tery, is tak­en aback by the com­mon­place­ness of the room and the men in it, thinks he may have got­ten in the wrong place, then sees the sign­board on the wall and is re­as­sured.
					

					
							Yank
							Blurts out. Hel­lo.
					

					
							Men
							Re­served­ly. Hel­lo.
					

					
							Yank
							More eas­i­ly. I tought I’d bumped in­to de wrong dump.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Scru­ti­niz­ing him care­ful­ly. Maybe you have. Are you a mem­ber?
					

					
							Yank
							Naw, not yet. Dat’s what I come for—to join.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							That’s easy. What’s your job—long­shore?
					

					
							Yank
							Naw. Fire­man—stok­er on de lin­ers.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							With sat­is­fac­tion. Wel­come to our city. Glad to know you peo­ple are wak­ing up at last. We haven’t got many mem­bers in your line.
					

					
							Yank
							Naw. Dey’re all dead to de woild.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Well, you can help to wake ’em. What’s your name? I’ll make out your card.
					

					
							Yank
							Con­fused. Name? Lemme tink.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Sharply. Don’t you know your own name?
					

					
							Yank
							Sure; but I been just Yank for so long—Bob, dat’s it—Bob Smith.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Writ­ing. Robert Smith. Fills out the rest of card. Here you are. Cost you half a dol­lar.
					

					
							Yank
							Is dat all—four bits? Dat’s easy. Gives the Sec­re­tary the mon­ey.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Throw­ing it in draw­er. Thanks. Well, make your­self at home. No in­tro­duc­tions need­ed. There’s lit­er­a­ture on the ta­ble. Take some of those pam­phlets with you to dis­trib­ute aboard ship. They may bring re­sults. Sow the seed, on­ly go about it right. Don’t get caught and fired. We got plen­ty out of work. What we need is men who can hold their jobs—and work for us at the same time.
					

					
							Yank
							Sure. But he still stands, em­bar­rassed and un­easy.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Look­ing at him—cu­ri­ous­ly. What did you knock for? Think we had a coon in uni­form to open doors?
					

					
							Yank
							Naw. I tought it was locked—and dat yuh’d wan­ter give me the once-over trou a peep­hole or somep’n to see if I was right.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Alert and sus­pi­cious but with an easy laugh. Think we were run­ning a crap game? That door is nev­er locked. What put that in your nut?
					

					
							Yank
							With a know­ing grin, con­vinced that this is all cam­ou­flage, a part of the se­cre­cy. Dis burg is full of bulls, ain’t it?
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Sharply. What have the cops got to do with us? We’re break­ing no laws.
					

					
							Yank
							With a know­ing wink. Sure. Youse wouldn’t for woilds. Sure. I’m wise to dat.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							You seem to be wise to a lot of stuff none of us knows about.
					

					
							Yank
							With an­oth­er wink. Aw, dat’s aw right, see. Then made a bit re­sent­ful by the sus­pi­cious glances from all sides. Aw, can it! Youse needn’t put me trou de toid de­gree. Can’t youse see I be­long? Sure! I’m reg’lar. I’ll stick, get me? I’ll shoot de woiks for youse. Dat’s why I want­ed to join in.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Breezi­ly, feel­ing him out. That’s the right spir­it. On­ly are you sure you un­der­stand what you’ve joined? It’s all plain and above board; still, some guys get a wrong slant on us. Sharply. What’s your no­tion of the pur­pose of the I.W.W.?
					

					
							Yank
							Aw, I know all about it.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Sar­cas­ti­cal­ly. Well, give us some of your valu­able in­for­ma­tion.
					

					
							Yank
							Cun­ning­ly. I know enough not to speak ou­ta my toin. Then re­sent­ful­ly again. Aw, say! I’m reg’lar. I’m wise to de game. I know yuh got to watch your step wit a stranger. For all youse know, I might be a plain­clothes dick, or somep’n, dat’s what yuh’re tin­kin’, huh? Aw, for­get it! I be­long, see? Ask any guy down to de docks if I don’t.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Who said you didn’t?
					

					
							Yank
							Af­ter I’m ’ni­ti­at­ed, I’ll show yuh.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							As­tound­ed. Ini­ti­at­ed? There’s no ini­ti­a­tion.
					

					
							Yank
							Dis­ap­point­ed. Ain’t there no pass­word—no grip nor noth­in’?
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							What’d you think this is—the Elks—or the Black Hand?
					

					
							Yank
							De Elks, hell! De Black Hand, dey’re a lot of yel­low back­stickin’ Gi­nees. Naw. Dis is a man’s gang, ain’t it?
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							You said it! That’s why we stand on our two feet in the open. We got no se­crets.
					

					
							Yank
							Sur­prised but ad­mir­ing­ly. Yuh mean to say yuh al­ways run wide open—like dis?
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Ex­act­ly.
					

					
							Yank
							Den yuh sure got your noive wit youse!
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Sharply. Just what was it made you want to join us? Come out with that straight.
					

					
							Yank
							Yuh call me? Well, I got noive, too! Here’s my hand. Yuh wan­ter blow tings up, don’t yuh? Well, dat’s me! I be­long!
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							With pre­tend­ed care­less­ness. You mean change the un­equal con­di­tions of so­ci­ety by le­git­i­mate di­rect ac­tion—or with dy­na­mite?
					

					
							Yank
							Dy­na­mite! Blow it of­fen de oith—steel—all de cages—all de fac­to­ries, steam­ers, build­ings, jails—de Steel Trust and all dat makes it go.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							So—that’s your idea, eh? And did you have any spe­cial job in that line you want­ed to pro­pose to us. He makes a sign to the men, who get up cau­tious­ly one by one and group be­hind Yank.
					

					
							Yank
							Bold­ly. Sure, I’ll come out wit it. I’ll show youse I’m one of de gang. Dere’s dat mil­lion­aire guy, Dou­glas—
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Pres­i­dent of the Steel Trust, you mean? Do you want to as­sas­si­nate him?
					

					
							Yank
							Naw, dat don’t get yuh noth­in’. I mean blow up de fac­to­ry, de woiks, where he makes de steel. Dat’s what I’m af­ter—to blow up de steel, knock all de steel in de woild up to de moon. Dat’ll fix tings! Ea­ger­ly, with a touch of brava­do. I’ll do it by me lone­some! I’ll show yuh! Tell me where his woiks is, how to git there, all de dope. Gimme de stuff, de old but­ter—and watch me do de rest! Watch de smoke and see it move! I don’t give a damn if dey nab me—long as it’s done! I’ll soive life for it—and give ’em de laugh! Half to him­self. And I’ll write her a let­ter and tell her de hairy ape done it. Dat’ll square tings.
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Step­ping away from Yank. Very in­ter­est­ing. He gives a sig­nal. The men, huskies all, throw them­selves on Yank and be­fore he knows it they have his legs and arms pin­ioned. But he is too flab­ber­gast­ed to make a strug­gle, any­way. They feel him over for weapons.
					

					
							Man
							No gat, no knife. Shall we give him what’s what and put the boots to him?
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							No. He isn’t worth the trou­ble we’d get in­to. He’s too stupid. He comes clos­er and laughs mock­ing­ly in Yank’s face. Ho-ho! By God, this is the big­gest joke they’ve put up on us yet. Hey, you Joke! Who sent you—Burns or Pinker­ton? No, by God, you’re such a bone­head I’ll bet you’re in the Se­cret Ser­vice! Well, you dirty spy, you rot­ten agent provo­ca­tor, you can go back and tell what­ev­er skunk is pay­ing you blood-mon­ey for be­tray­ing your broth­ers that he’s wast­ing his coin. You couldn’t catch a cold. And tell him that all he’ll ev­er get on us, or ev­er has got, is just his own sneak­ing plots that he’s framed up to put us in jail. We are what our man­i­festo says we are, nei­ther more or less—and we’ll give him a copy of that any time he calls. And as for you—He glares scorn­ful­ly at Yank, who is sunk in an obliv­i­ous stu­por. Oh, hell, what’s the use of talk­ing? You’re a brain­less ape.
					

					
							Yank
							Aroused by the word to fierce but fu­tile strug­gles. What’s dat, yuh Shee­ny bum, yuh!
					

					
							Sec­re­tary
							Throw him out, boys. In spite of his strug­gles, this is done with gus­to and éclat. Pro­pelled by sev­er­al part­ing kicks, Yank lands sprawl­ing in the mid­dle of the nar­row cob­bled street. With a growl he starts to get up and storm the closed door, but stops be­wil­dered by the con­fu­sion in his brain, pa­thet­i­cal­ly im­po­tent. He sits there, brood­ing, in as near to the at­ti­tude of Rodin’s Thinker as he can get in his po­si­tion.
					

					
							Yank
							Bit­ter­ly. So dem boids don’t tink I be­long, nei­der. Aw, to hell wit ’em! Dey’re in de wrong pew—de same old bull—soap­box­es and Sal­va­tion Army—no guts! Cut out an hour of­fen de job a day and make me hap­py! Gimme a dol­lar more a day and make me hap­py! Tree square a day, and cauliflow­ers in de front yard—ekal rights—a wom­an and kids—a lousey vote—and I’m all fixed for Je­sus, huh? Aw, hell! What does dat get yuh? Dis ting’s in your in­side, but it ain’t your bel­ly. Feed­in’ your face—sinkers and cof­fee—dat don’t touch it. It’s way down—at de bot­tom. Yuh can’t grab it, and yuh can’t stop it. It moves, and ev­ery­t­ing moves. It stops and de whole woild stops. Dat’s me now—I don’t tick, see?—I’m a bust­ed In­ger­soll, dat’s what. Steel was me, and I owned de woild. Now I ain’t steel, and de woild owns me. Aw, hell! I can’t see—it’s all dark, get me? It’s all wrong! He turns a bit­ter mock­ing face up like an ape gib­ber­ing at the moon. Say, youse up dere, Man in de Moon, yuh look so wise, gimme de an­swer, huh? Slip me de in­side dope, de in­for­ma­tion right from de sta­ble—where do I get off at, huh?
					

					
							Po­lice­man
							Who has come up the street in time to hear this last—with grim hu­mor. You’ll get off at the sta­tion, you boob, if you don’t get up out of that and keep movin’.
					

					
							Yank
							Look­ing up at him—with a hard, bit­ter laugh. Sure! Lock me up! Put me in a cage! Dat’s de on’y an­swer yuh know. G’wan, lock me up!
					

					
							Po­lice­man
							What you been doin’?
					

					
							Yank
							En­uf to gimme life for! I was born, see? Sure, dat’s de charge. Write it in de blot­ter. I was born, get me!
					

					
							Po­lice­man
							Jo­cose­ly. God pity your old wom­an! Then mat­ter-of-fact. But I’ve no time for kid­ding. You’re soused. I’d run you in but it’s too long a walk to the sta­tion. Come on now, get up, or I’ll fan your ears with this club. Beat it now! He hauls Yank to his feet.
					

					
							Yank
							In a vague mock­ing tone. Say, where do I go from here?
					

					
							Po­lice­man
							Giv­ing him a push—with a grin, in­dif­fer­ent­ly. Go to hell.
					

					
							
							
							Cur­tain.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				VIII
			

			Twi­light of the next day. The mon­key house at the Zoo. One spot of clear gray light falls on the front of one cage so that the in­te­ri­or can be seen. The oth­er cages are vague, shroud­ed in shad­ow from which chat­ter­ings pitched in a con­ver­sa­tion­al tone can be heard. On the one cage a sign from which the word “go­ril­la” stands out. The gi­gan­tic an­i­mal him­self is seen squat­ting on his haunch­es on a bench in much the same at­ti­tude as Rodin’s Thinker. Yank en­ters from the left. Im­me­di­ate­ly a cho­rus of an­gry chat­ter­ing and screech­ing breaks out. The go­ril­la turns his eyes but makes no sound or move.

			
				
					
							Yank
							With a hard, bit­ter laugh. Wel­come to your city, huh? Hail, hail, de gang’s all here! At the sound of his voice the chat­ter­ing dies away in­to an at­ten­tive si­lence. Yank walks up to the go­ril­la’s cage and, lean­ing over the rail­ing, stares in at its oc­cu­pant, who stares back at him, silent and mo­tion­less. There is a pause of dead still­ness. Then Yank be­gins to talk in a friend­ly con­fi­den­tial tone, half-mock­ing­ly, but with a deep un­der­cur­rent of sym­pa­thy. Say, yuh’re some hard-lookin’ guy, ain’t yuh? I seen lots of tough nuts dat de gang called go­ril­las, but yuh’re de foist re­al one I ev­er seen. Some chest yuh got, and shoul­ders, and dem arms and mits! I bet yuh got a punch in ei­der fist dat’d knock ’em all sil­ly! This with gen­uine ad­mi­ra­tion. The go­ril­la, as if he un­der­stood, stands up­right, swelling out his chest and pound­ing on it with his fist. Yank grins sym­pa­thet­i­cal­ly. Sure, I get yuh. Yuh chal­lenge de whole woild, huh? Yuh got what I was sayin’ even if yuh muffed de woids. Then bit­ter­ness creep­ing in. And why wouldn’t yuh get me? Ain’t we both mem­bers of de same club—de Hairy Apes? They stare at each oth­er—a pause—then Yank goes on slow­ly and bit­ter­ly. So yuh’re what she seen when she looked at me, de white-faced tart! I was you to her, get me? On’y ou­ta de cage—broke out—free to moi­der her, see? Sure! Dat’s what she tought. She wasn’t wise dat I was in a cage, too—wors­er’n yours—sure—a damn sight—’cause you got some chanct to bust loose—but me—He grows con­fused. Aw, hell! It’s all wrong, ain’t it? A pause. I s’pose yuh wan­ter know what I’m doin’ here, huh? I been warmin’ a bench down to de Bat­tery—ev­er since last night. Sure. I seen de sun come up. Dat was pret­ty, too—all red and pink and green. I was lookin’ at de sky­scrapers—steel—and all de ships comin’ in, sailin’ out, all over de oith—and dey was steel, too. De sun was warm, dey wasn’t no clouds, and dere was a breeze blowin’. Sure, it was great stuff. I got it aw right—what Pad­dy said about dat bein’ de right dope—on’y I couldn’t get in it, see? I couldn’t be­long in dat. It was over my head. And I kept tin­kin’—and den I beat it up here to see what youse was like. And I wait­ed till dey was all gone to git yuh alone. Say, how d’yuh feel sit­tin’ in dat pen all de time, havin’ to stand for ’em comin’ and starin’ at yuh—de white-faced, skin­ny tarts and de boobs what mar­ry ’em—makin’ fun of yuh, laugh­in’ at yuh, git­tin’ scared of yuh—damn ’em! He pounds on the rail with his fist. The go­ril­la rat­tles the bars of his cage and snarls. All the oth­er mon­keys set up an an­gry chat­ter­ing in the dark­ness. Yank goes on ex­cit­ed­ly. Sure! Dat’s de way it hits me, too. On’y yuh’re lucky, see? Yuh don’t be­long wit ’em and yuh know it. But me, I be­long wit ’em—but I don’t, see? Dey don’t be­long wit me, dat’s what. Get me? Tin­kin’ is hard—He pass­es one hand across his fore­head with a painful ges­ture. The go­ril­la growls im­pa­tient­ly. Yank goes on grop­ing­ly. It’s dis way, what I’m driv­in’ at. Youse can sit and dope dream in de past, green woods, de jun­gle and de rest of it. Den yuh be­long and dey don’t. Den yuh kin laugh at ’em, see? Yuh’re de champ of de woild. But me—I ain’t got no past to tink in, nor noth­in’ dat’s comin’, on’y what’s now—and dat don’t be­long. Sure, you’re de best off! Yuh can’t tink, can yuh? Yuh can’t talk nei­der. But I kin make a bluff at talkin’ and tin­kin’—a’most git away wit it—a’most!—and dat’s where de jok­er comes in. He laughs. I ain’t on oith and I ain’t in heav­en, get me? I’m in de mid­dle tryin’ to sep­a­rate ’em, takin’ all de woist punch­es from bot’ of ’em. Maybe dat’s what dey call hell, huh? But you, yuh’re at de bot­tom. You be­long! Sure! Yuh’re de on’y one in de woild dat does, yuh lucky stiff! The go­ril­la growls proud­ly. And dat’s why dey got­ter put yuh in a cage, see? The go­ril­la roars an­gri­ly. Sure! Yuh get me. It beats it when you try to tink it or talk it—it’s way down—deep—be­hind—you ’n’ me we feel it. Sure! Bot’ mem­bers of dis club! He laughs—then in a sav­age tone. What de hell! T’ hell wit it! A lit­tle ac­tion, dat’s our meat! Dat be­longs! Knock ’em down and keep bustin’ ’em till dey croaks yuh wit a gat—wit steel! Sure! Are yuh game? Dey’ve looked at youse, ain’t dey—in a cage? Wan­ter git even? Wan­ter wind up like a sport ’stead of croakin’ slow in dere? The go­ril­la roars an em­phat­ic af­fir­ma­tive. Yank goes on with a sort of fu­ri­ous ex­al­ta­tion. Sure! Yuh’re reg’lar! Yuh’ll stick to de fin­ish! Me ’n’ you, huh?—bot’ mem­bers of this club! We’ll put up one last star bout dat’ll knock ’em of­fen deir seats! Dey’ll have to make de cages stronger af­ter we’re trou! The go­ril­la is strain­ing at his bars, growl­ing, hop­ping from one foot to the oth­er. Yank takes a jim­my from un­der his coat and forces the lock on the cage door. He throws this open. Par­don from de gov­er­nor! Step out and shake hands! I’ll take yuh for a walk down Fif’ Avenoo. We’ll knock ’em of­fen de oith and croak wit de band playin’. Come on, Broth­er. The go­ril­la scram­bles gin­ger­ly out of his cage. Goes to Yank and stands look­ing at him. Yank keeps his mock­ing tone—holds out his hand. Shake—de se­cret grip of our or­der. Some­thing, the tone of mock­ery, per­haps, sud­den­ly en­rages the an­i­mal. With a spring he wraps his huge arms around Yank in a mur­der­ous hug. There is a crack­ling snap of crushed ribs—a gasp­ing cry, still mock­ing, from Yank. Hey, I didn’t say, kiss me. The go­ril­la lets the crushed body slip to the floor; stands over it un­cer­tain­ly, con­sid­er­ing; then picks it up, throws it in the cage, shuts the door, and shuf­fles off men­ac­ing­ly in­to the dark­ness at left. A great up­roar of fright­ened chat­ter­ing and whim­per­ing comes from the oth­er cages. Then Yank moves, groan­ing, open­ing his eyes, and there is si­lence. He mut­ters painful­ly. Say—dey oughter match him—wit Zyb­szko. He got me, aw right. I’m trou. Even him didn’t tink I be­longed. Then, with sud­den pas­sion­ate de­spair. Christ, where do I get off at? Where do I fit in? Check­ing him­self as sud­den­ly. Aw, what de hell! No squakin’, see! No quit­tin’, get me! Croak wit your boots on! He grabs hold of the bars of the cage and hauls him­self painful­ly to his feet—looks around him be­wil­dered­ly—forces a mock­ing laugh. In de cage, huh? In the stri­dent tones of a cir­cus bark­er. Ladies and gents, step for­ward and take a slant at de one and on­ly—His voice weak­en­ing—one and orig­i­nal—Hairy Ape from de wilds of—He slips in a heap on the floor and dies. The mon­keys set up a chat­ter­ing, whim­per­ing wail. And, per­haps, the Hairy Ape at last be­longs.
					

					
							
							
							Cur­tain.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Colophon

				[image: The Standard Ebooks logo.]
			
			The Hairy Ape

			was pub­lished in 1922 by

			Eu­gene O’Neill.

			This ebook was pro­duced for

			Stan­dard Ebooks

			by

			B. Tim­o­thy Kei­th,

			and is based on a tran­scrip­tion pro­duced in 2003 by

			Charles Franks, Robert Rowe, and The On­line Dis­trib­uted Proof­read­ing Team

			for

			Project Guten­berg

			and on dig­i­tal scans from the

			In­ter­net Ar­chive.

			The cov­er page is adapt­ed from

			The Har­bor,

			a paint­ing com­plet­ed in 1943 by

			Josef Press­er.

			The cov­er and ti­tle pages fea­ture the

			League Spar­tan and Sorts Mill Goudy

			type­faces cre­at­ed in 2014 and 2009 by

			The League of Move­able Type.

			This edi­tion was re­leased on

			March 10, 2024, 7:01 p.m.

			and is based on

			re­vi­sion e9a6998.

			The first edi­tion of this ebook was re­leased on

			June 12, 2020, 12:43 a.m.

			You can check for up­dates to this ebook, view its re­vi­sion his­to­ry, or down­load it for dif­fer­ent eread­ing sys­tems at

			stan­dard­e­books.org/ebooks/eu­gene-oneill/the-hairy-ape.

			The vol­un­teer-driv­en Stan­dard Ebooks project re­lies on read­ers like you to sub­mit ty­pos, cor­rec­tions, and oth­er im­prove­ments. Any­one can con­trib­ute at stan­dard­e­books.org.

		
	
		
			Uncopyright

			
				
					May you do good and not evil.
					

					May you find for­give­ness for your­self and for­give oth­ers.
					

					May you share freely, nev­er tak­ing more than you give.
				

			

			Copy­right pages ex­ist to tell you that you can’t do some­thing. Un­like them, this Un­copy­right page ex­ists to tell you that the writ­ing and art­work in this ebook are be­lieved to be in the Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main; that is, they are be­lieved to be free of copy­right re­stric­tions in the Unit­ed States. The Unit­ed States pub­lic do­main rep­re­sents our col­lec­tive cul­tur­al her­itage, and items in it are free for any­one in the Unit­ed States to do al­most any­thing at all with, with­out hav­ing to get per­mis­sion.

			Copy­right laws are dif­fer­ent all over the world, and the source text or art­work in this ebook may still be copy­right­ed in oth­er coun­tries. If you’re not lo­cat­ed in the Unit­ed States, you must check your lo­cal laws be­fore us­ing this ebook. Stan­dard Ebooks makes no rep­re­sen­ta­tions re­gard­ing the copy­right sta­tus of the source text or art­work in this ebook in any coun­try oth­er than the Unit­ed States.

			Non-au­thor­ship ac­tiv­i­ties per­formed on items that are in the pub­lic do­main—so-called “sweat of the brow” work—don’t cre­ate a new copy­right. That means that no­body can claim a new copy­right on an item that is in the pub­lic do­main for, among oth­er things, work like dig­i­ti­za­tion, markup, or ty­pog­ra­phy. Re­gard­less, the con­trib­u­tors to this ebook re­lease their con­tri­bu­tions un­der the terms in the CC0 1.0 Uni­ver­sal Pub­lic Do­main Ded­i­ca­tion, thus ded­i­cat­ing to the world­wide pub­lic do­main all of the work they’ve done on this ebook, in­clud­ing but not lim­it­ed to meta­da­ta, the ti­tlepage, im­print, colophon, this Un­copy­right, and any changes or en­hance­ments to, or markup on, the orig­i­nal text and art­work. This ded­i­ca­tion doesn’t change the copy­right sta­tus of the source text or art­work. We make this ded­i­ca­tion in the in­ter­est of en­rich­ing our glob­al cul­tur­al her­itage, to pro­mote free and li­bre cul­ture around the world, and to give back to the un­re­strict­ed cul­ture that has giv­en all of us so much.

		
	OEBPS/Images/image00063.png





OEBPS/Images/image00064.png
THE HAIRY APE
EUGENE O’NEILL





OEBPS/Images/cover00061.jpeg
THE HAIRY APE

EUGENE O’NEILL





