- Scene One

L

(SCENE. A bedroom. A small raom containing an “install-
ment plan” bed, dresser, and chairs, An ugly electric light
fixture over the bed with a single glaring naked lamp. One
small window with the shade drawn. The walls are papered
with sheets of foolscap covered with columns of figures,

MR. ZERO f#s lying in the bed, facing the audience, his
head and shoulders visible, He is thin, sallow, under-sized,
and partially bald. mzs. zero is standing before the dresser
arranging her hair for the night. She is forty-fice, sharp-
featured, gray streaks in her hair. She is shapeless in her
long-sleeved cotton nightgown, She is wearing her shoes,
over which sag her ungartered stockings.)

Mrs. ZERO (As she takes down her hair). T'm gettin’ sick ¢
them Westerns. All them cowboys ridin’ around an’ foolin’
with them ropes. I don’t care nothin” about that, I'm sick of

‘em. T don't see why they don’t have more of them stories
like “For Love’s Sweet Sake.” I like them sweet little love
stories. Theyre nice an’ wholesome. Mrs. Twelve was sayin’
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to me only yesterday, “Mrs. Zero,” says she, “what I like is
one of them wholesome stories, with just a sweet, simple
little love story.” “You're right, Mrs. Twelve,” I says, “That’s
what I like, too.” They're showin’ too many Westerns at the
Rosebud. I'm gettin’ sick of them, I think we'll start goin’ to
the Peter Stuyvesant, They got a good bill there Wednesday
night, There’s a Chubby Delano comedy called “Sea-Sick,”
Mrs. Twelve was tellin’ me about it, She says it’s a scream.
Thoey're havin’ a picnic in the country and they sit Chubby
next to an old maid with a great big mouth. So he gets sore
an’ when she ain’t lookin’ he goes and catches a frog and
drops it in her clam chowder. An’ when she goes to eat the
chowder the frog jumps out of it an’ right into her mouth.
Tallk about laughl Mrs. Twelve was tellin” me she langhed
s0 she nearly passed out. He sure can pull some funny ones.
An’ they got that big Grace Darling feature, “A Mother's
Tears.” She’s sweet, But I don’t like her clothes. There’s no
style to them. Mrs. Nine was tellin® me she read in Picture-
land that she ain’t livin’ with her husband. He’s her second,
too. T don’t know whether theyre divorced or just separated.
You wouldn’t think it to see her on the screen. She looks so
sweet and innocent, Maybe it ain’t true. You can’t believe all
you read. They say some Pittsburgh millionaive is crazy
about her and that’s why she ain’t livin’ with her husband.
Mrs, Seven was tellin’ me her brother-in-law has a friend
that used to go to school with Grace Darling. He says her
name ain’t Grace Darling at all. Her right name is Elizabeth
Dugan, he says, an’ all them stories about her gettin® five
thousand 2 week is the bunk, he says. She’s sweet, though.
Mzrs. Eight was tellin” me that “A Mother’s Tears” is the best
picture she ever made, “Don’t miss it, Mrs. Zero,” she says.
“It's sweet,” she says. “Just sweet and wholesome. Cry!”
she says, “I nearly cried my eves out.” There’s one part in it
where this big bum of an Englishman—he’s a married man,
too—an’ she’s this little simple country girl. An’ she nearly

falls for him, too. But she’s sittin” out in the garden, one day,
and she looks up and there's her mother lookin’ at her, right -

out of the clouds. So that night she locks the door of her
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roor. An’ sure enough, when everybody’s in bed, along

. domes this big bum of an Englishman an’ when she won't

let him in what does he do but go ar’ kick open the door.

“Don’t miss it, Mrs. Zero,” Mrs. Eight was tellin’ me. It's at

the Peter Stuyvesant Wednesday night, so don’t be tellin’
me you want o go to the Rosebud. The Eights seen it down-
town at the Strand, They go downtown all the Hime. Just
like us—nitl T guess by the time i gets to the Peter Stuy-
vesant all that part about kickin’ in the door will be cut out.
Just like they cut out that big cabaret scene in “The Price of
Virtue.” They sure are pullin’ some rough stuff in the pic-
tures nowadays. “It’s no place for a young girl,” T was tellin’
Mis. Eleven, only the other day. An’ by the time they get
uptown half of it is cut out. But you wouldn’t go downtown
—not if wild horses was to drag you. You can wait till they
come uptownl Well, I don’t want to wait, see? I want to see
e when everybody else is seein’ them an’ not a month
later. Now don’t go tellin’ me you ain’t got the price. You
could dig up the price all right, all right, if you wanted to. I
notice you always got the price to go to the ball game. But
when it comes to me havin’ 2 good time then it’s always: “T
ain’t got the prive, I gotta start savin’.” A fat lot you'll ever
save! I got all I can do now makin’ both ends meet an’ you
talkin’ about savin’. {She seats herself on a chair and begins
removing her shoes and stockings.) An” don’t go pullin’ that
stuff about bein’ tired. “I been workin® hard all day. Twice a
day in the subway’s enough for me,” Tired] Where do you
get that Hred stuff, anyhow? What about me? Where do I
come inP Serubbin’ floors an’ cookin’ your meals an” washin’
your dirty clothes. An’ you sittin’ on a chair all day, just add-
in’ figgers an’ waitin’ for five-thirty. There’s no five-thirty
for me. I don’t wait for no whistle. I don’t get no vacations
neither, And what's more I don’ get no pay envelope every
Saturday night neither. I'd like to know where you'd be
without me. An’ what have I got to show for itP—slavin’
my life away to give you a home. What's in it for me, I'd
like to know? But it's my own fault, I guess. I was a fool
for marryin’ you, If I'd "a” had any sense, I'd 'a’ known what
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you were from the start. I wish ¥ had it to do over again, I
hope to tell you. You was goin’ to do wonders, you was! You
wasn’t goin’ to be a bookkeeper long—oh, no, not you, Wait
till you got started—you was goin’ to show ‘em. Theve
wasn't o job in the store that was tao big for you. Well,
Tve been waitin—waitin’ for you to get started—seeP It’s
been a good long wait, too. Twenty-five years! An’ I ain't
seen nothin” happen. Twenty-five years in the same job.
Twenty-five years to-morrow! You're proud of it, aint you?
Twenty-five years in the same job an® never missed a dayl
That's somethin’ to be proud of, ain’t itP Sittin’ for twenty-
five years on the same chair, addin’ up figures. What about
bein’ store-manager? I guess you forgot about that, didn’t
youP An’ me at home here lookin® at the same four walls an’
workin’ my fingers to the bone to make both ends meet.
Seven years since you got a raisel An’ if you don’t get one
to-morrow, I'll bet a nickel you wdn’t have the guts to go an’
ask for one. I didn’t pick much when I picked you, Il tell
the world. You ain't much to be proud of. (She rises, goes to

the window, and.raises the shade. A few lghted windows .

are visible on the other side of the closed courf. Looking out
for @ moment.) She ain’t walkin’ around to-night, you can
bet your sweet life on that. An’ she won’t be walkin’ around
any' more nights, neither. Not in this hounse, anyhow. (She
turns away from the window.) The dirty bum! The idea of
her comin’ to live in a house with respectable people. They
should "a’ gave her six years, not six months. If I was the
judge I'd of gave her life. A bum like that. ($he epproaches
the bed and stands there a moment.} I guess you're sorry
she’s gone. I guess you'd like to sit home every night an’
watch her goin’s-on, You're somethin’ to be proud of, you
arel (She stands on the bed and turns out the light. . . , A
thin stream of moonlight filters in from the court. The two
figures are dimly visible. Mrs. ZERO gets into bed.)

You'd better not start nothin’ with women, if you know

what’s good for you. I've put up with a lot, but I won’t put

up with that. T've been slavin’ away for twenty-five vears, .

makin’ 2 home for you an” nothin’ to show for it. If you
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was any kind of 2 man you'd have a decent job by now an’
I'd be gettin’ some comfort out of life—instead of bein’ just
a slave, washin’ pots an’ standin’ over the hot stove, I've
stood it for twenty-five vears an’ I guess T'll have to stand it
twenty-five more. But don't you gé startin’ nothin’ with
womer: (She goes on talking as the curtain falls,)




Scene Two

(SCENE. An office in a department store. Wood and glass
partitions. In the middle of the room, two tall desks back
to back, At one desk on a high stool is zeRo. Opposite him
at the other desk, also on a high stool, s DaISY DIaNA
DOROTHEA DEVORE, @ plain, middle-aged woman. Both wear
- green eye shades and paper sleeve protectors. A pendent

electric lamp throws light upon both desks. paisy reads.

aloud figures from a pile of slips which lie before her, As
she reads the figures, zrro enters them upon a large square
sheet of ruled paper which les before him.)

pawsy (Reading aloud). Three ninety-eight, Forty-two cents.
A dollar fifty. A dollar fifty. A dollar twenty-five. Two dol-
lars. Thirty-nine cents. Twenty-seven fifty.

ZERO (Petulantly), Speed it up a little, cancha?

paisy. What's the rush? To-morrer’s another day.

ZERC. Aw, you make me sick.

DATsY. An’ you make me sicker.

zERO. Go on, Go.on. We're losin’ time.

parsy. Then quit bein’ so bossy. {She reads.) Three dollars.
Two sixty-nine. Eighty-one fifty. Forty dollars. Eight
seventy-five, Who do you think you are, anyhow?

zERO, Never mind who I think I am. You tend to your work.

DaISY. Aw, don’t be givin® me so many orders. Sixty cents.
Twenty-four cents. Seventy-five cents. A dollar fifty. Two
fifty. One fifty, One fifty. Two fifty. I don’t have to take
it frora you and what's more I wor't.

ZERO. Aw, quit talkin’,

patsy. I'll talk all T want, Three dollars. Fifty cents, Fifty
cents. Seven dollars, Fifty cents, Two fifty, Three fifty,
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Fifty cents. One fifty. Fifty cents. (She goes bending over
the slips and transferring them from one pile to another.
zuro bends over his desk, busily entering the figures.)

7FR0 (Without looking up). You make me sick. Always sho_ot—
i’ off your face about somethin’, Talk, talk, talk. Just like

- all the other women, Women make me sick. _

patsy (Busily fingering the slips). Who do you think you are,
anyhow? Bossin” me around. I don’t have to take it from
you, and what's more I won't. (They both attend closely
to their work, neither looking up.) )

zERO. Women make me sick, They're all alike, The judge gave
her six months. I wonder what they do in the work—l}ouse.
Peel potatoes. I'll bet she’s sore at me. Maybe shell try
to kill me when she gets out. I better be careful. I:Ie]lo.
Girl Slays Betrayer. Jealous Wife Slays Rival. You can't tell
what & woman’s liable to do, I better be careful.

paIsy. I'm gettin’ sick of it. Always pickin’ on me about some-
thir’. Never a decent word out of you, Not even the time
o’ day.

ZERO, Iyguess she wouldn’t have the nerve at that, Maybe she
don’t even know it's me. They didn’t even put my name
in the paper, the big bums. Maybe she’s been in the :wgrk-
house before. A bum like that. She didn’t have nothlfx on
that one tme—nothin’ but a shirt. (He glances up quickly,
then bends over again.) You make me sick. I'm gick of look-
in’ at your face. ,

DAISY. G};e, ain’t that whistle ever goin’ to blow? You did_n,t
used to be like that, Not even good mormin’ or goold,evenm R
I ain’t done nothir’ to you. It's the young girls. Goin around
without corsets. ' .

zero. Your face is gettin’ all yeller. Why don’t you put some
paint on it She was puttin’ on paint that time. On her
cheeks and on her lips. And that blue stuff on hfar eyes.
Just sittin’ there in a shimmy puttin’ on the paint. An’
walkin’ around the room with her legs all bare.

patsy. 1 wish I was dead. )
zrro. I was a goddam fool to Jet the wife get on to me. She

oughta get six months at that, The dirty bum. Livin’ in a
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"~
-~ zEro. I wonder where'll she go when she gets out. Gee, rd:
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house with respectable people, She'd be livin' there yet,
if the wife hadn’t ¢ got on to me. Damn herl

narsy. I wish I was dead. .

zERO, Maybe another one’ll move in. Gee, that would be great.
But the wife’s got her eye on me now.

patsy. I'm scared to do it, though.

zero. You oughta move into that room. It's cheaper than where
you're livin’ now. I better tell you about it. I don't mean
to be always pickin’ on you. .

patsy. Gas. The smell of it makes me sick. (zero looks up
and clears his throat.)

pasy (Looking up, startled). Whadja say?

zero. I didn’t say nothin’,

parsy. I thought you did.

zeRro. You thought wrong. (They bend over their work again.)

pawsy. A dollar sixty. A dollar fifty. Two ninety. One sixty-
two. )

zurRo. Why the hell should I tell youP Fat chance of you for-
gettin’ to pull down the shade!

patsy. If I asked for carbolic they might get on to me.

zero. Your hair’s gettin’ gray. You don’t wear them shirt
waists any more with the low collars. When you'd bend
down to.pick somethin’ up :

"paisy? [ wish*1 knew what to ask for. Girl Takes Mercury
~ Alpér All-Night Palll:ty. Woman In Ten-Story Death Leap.

- lke to make a date with her, Why didn’t I go over there
" ;the night my wife went to Brooklyn? She never woulda
=" found out. :
pAtSY. I seen Paunline Frederick do it once. Where could I get

a pistol though? :

zero. I guess I didw’t have the nerve,

parsy. I'll bet you'd be sorry then that you been so mean to
me. How do I know, though? Maybe you wouldn’t.

zero. Nervel I got as much nerve as anybody. I'm on the
level, that’s all. Pm a married man and I'm on the level.

pasy. Anyhow, why aint I got a right to live? Ym as good
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as anybody else, I'm too refined, I guess. That's the whole
trouble.
zERo. The time the wife had pneumonia I thought she was
goin’ to pass out. But she didn’t, The doctor’s bill was
eighty-seven dollars. (Looking up.) Hey, wait a minutel
Didn’t you say eighty-seven dollars?
parsy {Looking up). What?
zERO. Was the last you said eighty-seven dollars?
paisy {Consulting the slip). Forty-two fiity.
zERG. Well, I made a mistake. Wait a minute. (He busies him-
self with an eraser.) All right, Shoot,
patsy. Six dollars. Three fAfteen. Two twenty-five. Sixty-five
cents, A dollar twenty. You talk to me as if I was dirt,
zuro. I wonder if I could kill the wife without anybody find-
.in’ out. In bed some night. With a pillow.
paisy. I used to think you was stuck on me.
zero, I'd get found out, though. They always have ways.
pAlsY. We used to be so nice and friendly together when, I
first came here, You used to talk to me then,
zERO. Maybe she’ll die soon. I noticed she was coughin” this
mornin’,
pAtsy. You used to tell me all kinds o’ things. You were goin’
to show them all. Just the same, you're still sittin’ here,
zERO. Then I could do what I damn please. Oh, bay!
patsy, Maybe it ain’t all your fault neither. Maybe i you'd had
the right kind ¢ wife—somebody with a lot of common-
sense, somebody refinedt—mel

" zERo, At that, I guess I'd get tired of bummin’ around. A fel-

ler wants some place to hang his hat.

parsy. I wish she would die.

wEro. And when you start goin’ with women you're liable to
get into trouble. And lose your job maybe.

pawsy. Maybe you'd marry me.

zero. Gee, I wish I'd gone over there that night.

patsy. Then I could quit workin’. .

zero, Lots o’ women would be glad to get me.

paisy. You could look a long time before you'd find a sensible,
refined girl like me.
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zeno. Yes, siv, they could look a long time before they'd find
a steady meal-ticket like me.

Da1sY. I guess I'd be too old to have any kids. They say it ain't
safe after thirty-five.

zero. Maybe I'd marry you. You might be all right, at that.

parsy. I wonder—if you don’t want kids—whether——if there’s
any way

7rR0O (Looking up). Hey! Hey! Cant you slow up? What do
you think I am—a machinep

pa1sy (Looking up). Say, what do you want, anyhow? First it's
too slow an’ then it’s too fast. T guess you don’t know what
you want,

zERO. Well, never mind about that. Just you slow up.

parsy. I'm gettin® sick o’ this, F'm goin’” to ask to be transferred.

zero. Go abead. You can’t make me mad. 7

DAISY. Aw, keep quiet, (She reads.) Two forty-five. A dollar
twenty. A dollar fifty. Ninety cents, Sixty-three cents.

Zeno. Marry you! I guess not! You'd be as bad as the one I
got.

pA1sY. You wouldn’t care # T did ask. I got a good mind to ask.

ZzERO. I was a fool to get married.

parsY. Then I'd never see you at all.

zERO. What chance has a guy got with a woman tied around
his neck?

patsy. That time at the store picnic—the year your wife
couldn’t come-—you were nice to me then.

“ERo. Twenty-five years holdin’ down the same job!

ratsy, We were together all day——just sittin’ around under the
trees.

zERO. | wonder if the boss remembers about it bein’ twenty-
five years.

DA1sY. And comin’ home that night—you sat next to me in the
big delivery wagon,

ZERO. I got a hunch there’s a big raise comin’ to me.

pasy. I wonder what it feels like to be really kissed. Men—
dirty pigs! They want the bold ones.

zerO. I he don’t come across I'm goin® right up to the front
office and tell him where he gets off.

o R N EE—.

poriniii
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a15%¢. I wish I was dead. _ .

]Z)EBO. “Boss,” Il say, “I want to have a talk vmtl}’ you”
“Sure,” he’ll say, “sit down. Have a Corona (;orona. ) No,
Ill say, “I don’t smoke.” “How’s that?” hell say. ‘We‘lli
boss,” Y1l say, “it’s this way. Every time I feel like smokin
1 just take a nickel and put it in the old sock. A penny saved
is a penny earned, that’s the way I lock at it. laamn
sensible,” he'll say. “You got a wise head on you, Zeyo.

patsy. I can’t stand the smell of gas. It makes me sick. You
coulda kissed me if you wanted to.

z5R0. “Boss,” Tll say, “I ain’t quite satisfied. ¥ been on the
job twenty-five years now and if I'm gonna stay I potiz see
a future ahead of me.” “Zero,” he'll say, “T'm glad you came
in. I've had my eye on you, Zero. Nothin' gets by me.” “Oh,
I know that, boss,” I'll say. Thatll hand him a good}augh,
that will, “You're a valuable man, Zero,” he'll say, and; I
want you right up here with me in the front office. You re
done addin’ figgers. Monday momin’ you move up here.

parsy. Them kisses in the movies—them long ones—right on
the mouth

zER0, I'll keep a-goin’ right on uﬂ:p after that, 'll show some of
them birds where they get off. N

parsy. That one the other night—"The Devil's Alibi"—he put
his arms around her—and her head fell back and her eyes
closed—like she was in a daze. ' _

zero. Just give me about two vears and I'll show them birds
where they get off.

parsy, 1 gue};sgﬂlat’s what it’s like—a kinda daz‘?——when I
see them like that, I just seem to forget everything, '

zero. Then me for a place in Jersey. And maybe a htt}e
Buick. No tin Lizzie for mine. Wait #ll 1 get started—I1l
show ’em.

parsy, I can see it now when I kinda half-close my eyes, The
way her head fell back. And his mouth pressed 1:ight up
against hers. Oh, Gawd! it must be grand! (There is a sud-
den shrill blast from a steam whistle.) o

patsY AND zERO {Together). The whistlel (With great agility
they get off their stools, remove their eye shades and sleeve
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pewdenturn amel put them on the desks. Then each produces
Jromy behind the desk a hat—zEro, a dusty derby, paisy, ¢
frowsy straw. . . . DAISY puts on her hat and turns foward
2ERO as though she were about to speak to him. But he is
busy cleaning his pen and pays no attention to her, She
sighs and goes toward the door at the left.)

zexo (Looking wp). Gnight, Miss Devore.

(But she does not hear him and exits. zero takes up his hat
and goes left. The door ai the right opens and the Boss
enters—middle-aged, stoutish, bald, well-dressed.)

Boss (Calling). Ob—er—Mister—er: (zZERO furns in sur-
prise, sees who it is and trembles nervously.)

ZERO (Obsequiously). Yes, sir. Do you want me, sir?

Boss. Yes, Just come here 2 moment, will you?

ZERO. Yes, siv. Right away, sir. (He fumbles his hat, picks it
up, stumbles, recovers himself, and approaches the BOSS,
every fibre quivering.)

BOss. Mister—er—er:

ZERO, Zero,

Boss. Yes, Mr. Zero. I wanted to have a litile talk with you.

zero (With a nervous grin). Yes sir, I been kinda expectin’ it.

Boss (Staring gi him). Oh, have youP

ZERO. Yes, sir,

Boss, How long have you been with us, Mister—er—
Mister

ZERO, Zero.

BOSS. Yes, Mister Zero,

zero. Twenty-five years to-day,

Boss. Twenty-five years! That’s a long time,

zERO. Never missed a day,

Boss, And you've been doing the same work all the timep

ZERO. Yes, sir. Right here at this desk.

Boss. Then, in that case, a change probably wont be un-
welcome to you.

zerO. No, sir, it won’t. And that’s the tuth,
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Boss. We've been planning a change in this department for
some time,

zeno. I kinda thought vou had your eye on me.

poss. You were right. The fact is that my efficiency experts
have recommended the installation of adding machines,

ZERO {Staring at him)., Addin’ machines?

Boss. Yes, you've probably seen them. A mechanical device
that adds automatically,

zERO. Sure, I've seen them. Keys—and a handle that you pull.
(He goes through the motions in the air,)

Boss. That's it. They do the work in half the time and a high-
school girl can operate them. Now, of course, 'm sorry to
lose an old and faithful employee-—-

zeRO. Excuse me, but would you mind sayin’ that againP

soss. I say 'm sorry to lose an employee who's heen with me

for so many years

(Soft music is heard—ithe sound of the mechanical player
of a distant merry-go-round. The part of the floor upon
which the desk and stools are standing begins {o revolve
very slowly.)

Boss, But, of course, in an organization like this, efficiency
must be the first consideration———

{The music becomes gradually louder and the ’revolutions
mere tapid.) )

Boss, You will draw your salary for the full month, And I'll
direct my secretary to give vou a letter of recommenda-
tion:

ZERO. Wait a minute, boss. Let me get this right. You mean
I'm canned?

poss {Barely making himself heard above the increasing volume
of sound), I'm sorry—mo other alternative—greatly regret
—old employee—efliciency—economy—business—business
—BUSINESS
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(His voice is drowned by the music. The platform is re-
volving tapidly now. zero and the woss face each other.
They are entirely motionless save for the Bosss faws, which
open and close incessantly. But the words are inzudible,
The music swells and swells. To it is added every off-stage
effect of the theatre: the wind, the waves, the galloping
horses, the locomotive whistle, the sleigh bells, the auto-
mobile siren, the glass-crash. New Year's Eve, Election
Night, Armistice Day, apd the Mardi-Gras. The noise is
deafening, maddening, unendurable. Suddenly & culminates
in a terrific peal of thunder. For an instant there is a flash
of red and then everything is plunged into blackness.)

(Curtain)

. |

Scene Three

(SCENE. The zrro dining room. Entrance door at right.
Doors to kitchen and bedroom at left. The walls, as in the
first scene, are papered with foolscap sheets covered with
columns of figures, In the middle of the room, upstage, @
table set for two. Along each side weall, seven chairs are
ranged in symmetrical rows.

At the rise of the curtain Mzs. ZERo s seen sealed at the
table looking alternately at the entrance door and a clock
on the wall. She wears a bungalow apron over her best
dress.

After a few moments, the entrance door opens and ZERO
enters. He hangs his hat on o rack behind the door and
coming over 10 the table seats himself at the vacant place.

. His movements throughout are quiet and abstracied.)

MEs. ZERO (Breaking the silence), Well, it was nice of you to
come home. You're only an hour late and that ain’t very
much. The supper don’t get very cold in an hour. An’ of
course the part about our havin’ a lot of company to-night
dop’t matter. (They begin to eat.)

Ain't you even got sense enough to come home on timef
Didn’t T tell you were goin” to have a lot o’ company to-
night? Didn’t you know the Ones are comin’? An’ the
TwasP An’ the Threes? An’ the Fours? An’ the Fives? And
the Sixes? Didn’t I tell you to be home on time? I might as
well talk to a stone wall, (They eat for a few momenis in
silence.)

I guess you musta had some important business to attend
0. Like watchin’ the score-board. Or was two kids havin®
a fight an’ you was the refereef You sure do have a lot of

3
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business to attend to. ¥'s a wonder you have time to come
home at all. You gotta tough life, yon have. Walk in, hang
up your hat, an’ put on the nose-bag. An” me in the hot
kitchen all day, copkin® your supper an’ waitin’ for you to
get good an’ ready to come home! (Again they eat in silence.)

Maybe the boss kept you late to-night. Tellin® you what
a big noise you are and how the store couldn’t ’a’ got along
if you hadn’t been pushin’ a pen for twenty-five years.
Where’s the gold medal he pinned on you? Did some blind
old lady take it away from you or did you leave it on the
seat of the boss’s limousine when he brought you home?
(Again a few moments of silence.)} ,

I'll bet he gave you a big raise, didn’t he? Promoted you
from the third floor to the fourth, maybe. Raise? A fat
chance you got o gettin’ a raise. All they gotta do is put
an ad.in the paper. There’s ten thousand like you layin’
around the streets. You'll be holdin’ down the same job
at the end of another twenty-five years—if you ain’t forgot
how to add by that time.

(A noise is heard off-stage, a sharp clicking such as is made

by the operation of the keys and levers of an adding ma-~ .

chine. ZERO raises his head for @ moment, but lowers it al-
most instantly.)

»Es. zERO. There’s the door-bell. The company’s here already. -

And we ain’t hardly finished supper. (She rises.)

But 'm goin’ to clear off the table whether youre
finished or not. If you want your supper, you got a right
to be home on Hme. Not standin’® around lookin’ at score-
boards. (As she piles up the dishes, zERO rises and goes
toward the entrance door.)

Wait a minute! Don't open the door yet. Do you want
the company to see all the messP An’ go an” put on a clean
collar. You got red ink all over it. (zERO goes toward bed-
room door.) )

1 should think after pushin’ a pen for twenty-five years,
you'd learn how to do it without gettin” ink on your collar,

Sl
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(zERO exits to bedroom. Mms. zEwo takes dishes to kitchen
talking as she goes.)

I guess I can stay up all night now washin’ dishes. You
should worry! That’s what a man’s got a wife for, ain't it?
Don’t he buy her her clothes an’ let her eat with him at the
same table? An’ all she's gotta do is cock the meals an” do
the washin’ an’ scrub the floor, an’ wash the dishes, when
the company goes. But, believe me, youre goin’ to sling
a mean dish-towel when the company goes to-nightl

" (While she is talking zuno enters from bedroom. He wears
a clean collar and is cramming the sotled one furtively into
his pocket. MEs. ZERO enters from kitchen. She has removed
her apron and carries o table cover which she spreads
hastily over the table. The clicking noise is heard again.)

MEs. zEro. There’s the bell again. Open the door, cancha?

{zERO goes to the entrance door end opens it. Six men and
six women file into the room in a double column. The men
are all shapes and sizes, but their dress is identical with
that of zexro in every detail. Each, however, wears a wig
of a different color. The women are all dressed alike, too,
except that the dress of euch is of a different color.)

Mrs. ZERO (Taking the first woman’s hand). How de do, Mrs.
One.
mns. ONE. How de do, Mrs, Zero.

(mms. Zero repeats this formule with each woman in furn.
zERO does the same with the men except that he is silent
throughout. The files now separate, each man taking a chair
from the right wall and each woman one from the left wall,
Each sex forms a circle with the chairs very close together.
The men—all except zwro——smoke cigars. The women
munch chacolates.)

srx. Some rain we're havio’.
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FivE. Never saw the like of it.
rouR. Worst in fourteen years, paper 5ays.
THREE. Y'can't always go by the papers.
Two, No, that’s right, too.
onE. We're liable to forget from year to year.
s1x, Yeh, come t" think, last year was pretty bad, too,
FIVE. An’ how about two years ago?
Four. Still this year’s pretty bad.
THREE. Yeh, no gettin’ away from that.
Two. Might be a whole lot worse.
ONE. Yeh, it's all the way vou look at it. Some rain, though.
MRS, s1x. I like them little organdie dresses.
MES. FIVE. Yeh, with a little lace trimmin’ on the sleeves.
MBS, FOuR, Well, I like “em plain myself.
Ml}isl:l T;IREE. Yeh, what T always say is the plainer the more re-
ed. .
MRs. Two. Well, I don't think a little lace does any harm.
aes. ONE. No, it kinda dresses it up.
mns. ZERO. Well, I always say it’s all a matter of taste.
MRS s1%. I saw you at the Rosebud Movie Thursday night, Mr.
ne.
ONE. Pretty punk show, Tl say.
Two, Theyre gettin’ worse all the time.
MRs. s1x, But who was the charming lady, Mr. OneP
onE. Now don't you go makin’ trouble for me. That was my
sister.
MuS. FIVE. Ohol That's what they all say.
wns, FOUR. Never mind! I'll bet Mrs. One knows what’s what,
all right.
aus. oNE. Oh, well, he can do what he likes—'slong as he be-
haves himself.
TemeE, You're in luck at that, One, Fat chance I got of gettin’
away from the frau even with my sister.
soes. THREE, You aughta be glad you got a good wife to look
after you.
THE OTHER WOMEN (In unison). That's right, Mrs. Three.
FiveE. I guess I know who wears the pants in your house,
Three.
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MES. zERO. Never mind. I saw them holdin’ hands at the movie
the other night.

THREE. She musta been tryin” to get some money away from
me. ‘ ,

mrg, THREE. Swell chance anybody'd have of gettin’ any
money away from you. (General laughter,)

Four. They sure are a loving couple. .

wmrs. Two. Well, I think we oughta change the subject.

mmns, oNE. Yes, let’s change the subject.

six (Sotto voca). D1d vou hear the one about the travellin’
salesman? ;

FIVE. It seems this guy was in a sleeper.

rour. Goin’ from Albany to San Diego.

THREE, And in the next berth was an old maid,

Two. With a wooden leg,

onE. Well, along about midnight—— (They all put their heads
together and whisper.)

Mas. s1% (Softo voce). Did you hear about the Sevens?

MRS, FIVE. They're gettin® a divorce.

MRS, FOUR. It’s the second time for him.

mws, THREE. They're two of a kind, if you ask me.

MEs. Two. One’s ag bad as the other,

MRS, ONE, Worse,

MRS, zERO. They say that she——( They all put their heads to-
gether and whisper.)

six, | think this woman suffrage is the bunk,

Five, It sure isl Politics is a man’s business.

rour. Woman's place is in the home.

TemEk, That's it! Lookin® after the kids, "stead of hangin’
around the streets,

Two. You hit the nail on the head that time,

. onE. The trouble is they don’t know what they want,

MRS, s1x. Men sure get me tired,

wmrs, ¥1ve, They sure are a lazy lot.

Mns. rour. And dirty.

MES. THREE., Always grumblin’ about somethin’,
mrs. Two., When they’re not lyin’l

mMRs. oNE, Or messin’ up the house.
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s, 2o, Well, beliove me, I tell mine where he gets off.

s1%, Dusiness conditions are sure bad.

rivi. Never been worse.

rour. I don’t know what we're comin’ to,

THEEE. | Jook for a big smash-up in about three months,

TW0. Wouldn't surprise me a bit,

oNE. Were sure headin” for trouble.

M=S. §1X. My aunt has gall-stones.

MRS, FIVE. My hushand has bunions.

MRS. FOUR. My sister expects next month,

MRS. THREE. My cousin’s hushand has erysipelas.

MES. TWO. My niece has St. Vitus’s dance.

MRS, ONE. My boy has fits.

MES, ZERO, | never felt better in my life. Knock wood!

six. Too damn much agitation, that’s at the bottom of it.

FIVE. That's it! too damn many strikes.

rour, Foreign agitators, that's what it is.

THREE. They ought be run outa the country.

Two. What the hell do they want, anyhow?

onE. They don’t know what they want, if you ask me,

s1x. America for the Americans is what 1 say!

ALL (In unison). That's it! Damn foreigners! Damn dagoes!
Damn Catholics! Damn sheenies] Damn niggers! Jail ‘em!
shoot ’em! hang "em! Iynch ’em! bum ’em! (They all rise.)

ALL (Sing in unison). “My country “tis of thee,

. Sweet land of liberty!”

MBS, FOUR, Why so pensive, Mr, Zero?

ZERO (Speaking for the first time). I'm thinkin’,

mes. FOUR. Well, be careful not to sprain your mind. (Laugh-
ter.)

mEs, zERO. Laok at the poor men all by themselves, We ain’t
very sociable.

onNE. Locks like we're neglectin’ the ladies, (The women cross
the room and join the men, all chattering loudly. The door-
bell rings.)

mes. zero, Shl The door-belll {The volume of sound slowly
diminishes. Again the door-bell.)

zERO (Quietly). TN go. It's for me. (They walch curtously es

L]

THE ADDING MACHINE 37

ZERO goes 10 the door and opens i, admitting e policeman.
There is a murmur of surprise and excitement.)

poriceEMAN. I'm lockin’ for Mr. Zera. (They all point to zERO,)

zERo. I've been expectin’ you.

roLIcEMAN. Come along! .

zERO. Just a minute. (He puts his hand in his pocket.)

roLICEMAN. What's he tryin’ to pull? (He draws a revolver.)
I got you covered. »

ZzER0. Sure, that’s all right. I just want to give you somathin’.
(He takes the collar from his pocket and gives it to the
policeman.)

POLICEMAN (Suspiciously). What's that?

zexro, The collar I wore,

rortaEMan. What do I want it for?

zeRO, It's got blood-stains on it.

roLicEMaN (Pocketing #). All right, come along] ,

zero (Turning fo Mrs. zero), I gotta go with him. You'll have
to dry the dishes yourself, ' ‘ N

»ms. zERO {Rushing forward). What are they takin’ you for?

zeRo (Calmly). 1 killed the boss this afternoon.

/

(Quick curtain as the policeman takes him off.)




Scene Four

(SCENE, A court of justice. Three bare white walls with-
out door or windows except for a single door in the right
wall. At the right is a jury box in which are seated mEssss.
ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR, FIVE, and s1x and their respective
wives, On either side of the jury box stands a uniformed
orFicER. Opposite the jury box is a long, bare oak table
piled high with law books. Behind the books zERo is seated,
his face buried in his hands. There 15 no other furntture in
the room. A moment after the rise of the curtain, one of the

officers rises and going around the table, taps zERO on the

shoulder. zERO rises and accompanies the officer. The
OFFICER escorts him {o the great empty space in the middle
of the court room, facing the jury. He motions to ZERO to

stop, then points to the fury and resumes his place beside

the jury box, zEno stands there looking at the jury, be-
wildered and half afraid. The Joross give no sign of having
seen him. Throughout they sit with folded arms, staring
stolidly before them.)

ZERO (Beginning to speak; haltingly). Sure I killed him. I ain’t
sayin’ I didn’t, am IP Sure I killed him, Them lawyers! They
give me a good stiff pain, that’'s what they give me, Half
the time I don’t know what the hell they're talkin’ about.
Objection sustained. Objection over-ruled. What's the big
idea, anyhow? You ain’t heard me do any objectin’, have
you? Sure not] What's the idea of objectin™ You got a right
to know. What I say is if one bird kills another bird, why
you got a right to call him for it. That's what I say. I know
all about that. I been on the jury, too. Them lawyers! Don’t
let "em fill you full of bunk. All that bull about it bein’ red
38
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ink on the billfile. Red ink nothin’l It was blood, seeP I
want you to get that right. I killed him, see? Right through
the heart with the bill-file, see? I want you to get that right
—all of you. One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight,

. nine, ten, eleven, twelve. Twelve of you, Six and six. That

makes twelve. 1 figgered it up often enough. Six and six
makes twelve. And five is seventeen. And eight'is twenty-
five. And three is twenty-eight. Eight and carry two. Aw,
cut it out! Them damm figgers! I can'’t forget ‘em. Twenty-
five years, seeP Eight howrs a day, exceptin’ Sundays. And
July and August half-day Saturday. One week’s vacation
with pay. And another week without pay if you want it.

" Who the hell wants it Layin’ around the house listenin’ to

the wife tellin’ vou where you get off. Nix! An’ legal holi-
days. I nearly forgot them, New Year’s, Washington's Birth-
day, Decoration Day, Fourth o’ July,. Labor Day, Election
Day, Thanksgivin’, Christmas. Good Friday if you want it,
An’ if you're a Jew, Young Kipper an’ the other one—I
forget what they call it. The dirty sheenies—always gettin’
two to the other bird’s one. An” when a holiday comes on
Sunday, you get Monday off, So that’s fair enough, But
when the Fourth o’ July comes on Saturday, why vou're ont
o Iuck on account of Saturday bein’ a half-day anyhow. Get
meP Twenty-five years—I'll tell you somethin” funny, Dec-
oration Day an’ the Fourth o’ July &re always on the same
day o the week, Twenty-five years, Never missed a day,
and never more’n five minutes late. Loock 4t my time card
if you don't believe me. Fight twenty-seven, eight thirty,
eight twenty-nine, eight twenty-sgven, eight thirty-two.
Eight an’ thirty-two’s forty an’ Goddam them figgers! I
can’t forget "em. They’re funny things, them figgers. They
Yook like people sometimes. The eights, see? Two dots for
the eyes and a dot for the nose. An’ a line, That’s the mouth,
seeP An’ there’s others remind you of other things—but I
car’t talk about them, on account of there bein’ ladies here.

" Sure X killed him, Why didn’t he shut up? If he'd only shut

up! Instead o talkin’ an’ talkin® about how sorry he was an’
what a good guy I was an’ this an’ that. T felt like sayin’
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ey g “Tor Cliedst's soko, shut upl” But 1 dide’t have
Lo wave, seef I didu't hove the nerve to say that to
the boss, An' Le went on talkin’; sayin’® how sorry he
wus, sceP He was standin’ right close to me. An’ his coat
only had two buttons on it. Two an’ two makes four an’—
aw, can itl An’ there was the bill-file on the desk. Right
where I could touch it. It ain’t right to kill a guy. I know
that, When I read all about him in the paper an’ about hig
three kids I felt like a cheap skate, 1 tell you. They had the
kids® pictures in the paper, right next to mine. An’ his wife,
too, Gee, it must be swell to have a wife like that. Some
guys sure is lucky. An’ he left fifty thousand dollars just for
a rest-room for the girls in the store, He was a good gy, at
that. Fifty thousand. That's more'n twice as much as I'd
have if I saved every nickel I ever made, Let’s see. Twenty-
five an’ twenty-five an’ twenty-five an'—aw, cut it out! An’
the ads had a big, black horder around “em; an” all it said
was that the store would be closed for three days on account
of the boss bein’ dead, That nearly handed me a laugh, that
did. All them floor-walkers an” buyers an’ high-rouck-a-
mucks havin’ me to thank for gettin® three days off. I hadn’t

oughta killed him. I ain’t sayin’ nothin’ about that. But I .

thought he was goin® to give me a raise, see? On account
of bein” there twenty-five years. He never talked to me be-
fore, see? Except one mornin’ we happened to come in the
store together and I held the door open for him and he said
“Thanks.” Just like that, seeP “Thanks!” That was the only
time he ever talked to me. An’ when I seen him comin’ up
to my desk, I didn’t know where 1 got off. A big guy like
that comin’ up to my desk. I felt like I was chokin’ ke and
all of a gudden I got a kind o’ bad taste in my mouth like
when you get up in the mornin’, I didn’t have no right to
Kill him. The disirict attorney is right about that. He read
the law to you, right out ¢’ the book, Killin® a hird—that’s
wrong. But there was that gir], see? Six months they gave
her. Tt was a dirty irick tellin’ the cops on her like that. I
shouldn’t ’2” done that. But what was I gonna do? The wife
wouldn’t let up on me. I hadda do it. She used to walk

-
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around the room, just in her undershirt, see? Nothin® else
on. Just her undershirt, An’ they gave her six months. That’s
the last I'll ever see of her. Them birds—how do they get
away with itP Just grabbin’ women, the way you see em do
in the pictures. Tve seen lots I'd like to grab like that, but
I ain’t got the nerve—in the subway an’ on the street an’ in
the store buyin’ things. Pretty soft for them shoe-salesmen,
Tl say, lookin’ at women’s legs all day. Them lawyers! They
give me a pain, I tell you—a pain! Sayin’ the same thing
over an’ bver again, I never said I didn't kill him. But that
ain’t the same as bein’ a regular murderer, What good
did it do me to kill himP I didn’t make nothin’ out of it.
Answer yes or nol Yes or no, me elbow! There’s some things
vou can’t answer yes or no. Give me the once-dver, you
guys. Do I look like a murderer? Do IP I never did no harm
to nobody. Ask the wife. She'll tell you. Ask anybody. I
never got into trouble. You wouldn't count that one time at
the Polo Grounds. That was just fun like, Everybody was
yellin’, “Kill the empire! Kill the empire!” An’ before I knew
what I was doin’ I fired the pop bottle. It was on account
of everybody yellin’ like that, Just in fun like, see? The
veller dogl Callin’ that one a strike—a mile away from the
plate. Anyhow, the bottle didn’t hit him. An’ when I seen

-the cop comin’ up the aisle, I beat it. That didn’t hurt ne-

body. It was just in fun like, seeP An’ that time in the
subway. I was readin’ about a lynchin’, see? Down in
Georgia, They took the nigger an’ they Hed him to a tree.
An’ they poured kerosene on him and lit a big fire under
him. The dirty nigger! Boy, I'd of liked to been there, with
a gat in each hand, punpin’ him full of lead. T was readin’
about it in the subway, seel Right at Times Square where
the big crowd gets on. An’ all of a sudden this big nigger
steps right on my foot, It was lucky for him I didn’t have
a gun on me. U'd of killed him sure, I guess. I guess he
couldn’t help it all right on account of the crowd, but a

nigger’s got no right to step on a white man’s foot. I told’

him where he got off all right. The dirty nigger, But that
didn’t hurt nobody, either. I'm a pretty steady guy, yvou
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githe ahmdt that, Pwenty-five years in one job an’ I never
nilssed o day, Lilty-two weeks in a year, Fifty-two an’
lifty-two an’ fifty-two an’ They didn’t have t look for
me, did they? I didn’t try to run away, did IP Where was
I goin’ to run tol I wasn’t thinkin® about it at all, see? Il
tell you what I was thinkin’ about—how I was goin” to
break it to the wite about bein’ canned. He canned me after
twenty-five years, see? Did the lawyers tell you about that?
I forget. All that talk gives me a headache. Objection sus-
tained. Objection over-ruled. Answer yes or no. It gives me

a headache, And I can’t get the figgers outta my head,

neither. But that’s what I was thinkin’ about—how I was
goin’ ¥ break it to the wife about bein’ canned. An’ what
Miss Devore would think when she heard about me killin®
him. I bet she never thought I had the nerve to do it, I'd
of married her i the wife had passed out. I'd be holdin’
down my job yet, if he hadn’t o’ canned me. But he kept
talkin’ an’ talkin’. An’ there was the bill-file right where
I could reach it. Do you get me? I'm just a regular guy
like anybody else. Like you birds, now. (For the first time
the yurors relax, looking indignantly at each other and

whispering.,) Suppose you was me, now. Maybe you'd ’a’ .

done the same thing. That's the way you oughta look at
it, see? Suppose you was me——
THE JURORS (Rising as one and shouting in unison). GUILTY!

(zero falls back, stunned for a moment by their vociferous-
ness. The Juroms right-face in their places and file quickly
out of the jury box and toward the door in a double column.)

ZERO (Recovering spesch as the JURORS pass out at the door).
Wait a minute. Jest a minute. You don’t get me right. Jest
give me a chance an’ Tl tell you how it was. I'm all mixed
up, seeP On account of them lawyers, And the figgers in my
head. But Fm goin” to tell you how it was. I was there
twenty-five years, see? An’ they gave her six months, see?
{He-goes on haranguing the empty jury box as the curtain

falls.)

Scene Five

NOTE:

This scene, which follows the court-room scene, was part

of the original script. It was omitted, however, when the

play was produced, and was performed for the first time

(in its present revised form) when the play was revived at

the Phoenix Theatre in New York in February, 1956,
—FErmer Rice

{SCENE. In the middle of the stage {s a lorge cage with
bars on all four sides. The bars are very far apart and the
interior of the cage is clearly visible. The floor of the cage
is about six feet above the level of the stage. A flight of
wooden steps lead up to it on the side facing the audience. |
2ERO i discovered in the middle of the cage seated at a
table above which is suspended a single naked electric light,
Before him is an enormous platter of ham and eggs which he
eats voraciously with a large wooden spoon. He wears a
uniform of very broad black and white horizontal stripes.
" A few moments after the rise of the curtain a man enters
at left, wearing the blue uniform and peaked cap of a cuIpE.
Heris followed by a miscellaneous crowd of MEN, woMEN
and caLpREN—about a dozen in all.)

. THE GUIDE (Stopping in front of the cage). Now ladies and

gentlemen, if you'll kindly step right this way! The crowd

straggles up and forms a loose semicircle around him.)

Step right up, please, A litde closer so’s everybody can hear.

{They move up closer. ZERO pays no attention whatever to

them.) This, ladies and gentlemen, is a very in-ter-est-in’

specimen: the North American murderer, Genus——homo
43
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siplouy, Hiblat—=-Novth America, (A titter of excitement.
vty ol erowd up around the cage.) Don’t push, Theres
room [or everybody.

A TALL prapy, Oh, how interesting!

A sTouT raDY {Excitedly). Look, Charley, he's eatingl

CHARLEY (Bored). Yeh, I see him.

ToE cubE (Repeating by rote). This specimen, ladies and
gentlemen, exhibits the characteristics which are typical of
his kind—

A SM.AILL BoY (In a Little Lord Fauntleroy suit, whiningly). Ma-
ma

Hi$ MOTHER. Be quiet, Fustace, or I'll take you right home.

THE GUIDE. He has the apposable thumbs, the large cranial
capacity, and the highly developed prefrontal areas which
distinguish him from all other species.

A Yot;TH (Who has been taking notes), What areas did you
say?

THE GUIDE {Grumpily). Pre-front-al areas, He learns by imita-
tion and has a language which is said by some eminent
philologists to bear many striking resemblances to English.

A BOY OF FOURTEEN. Pop, what's a philologist?

FIS FATHER. Keep quiet, cant you, and listen to what he's
sayin’, _

THE ogpe. He thrives and breeds freely in captivity, This
specimen was taken alive in his native haunts shortly after
murdering his boss. (Murmurs of great inferest.)

THE TALL LADY. Oh, how charming. ‘

THE NOTE-TAXING YOUTH. What was that last? I didnt get it.

sEVERAL (Helpfully). Murdering his boss.

THE YOoUTH, Oh-—thanks,

THE GUIDE. He was tried, convicted, and sentenced in one
hour, thirteen minutes, and twenty-four seconds, which
sets a new record for this terrvitory east of the Rockies and
north of the Mason and Dixon line.

LITTLE LORD FAUNTLEROY {Whiningly). Ma-mal

HIS MOTEER. Be quiet, Eustace, or Mama won'’t let you ride in
the choo-choo.

THE GUIDE, Now take a good look at him, ladies and gents. It’s
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his last day here. He's goin” to be exccuted at noon. (Mur-
murs of interest.) i

THE TALL LADY. Oh, how lovelyl

A MAN, What's he eating?

THE cuipk, Ham and eggs.

THE stouT Lany, He's quite a big eater, ain’t hef -

TiE gumr. Oh, he don’t always eat that much. You see we

. always try to make "em feel good on their last day. So about
a week in advance we let them order what they want to eat
on their last day, They can have eight courses, and they can
order anything they want—don’t make no difference what
it costs ar how hard it is to get. Well, he couldn’t make up
his mind il last night and then he ordered eight courses
of ham and eggs. (They all push and stare.)

THE BOY OF FOURTEEN. Look pop! He's eatin” with a spoon.
Don’t he know how to use a knife and fork?

THE GUIDE (Overhearing him). We don’t dare trust him with
a knife and fork, sonny. He might try to kill himself.

THE TALL LADY. Oh, how fascinating!

-Tay, guint (Resuming his official tone). And now friends if

you'll kindly give me your kind attention for just a moment,
(He takes a bundle of folders from his pocket.) I have a little
gouvenir folder, which I'm sure you'll all want to have, It
contains twelve beautiful colored views, relating to the
North American Murderer you have just been looking at.
These include a picture of the murderer, a picture of the
murderer's wife, the blood-stained weapon, the murderer at
the age of six, the spot where the body was found, the little
.red" school-house where he went to school, and his vine-
covered bovhood home in southern Illinols, with his sweet-
faced white-haired old mother plainly visible in the fore-
ground. And many other interesting views. I'm now golng
to distribute these little folders for your examination, (Sotto
voee.) Just pass them back, will you. {In louder tones.) Don’t
he afraid to look.at them. You don’t have to buy them if
you don’t want to. It don’t cost anything to look at them.
(T'0 the NOTE-TAKING YOUTH who is fumbling with a cam-
era.) Hey, there, young feller, no snapshots, allowed. All
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right now, friends, if you'll just step this way. Keep close
together and follow me, A lady lost her little boy here one
time and by the time we found him, he was smoking cig-
arettes and hollering for a razor.

{Much laughter as they all follow him off left. zERO finishes
eating and pushes away his plate. As the erowd goes at
left, MEBs. ZERO enters af right. She is dressed in mourning
garmenis. She carries a large parcel. She goes up the steps
to the cage, opens the door, and enters. zero looks up and
sees her.)

mrs. zero. Hello, ,

zero. Hello, I didn’t think you were comin’ again,

mns. zero, Well, I thought I'd come again. Are you glad fo see
me?

zERO. Sure. Sit down. {She complies.) You're all dolled up,
ain't you?

MES. ZERO. Yeh, don’t you like itP (S8he gets up and turns about
like ¢ mannequin.)

ZERO, Gee. Some class.

mms. zeRO. 1 always look good in black. There’s some weight
to this veil, though, I'll tell the world, I got a fierce head-
ache.

zero. How much did all that set you back?

MRS, zERO. Sixty-four dollars and twenty cents. And I gotta
get a pin yet and some writin’ paper—you know, with black
around the edges.

ZzERO. You'll be scrubbin’ floors in about a year, if you go
blowin” your coin like that.

mRs. zEro. Well, I gotta do it right. It don’t happen every day.
(She rises and takes up the parcel.} 1 brought you somethin’.

zERO (Interested). Yeh, what?

MES. ZERO (Opening the parcel). You gotta guess.

ZERO. Er—er—gee, search me.

M=s. zERO. Somethin’ you like. (She takes out @ covered plate.)

2zERO (With increasing interest). Looks like somethin® to eat.
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mms. zERO (Nodding). Yeh. (She takes off the top plate.) Ham
an’ eggs!

zero (Joyfully). Oh, boy! Just what I feel like eatinl (He takes
up the wooden spoon and begins to eat avidly.)

MRS, zER0 {Pleased). Are they goodP

zero (His mouth full). Swell,

MRS, ZERO {A Httle sadly). They're the last ones I'll ever make
for you.

zeRO (Busily eating). Uh-huh.

aes, zero. Il tell you somethin™—shall 1P

ZERO. Sure.

MRS, ZERo (Hesttantly), Well, all the while they were cookin’ I
was cryin’]

zEr0. YehP (He leans over and pats her hand.,)

MRs. 2ERO. | just couldn’t help it. The thought of it just made
me cry.

zERO, Well—no use cryin’ about it

MEs. ZERO. I just couldn™ help it.

zero., Maybe this time next year you'll be fryin’ eggs for some
other bird.

MRs. zERO, Not on your life.

zrERO, You never can tell.

MEs, ZERO. Not me. Once is enough for me.

zERO. I puess you're right at that, Still, I dunneo. You might
just happen. to meet some giry-—

MRs, zERo, Well, if I do, there’ll be time enough to think about
it. No use borrowin’ trouble.

zERO? How do you like bein’ alone in the house?

mms. zERro, Oh, it’s all right.

zeRro. You got plenty room in the bed now, ain’t you?

M=rs. zERO. Oh yeh, (A brief pause.) I¥s kinda lonesome though
—vyou know, wakin” up in the momin’ and nobody around
to talk to.

zERO. Yeh, I know. It's the same with me.

MEs. zEro, Not that we ever did much talkin’,

zrro, Well, that ain’t it. It's just the idea of havin® somebody
there in case you want to talk.
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rriw, e Yeh, ud's 16 fAnother Drief pause.) I guess maybe
Vo 1* lnwl you out quite a lot, dido’t IP

Zraun U woll—no use talkin® about it now.

MItY, ENO. We were always at it, weren't wel

wsie, No more than any other married folks, I guess

MR8, 2ERG (Dubiously). I dunno—

zeRO. I guess I gave you cause, all right.

Mug. ZERO. Well—I got my faults too.

zERO. None of us are perfect.

MRS, ZERO. We got along all right, at that, didn’t we?

zERD. Sure! Better'n most.

MRS, z};no. Reimmember them Sundays at the heach, in the old
days

zero. You bet. (With a laugh.) Remember that time I ducked
you?f Gee you was madl

mrg, zERO (With a laugh). 1 didn't talk to you for a whole
, week.

ZERO (Chuckling). Yeh, 1 remember.

MRS, zZERO. And the time I had pneumonia and you brought
me them roses. Remember?

zERo. Yeh, I remember. And when the doctor told me maybe
you'd pass put, I nearly sat down and cried.

MR8, zERO. Did you?

zERO. I sure did.

MEs, ZERC. We had some pretty good times at that, chdnt wel

zrro, I'll say we did!

wmBs. zErO (With a sudden soberness). Its all over now,

zrro, All over is right, T ain’t got much longes.

mms. zERO (Rising and going over to him). Maybe-—Maybe—
if we had to do it over again, it would be different.

zrno {Taking her hand). Yeh. We live and learn.

mes. ZERo (Crying). If we only had another chance,

zero, It's too late now.

MgRs. zERO. It don’t seem right, does it?

zero. It ain't right. But what can you do about #?

MEs. zERo. Ain’t there somethin—somethin’ I can do for you
—before—

zeRO. No. Nothin’. Not a thing,
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Mes. ZERo. Nothin® at all? . .

zERo. No, I can’t think of anything, (Suddenly.) You're takin’
good care of that scrap-book, ain’t you, with all the clip-
pings in it?

mms, zero, Oh, sure. I got it xight on the parlor table. Right
where everybody can see it.

zena (Pleased). Tt must be pretty near full, ain’t it?

mes. zeRo. All but three pages.

zero. Well, there’ll be more tomorrow. Enough to fll it,
maybe. Be sure to get them all, will you?

Mms. zERO. I will. I ordered the papers already.,

zero, Gee, I never thought I'd have a whole book full of
clippings all about myself. ( Suddenly ) Say, that's somethin’
T'd like to ask you,

MBS, ZERO. What? .

ZERO. Suppose you should get sick or be run over or some-
thin’, what would happen to the book?

Mmns. zERo. Well, I kinda thought T'd leave it to little Beatrice
Elizabeth.

zeRO. Who? Your sister’s kid?

MRs. ZERO. Yeh,

zERO, What would she want with it?

MBS, zERO, Well, it’s nice to have, ain’t itP And I wouldnt
know who else to give it to,

zrro. Well, I don’t want her to have 'it, That fresh little kid
puttin’ her dirty fingers all over it.

MRs. ZERO. She ain’t fresh and she ain’t dirty. She’s a sweet
littlg thing,

ZERO, I don’t want her to have it.

Mns. ZERo. Who do you want to have it, then?

zeRo. Well, I kinda thought I'd like Miss Devore to have it.

- MEs, zERO, Miss Devore?

zERO, Yeh. You know, Down at the store.

* Mms, zEro. Why should she have it?

zEro, She'd take good care of it, And anyhow, T'd like her to

have it.
mms. zero. Oh, you would, would you?

ZERO, Y65, o
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Mms, zER0, Well, she ain’t goin’ to have it, Miss Devorel Where
does she come in, I'd like to know, when I got two sisters
and a niece,

zero. I don't care nothin’ about your sisters and your niece.

ams. zEro, Well, T do! And Miss Devore ain’t goin’ to get it.
Now put that i your pipe and smoke it.

ZzERD. What have you got to say about it? Its my book, ain’t
it?

M=s. ZERO, No, it ain’t. If's mine now—or it will be tomorrow. |

And I'm goin’ to do what I like with it.

zero. I should have given it to her in the first place—that’s

what I should have done.

Mrs, zeRO. Oh, should youP And what about me? Am I your
wife or ain’t I

ZERD. Why remind me of my troubles?

MRS, ZERO. So it's Miss Devore all of a sudden, is it? What's
been goin” on, I'd like to know, between you and Miss
Devore?

ZERO. Aw, tie 2 can to that!

Mzs. zERo. Why didn’t you marry Miss Devore, if you think so
much of her?

zero. I would if I'd of met her first,

MRS, ZERO (Shrieking). Ochl A fine way to talk to me. After’

all I've done for you. You bum! You dirty buml I won't
stand for it! I won’t stand for it! (In @ great rage she'takes

uyp the dishes and smashes them on the floor. Then, crying”

hysterically, she opens the cage door, bangs it behind her,
comes down the steps, and goes off toward left. zERO stands
gazing ruefully after her for a moment, end then with a
shrug and a sigh begins ;mckmg up the pieces of broken
crockery.

As Mgs, ZERO exits at left a door in the back of the cage
opens and a MaN enters. He is dressed in a sky-blue padded
silk dressing-gown which is fitted with innumerable pockets.

Under this he wears a pink silk union-suit. His bare feet are
in sandals, He wears a jaunty Panama hat with a red feather

stuck in the brim, Wings are fastened to his.sandals and to
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the shoulders of his dressing-gown. zEro, who is busy pick-
ing up the broken crockery, does not notice him at first.
The nmax takes a gold toothpick and begins carefully pick-
ing his teeth, waiting for ZERO to notice him. ZERO happens
to look up and suddenly sees the man. He utters a ory of
tetror and shrinks into a corner of the cage, trembling with

fear.)

zero (Hoarsely), Who are you?

Man (Calmly, as he pockets his toothpick). T'm the Fixer-—
from the Claim Departiaent.

zeRO. Whaddya want?

FIxER. It's no use, Zero, There are no miracles.

zero. I don'’t know what you're talking about.

FIXER. Don't lie, Zero. (Holding up his hand.) And now that
your cowrse is run~-now that the end is already in sight,
you still believe that some thunderbolt, some fiery bugh,
some celestial apparition will intervene between you and
extinction, But it’s no use, Zero. You're done for.

ZzERO (Vehemently). It amt right| It ain’t fair] I ain'’t gettin’ a
square deall

¥IXER (Wearily). They all say that, Zero. (Mildly.) Now just
tell me why you're not getting a square deal.

zErO. Well, that addin’ machine, Was that a square deal——
after twenty-five vearsP

FixeR. Certainly—from any point of view, except a senti-
mental one. (Looking at his wristwatch.) The machine is
quicker, it never makes a mistake, it’s always on time, It
presents no problems of housing, traffic congestion, water
supply, sanitation.

ZERO. It costs somethin’ to buy them machines, I'll tell you
that!

FIxeR. Yes, you're right there. In one respect you have the
advantage over the machine—the cost of manufacture. But
we've learned from many years’ experience, Zero, that the
original cost is an incomsequential item compared to up-
keep, Take the dinosaurs, for example. They literally ate
themselves out of existence. I held out for them to the last,
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Thoy were dunmoed pleturesque—but when it came to a
guestion of the nitrate supply, I simply had to yield. (He
lgins Lo empty and clean his pipe.) And so with you, Zero.
1L costy o Jot to keep up all that delicate mechanism of eye
und ear and hand and brain which you've never put to any
use. We can’t afford to maintain it in idleness—and so
you've got to go. (He puts the pipe in one of his pockets.)

zERo {Falling to his knees, supplicatingly). Gimme a chance,
gimme another chancel

FixeR, What would you do if I gave you another chance?

zERO, Well—first thing I'd go out and lock for a job.

Fixer. Adding figures?

zero, Well-—I ain’t young enough to take up somethin’ new.
(The ¥ixer takes out a police whistle and blows shrilly. In-
stantly two GUARDS enter.) ‘

FIxER. Put the skids under him boys, and make it snappy. (He
strolls away to the other side of the cage, and, taking a nail
clipper from a pocket, begins to clip his nails as the cuarDs
seize ZERO.)

zrRo (Struggling and shrieking). No! No! Don't take me away!
Dor’t kill me! Gimme a chance! Gimme another chancel

GuARD (Soothingly). Al come on! Be a good fellow! Il all be
over in a minutel '

zeno. I don’t want to diel I don’t want to die! 1 want to livel

(The cuanos look at each other dubiously. Then one of them
walks rather timidly over to the vuxen, who is busy with his
nails.) :

cuarD (Clearing his throat). Hml

FixwER (Looking up), Well?

cuarp (Timidly). He says he wants to live.

rixer. No. He's no good.

cuarp (Touching his cap, deferentially). Yes six!
(He goes back to his companion and the two of them drag
ZERO gut af the back of the cage, still struggling and scream-
ing. The ¥ixEr puts away his nail clippers, yawns, then
goes to the table and sits on the edge of it. From ¢ pocket

THE ADDING MACHINE 53

he takes an enormous pair of horn-rimmed spectacles. Then

from another pocket he takes a folded newspaper, which
 he unfolds carefully, It is a colored comic supplement. He

holds it wp in front of him and becomes absorbed in it.

. A moment luter the door at the back of the cage opens
and a tall, brawny, bearded max enters, He wears a red-
flannel undershirt and carries a huge blood-stgined axe,
The vixur, absorbed in the comic supplement, does not
ook up.)

man (Hoarsely). OK.

FIXER {Looking up). What?

man. O.X.

Fixer’ (Nodding). Oh, all right. {(The max bows deferentially
and goes out at the back. The FixER puts away his spec-
tacles and folds the comic supplement carefully, As he folds
the paper.) That makes a total of 2137 black eyes for Jeff.

(He puts away the paper, turns out the eleciric light over
his head, and leaves the cage by the front door, Then he
takes a padlock from a pocket, attaches it to the door, and
saunters off as the curtain falls.)




Scene Six

(SCENE. A grave-yard in full moonlight. It is e second-
rate grave-yard-——no elaborate tombstones or monuments
—just simple headstones and here and there a cross. At the
back is an iron fence with a gate in the middle, A first no

one is visible, but there are occasional sounds throughout:

the hooting of an owl, the whistle of a distant whippoorwill,
the croaking of a bull-frog, and the yowling of a serenading
cat. After a few moments two figures appear outside the
gate—a man and o woman., She pushes the gate and i
opens with a rusty creak. The couple enter. They are now
fully~visible in the moonlight—juDy CGRADY and a YOUNG
MAN.)

Juny (Advancing). Come on, this is the place,

youne MAN (Hanging back). This! Why this here is a ceme-
tery.

JUDY. Aw, quit yer kiddin’l

YoUNG MAN, You don’t mean to say:

yupy. What's the matter with this place?

YOUNG MAN. A cemeteryl

jupy. Sure. What of it?

youNe MAN, You must be crazy.

jupy. This place is all right, I tell you. I been here lots o” times.

younc MaN. Nix on this place for mel

Juby. Ain’t this place as good as another? Whaddya afraid of?
They're all dead ones herel They don’t bother you. (With
sudden interest.) Oh, look, here’s a new one,

voune Man. Come on out of here. |

Jupy. Wait a minute. Let’s see what it says. (She kneels on a
grave in the foreground and putting her face close to head-
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stone spells out the inscription.) z-E-r-0, Z-e-r-0. Zerol Say,
that’s the guy

YounG MaN, ZeroP He's the guy killed his boss, ain't heP

jupy. Yeh, that’s him, all right. But what I'm thinkin’ of is
that I went to the hoosegow on account of him.

YOUNG MaN, What forP

yupy., You know, same old stuff. Tenement House Law. (Minc-
ingly.} Section blaa-blaa of the Penal Code. Third offense.
Six months.

YOUNG MAN. And this bird

juoy (Contempiuously). Him? He was mama’s whitehaired
boy. We lived in the same house. Across the airshaft, seep
I used to see him lookin® in my window. I guess his wife
musta seen him, too. Anyhow, they went and turned the
bulls on me. And pow I'm out and he’s in. (Suddenly.) Say
~—say (She bursts into a peal of laughter.)

voung MAN (Nervously). What's so funny?

ooy (Rocking with lgughter). Say, wouldo’t it be funny—if
if: (She explodes again,) That would be a good joke on
him, all right. He can’t do nothin’ about it now, can hep

YOUNG MaN, Come on out of here. I don’t like this place.

JuDy, Aw, you're a bum sport, What do you want to spoil my
joke forP (A cat yammers mellifluously.)

YOUNG MAN (Half hysterically), What's that?

yupy, It's only the cats, They seem to like it hers all right, But
come on if you're afraid. (They go toward the gate. As they
go out.) You nervous men sure are the lmit,

(They go out through the gate, As they disappear ZERO'S
arave opens suddenly and his head appears.)

zERO (Looking about) That’s funnyl 1 thought I heard her
talkin’ and laughin’. But I don’t see nobody. Anyhow, what
would she be doin” here? I guess I must "a’ been dreamin’,
But how could I be dreamin’ when I ain't been asleep? (He
looks about again.) Well, no use goin’ back. I can’t sleep,
anyhow. I might as well walk around a little, (He rises out
of the ground, very rigidly. He wears o full-dress suit of
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very antiquated cut and his hands are folded stiffly across
his breast.)

zrro (Walking woodenly). Geel Um stiffl (He slowly walks a
few steps, then stops.) Gee, it's lonesome herel (He shivers
and walks on aimlessly.) 1 should ’'a’ stayed where I was.
But I thought I heard her laughin’. (A loud sneeze is heard,
ZERO stgnds motionless, quaking with terror. The sneeze
is repeated.)

zeRo (Hoarsely). What's that?

A MID voice. It’s all right. Nothing to be afraid of.

(From behind a headstone sERDLU appears. He is dressed
in a shabby and #ll-fitting cutaway. He wears silver-rimmed
spectacles and is smoking a cigarette.)

serory, 1 hope T didn’t frighten you,

zero (Still badly shaken). No-o. It’s all right. You see, I wasn’t
expectin’ to see anybody.

saapLyU, You're a newcomer, aren’t you?

zero. Yeh, this is my ﬁrst night. I couldnt seem to get to
sleep.

seROLY, 1 can’t sleep, either. Suppose we keep each other com-
pany, shall we?

zERO {Eagerly), Yeh, that would be great. I been feelin’ awful
lonesome.

seroLy (Nodding). 1 know. Let’s make ourselves comfortable.
(He seats himself easily on a grave. zERO fries to follow
his example but he is stiff in every joint and groans with
pain.}

zeRro. 'm kinda stiff.

spRoLY, You mustn’t raind the stiffress. It wears off in a few
days. (He seats himself on the grave beside zERo and pro-
duces a package of cigareties.) Will you have a CamelP

zeRO. No, I don’t smoke.

suroLy. | find it helps keep the mosquitoes away, (He lights
a cigarette.)

seRpLU (Suddenly taking the cigaretie out of his mouth) Do

P

you mind if I smoke, Mr.—Mr.
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zERO. No, go right ahead.

SHEDLU (Be;placmg the cigaretie). Thank you. 1 dido’t catch
your name. (zere does not reply.)

suroLu (Mildly). I say I didn’t catch your name.

zeno. I heard you the frst time. (Hesitantly.} I'm scared if T
tell you who I am and what I done, you'll be off me.

sHRpLU (Sadly). No matter what your sins may be, they are
as snow compared to mine.

zERO, You got another guess comin’. (He pauses dmmatwally )
My name’s Zero. I'm a murderer.

seroLy (Nodding calmly), Oh, yes, I remember reading about
you, Mr. Zero.

zERo (A little pigued). And you still tlunk you're worse than
mef

semoLy (Throwing away his cigereite). Oh, a thousand times
worse, Mr, Zero—a million times worse,

zerO, What did you do?

suroLU. I, too, am a murderer,

ZERO (Lookmg at him in amazement). Go onl Youre kiddin’
mel

gerpLyU. Every word I speak is the truth, Mr. Zero, I am the
foulegt, the most sinful of murderers! You only murdered
your employer, Mr. Zero. But I—I murdered my mother.
(He covers his face with his hands and sobs.)

zeRo (Horrified). The hell yer sayl  ~

- sERDLY (Sobbing). Yes, my mother!—my beloved motherl

ZERo (Suddenly), Say, you don’t mean to say you're Mr, w—
suroLU (Nodding), Yes. (He wepes his eyes, still quivering
with” emotion.)

" zero. I remember readin’ about you in the papers.

sHRpLY. Yes, my guilt has been proclaimed to all the wozld.
But that would be a trifle if only I could wash the stain
of sin from my soul,

zERO. I never heard of a guy killi” his mother before. What
did vou do it for?

sumoLu. Because I have a sinful heart—there is no other

reason. ‘
zero, Did she always treat you square and all like that?
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strpro. She was a saint—a saint, I tell you. She cared for me
and Watched over me as only a mother can,

zEro, You mean to say you didn’t have a scrap or nothin®

sumrpLy. Never a harsh or an unkind word. Nothing except
loving care and good advice. From my infancy she devoted
herself to guiding me on the right path. She taught me to
be thrifty, to be devout, to be unselfish, to shun evil com-
panions and to shut my ears to all the temptations of the
flesh—in short, to become a virtuous, respectable, and God-
fearing man, (He groans.) But it was a hopeless task. At
fourteen I began to show evidence of my sinful nature.

zERo (Breathlessly). You didn’t kill anybody else, did you?

stmpLu. No, thank God, there is only one murder on my soul.
But I ran away from home.

zrRo. You did!
gemoLu, Yes. A companion lent me a profane book—the only

profane book I have ever read, I'm thankful to say. It was
called Treasure Island. Have you ever read it?

wrro. No, I never was much on readin’ bopks.

sumpLu. It is a wicked book—a lurid tale of adventure, But it
kindled in my sinful heart a desire to go to sea. And so I
ran away from home.

zERO. What did you do—get a job as a sailor?

suEpLy. | never saw the sea—not to the day of my death.
Luckily, my mother’s loving intuition warned her of my
intention and I was sent back home. She welcomed me
with open arms. Not an angry word, not a look of reproach.
But I could read the mute suffering in her eyes as we
prayed together all through the night.

zERO (Sympathetically). Gee, that must 'a’ been tough, Gee,
the mosquitoes are bad, ain’t they? (He tries awkwardly to
slap at them with his stiff hands.)

seroLy (Absorbed in his narrative). I thought that experience
had cured me of evil and I began to think about a career.
I wanted to go in foreign missions at first, but we couldn’t
bear the thought of the separation. So we finally decided
that T should become a proofreader. “

- semoLy, Well, as [ started to catve the lamb
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ZERO, Say, slip me one o° them Camels, will youP I'm gettin’
all hit up.

sarpLy. Certainly,” (He hends zmro cigarettes and matches.)

zero (Lighting up). Go ahead. I'm lstenin’.

smmoru. By the time I was twenty I had a good job reading
proof for a firm that printed catalogues. After a year they
promoted me and let me specialize in shoe catalogues,

zero. Yeh? That must "a” been a good job.

suaroLU. It was a very good job. I was on the shoe catalogues
for thirteen years. I'd been on them yet, if I hadn’t
(He chokes back a sob.)

szxlo._d.’l‘hey oughta put a shot o citronella in that embalmin’™

{1

stmoLu (He sighs). We were so happy together. I had my
steady job. And Sundays we would go to morning, after-
noon, and evening service. It was an honest and moral mode
of life.

ZERO, It sure was,

sErpLu, Then came that fatal Sunday. Dr. Amaranth, our
minister, was having dinner with us—one of the few pure
spirits on earth. When he had finished saying grace, we
had our soup. Everything was going along as usual—we
were eating our soup and discussing the serroon, just like
every other Sunday I could remember. Then came the Jeg
of lamb (He breaks off, then resumes in a choking
voice,) T see the whole scene before me so plainly—it
never leaves me—Dr, Amaranth at my right, my mother at
my left, the leg of lamb on the table in front of me and
the cuckoo clock on the little shelf between the windows.
(He stops and wipes his eyes,) )

zERO. Yeh, but what happened?

Did you ever
carve a leg of lamb?
zeRoO. No, corned beef was our speed.

saRoLU. It's very difficult on account of the bone. And when
there’s gravy in the dish there’s danger of spilling it. So
Mother always used to hold the dish for me. She leaned
forward, just as she always did, and I could see the gold
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locket around her neck. It had my picture in it and one of
my baby curls. Well, I raised my knife to carve the leg of
lamb—and instead I cut my mother’s throat! (He sobs.)
ZzERO. You must 'a’ been crazyl
saroLy {Raising his head, vehemently). Nol Don't try to justify
me. I wasn’t crazy. They tried to prove at the trial that I

was crazy. But Dr, Amaranth saw the truth! He saw it from

the first! Hle knew that it was my sinful patiwre—and he
told me what was in store for me,

zERo {Trying to be comforting). Well, your.troubles are over
now.

sempry (His voice rising). Over! Do you think this is the end?

vERD. Sure. What more can they do to us?

sERDLU {Iis tones growing shriller and shriller). Do you think
there can ever be any peace for such as we are—murderess,
sinners? Don’t vou know what awaits us—flames, eternal
flames!

ZERO (Nervously), Keep your shirt on, Buddy—they wouldn't
do that to us.

saroLy, There’s no escape—no escape for us, I tell you. We're
doomed! We're doomed to suffer unspeakable torments
through all eternity. (His voice rises higher and higher. A
grave opens suddenly and a head appears.)

tHE #EAD, Hey, you birds! Can’t you shut up and let a guy
sleep? {zERO scrambles painfully to his feet.)

zero (To seroru). Hey, put on the soft pedal.

serpry (Too wrought up to atend). It won't be long nowl
We'll receive our summons soon.

THE HEAD. Are you goin’ to beat it or not? (He calls into the
grave). Hey, Bill, lend me your head a minute. (A moment
later his arm appears holding a skull.)

ZERO (Warningly). Look out! (He seizes smmoru and drags
him away just as THE HEAD throws the skull.)

THE HEAD (Disgustedly). Missed "em. Damn old tabby catsl
TIl get 'em next time., (A prodigious yown). Ho-huml Me
for the worms! (THE HEAD disappears as the curiain falls.)

-~

Scene Seven

(SCENE. A pleasant place. A scene of pastoral loveliness.
A meadow dotted with fine old trees and carpeted with
rich. grass and field flowers. In the background are seen a
number of tents fashioned of gay-striped silks and beyond
gleams a meandering viver. Clear air and o fleckless sky.
Sweet distant music throughout,
At the rise of the curtain, SEHRDLU is seen seated under
a tree in the foreground in on aitttude of deep dejection.
His knees are drawn up and his head is buried in his arms.
He is dressed as in the preceding scene. .
. A few minutes later, zuro enters at right. He walks
slowly and looks about him with un airsof half-suspicious
curiostty., He, too, is dressed as in the preceding scene
Suddenly he sees'suroLy seated under the tree. He stands
still and looks at him half fearfully. Then, seeing some-
thing famdliar in him, goes closer. SHRDLU is unaware of
his presence. At last zERoO recognizes him and grins in
pleased surprise.)

zero, Well, if it ain’t——! (He claps suroLv on. the shoulder.)
Heﬁlo, Buddy! (seroru looks up slowly, then recognizing
ZERO, he rises gravely and extends his hand courteously.)

semoLy. How do you do, Mr. Zero? I'm very glad to see you
again.

zzro. Same here, I wasn’t expectin’ to see you, either. (Look-
ing about.) This is a kinda nice place. I wouldnt mind
restin” here 2 while.

sarpLy. You may H you wish, ‘ ‘

zero, I'm kinda tired. ¥ ain’t used to bein’ outdoors. I ain’t
walked so much in years.
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soRDLY. Sit down here, under the tree.

28RO, Do they let you sit on the grassi

sarpLU. Oh, yes.

ZERO {Seating himself). Boy, this feels good. I'll tell the world
my feet are sore, I ain’t used to so much walkin’. Say, I
wonder would it be all right if I took my shoes off; my feet
are tired.

sHRDLU. Yes. Some of the people here go barefoot.

zeRD. YehP They sure must be nuts. But I'm goin’ £ leave 'em
off for a while. So long as it’s all right. The grass feels nice
and cool. (He stretches out comfortably.) Say, this is the
life of Riley all right, all right. This sure is a nice place.
What do they call this place, anyhow?

saroru. The Elysian Fields,

zero., The which? '

suroLU, The Elysian Fields.

zeRO {Dubiously). Ohl Well, it'’s a nice place, all right.

sERDLU. They say that this is the most desirable of all places.
Only the most favoured remain here.

zERO., Yeh? Well, that let’s me out, I guess. (Suddenly.) But
what are you doin’ hereP I thought you'd be burned by now.

SHRDLU (Sadly). Mr. Zero, I am the most unhappy of men.

zeRO (In mild astonishment). Why, because you aint bein’
roasted aliveP

seRpLU (Nodding). Nothing is turning out as I expected. I saw

everything so clearly—the flames, the tortures, an etemity
of suffering as the just punishment for my unspeakable
crime. And it has all turned out so differently.

zero. Well, that’s pretty soft for you, ain’t it?

sHrDLU (Wailingly). No, no, no! Ifs right and just that I
should be punished. I could have endured it stoically. All
through those endless ages of indescribable torment I
should have exulted in the magnificence of divine justice.
But this—this is maddening! What becomes of justiceP
What becomes of morality? What becomes of right and
wrong? It's maddening—simply maddening] Oh, if Dr.
Amaranth were only here to advise mel (He buries his face
and groans.)
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wEro (Trying to puzzle i out). You mean to say they ain’t
" called vou for cuttin’ your mother’s throat?
sHRDLU, Nol If's terrible—terriblel I was prepared for any-
thing—anything but this,
zero, Well, what did they say to you?
seroLU (Looking up), Only that I was to come here and re-
main untl I understood.
zeno. I don't get it. What do they want you to understand?P
suroLy (Despairingly). I don’t know—1I dont know! If I only
had an-inkling of what they meant (Interrupting him.)
Just listen quietly for a moment; do you hear anything?
(They are both silent, straining their ears.}
zeRO (At length). Nope.
saroLy. You don’t hear any music? Do you?
2ERC. Music? No, I don’t hear nothin’.
serpLU. The people here say that the musie never stops.
zeRrO. They’re kiddin" you, '
seRrpLU, Do you think sof
zERO, Sure thing. There ain't 2 sound,
sarpLyU, Perhaps. They're capable of anything, But I haven’t
told you of the bitterest of my disappointments.
zmro. Well, spill it. I'm gettin’ used to hearin’ bad news.
seRpLU, When I came to this place, my first thought was to
find my dear mother, I wanted to ask her forgivensss. And
I wanted her to help me to understand,
zERO. An’ she couldn’t do it?

. sErpLU (With @ deep groan). She's not herel Mr, Zerol Here

where only the most favoured dwell, that wisest and purest
of spirits is nowhere to be found. I dont understand it,

A woMaN's voIce (In the distance). Mr. Zerol Oh, Mr., Zerol
(zERO raises his head and listens attentively.)

sERDLY (Going on, unheedingly).- X you were to see some of
the people here—the things they do

zeRO (Interrupting). Wait a minute, will youP I think some-
body’s callin’ me. ‘

THE voIcE (Somewhat nearer). Mr. Ze-ro! Ohl Mr. Zorol

zERO. Whao the hell's that now? I wonder if the wife’s on my
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trail already, That would be swell, wouldn’t it? An’ I figured
on her bein” good for ancther twenty years, anyhow.

THE. VOIGE (Nearer). Mx. Ze-ro] Yoo-hool

ZzERrO. No, That aim’t her voice. (Calling, savagely.) Yoo-hoo.
(To smroLy.) Ain't that always the way? Just when a guy
is takin’ life easy an” havin’ a good time! (He rises and looks
off left.) Here she comes, whoever she is. (In sudden amaze-

ment,) Well, Ill be——1! Well, what do you koow about

that!

(He stands looking in wonderment, as DAISY DIANA DORO-
THEA DEVORE enters. She wears ¢ much-beruffled white
mauslin dress which is a size too small and fifteen years too
youthful for her. She is red-faced and breathless.)

pAIsY (Panting). Ohl I thought I'd never catch up to you. I've
been followin’ you for days—callin’ an’ callin’. Didnt you
hear me? -

zERO. Not till just now. You look kinda winded.

DATSY. I sure am, T can’t hardly catch my breath,

zEro. Well, sit down an” take a load off your feet. (He loads
her to the tree. She sees sevoLU for the first time and shrinks
back a little,)

zero. It's all right, he’s a friend of mine. (To surorE.) Buddy,

I want you to meet my friend, Miss Devare. .

sERDLU (Rising and extending his hand courteously). How do
you do, Miss Devorel?

parsy (Self-consciously). How dol

zERO (To DaIsY). He's a friend of mine. (To stmoru.) I guess
you don’t mind if she sits here a while an’ eools off, do you?

SHRDLU. No, no, certainly not. (They all seat themselves under
the tree. ZERO and DaIsY are @ little self-conscious. sERDLY
gradually becomes absorbed in his own thoughts.)

ZERO. | was just takin’ a rest myself, I took my shoes off on
account of my feet bein’ so sore,

patsY. Yeh, Pm kinda tired, too, (Looking about.} Say, ain’t
it pretty here, though? .

zrro, Yeh, it is at that.,
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paIsY. What do they call this place? _

zER0. Why—er—let’s see. He was tellin’ me just a minute
8g0. The——er—I don’t know. Some kind o’ fields. I forget
now. (To sgrory,) Say, Buddy, what do they call this place
again? (smmoLy, absorbed in his thoughts, does not hear
him. To parsy,) He don’t hear me, He's thinkin’ again,

paisy (Sotto voce). What's the matter with him?

zrro. Why, he’s the guy that murdered his mother—remem-
ber? ) ‘

parsy (Interested). Oh, yeh! Is that himP g

zuro. Yeh, An’ he had it all figgered out how they was goin
t' roast him or somethin’. And now they ain’t goin’ to do
nothin’ to him an’ it’s kinda got his goat.

patsy (Sympathetically). Poor fellerl

zERO. Yeh. He takes it kinda hard.

parsy. He looks like a nice voung feller.

zEr0. Well, you sure are good for sore eves. I never expected
to see you here,

patsy. 1 thought maybe you'd be kinda surprised, o

zERO. Surprised is right. I thought you was alive an’ kickin'.
When did you pass out?,

patsy. Oh, right after you'did—a coupla days.

zERo (Interested). Yeh? What happened? Get hit by a truck
or somethin’? .

patsY. No. (Hesttantly,) You see—it’s this way. I blew out
the gas.

zero (Astonished). Go onl What was the big ideal

pasy (Falteringly), Oh, I don't know. You see, I lost my job.

zERO. Tll bet you're sorry you did it now, ain’t youP

patsy (With eonviction). No, | aint sorry. Not a bit. (Then
hesitantly.) Say, Mr, Zero, 1 been thinkin’ (She stops.)

‘zERO. What? '

paisy (Plucking up courage). 1 been thinkin’ it would be kinda
nice—if you an’ me—if we could kinda talk things over.

zeRo, Yeh, Sure, What do you want to talk about?

pasy. Well—I dont know—but you and me—we ain’t
really ever talked things over, have wel

zEro, No, that’s right, we ain’t. Well, let’s go to it
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parsy. I was thinkin’ if we could be alone—just the two of us,
seel

zEro. Oh, yeh! Yeh, I get you (I_ie)‘tums {o SHEDLU mj:d
coughs loudly. ssmoLu does not str. ,

ZERQ (gI'o parsy), He's dead to the Worlcéll&( I!I @ turns 0 SHRDLU.)
Say, Buddy! (No answer,) Say, Buddy - _

SHRDLU (Looking up with a start). Were you s?e’a.k:mg to m;e? |

zrro, Yeh, How'd you guess itP T was thinkin® that maybe
you'd like to walk around a little and, look for your mother.

surbrLy (Shaking his head). I¥'s no use. Tve lacked everywhere.
(He relapses into thought ag{.zin.) :

zER0. Maybe over there they might know. , .

surpLu. No, nol Tve searched everyu‘rhere. SI'1es not here.
(zrro and patsy look at each other in despair.) 0

zeRo. Ldsten, old shirt, my friend here and me—seer-—we
used to work in the same store. An” we got some thmgs
to talk over—business, seeP—kinda confidential. So if it
ain’t askin’ too much-

ingi i inlyl Excuse mel

sEmpLU (Springing to his feet). Why, certain
(He bmgs politely to patsy and walks off. paISY and ZERO
watch him until he has dz‘sagpeamd.) hat. (Now

zErO (With a forced laugh). He's a good guy at that. :
that they are alone, both are very self-conscious, and for
a time they sit in silence.) . L

palsy (Breaking the silence). It sure is pretly here, ain’t it?

ZERO, Sure is. ‘ . .

patsy. Look at the flowers! Ain't ﬂmey’]ust perfect! Why,
you'd think they was artificial, wouldn’t youf

7ERo. Yeh, you would. ]

pa1sY, And the smell of them. Like perfume.

zERO, Yeh. o .

paisy, I'm crazy about the country, ain't youl

zEro. Yeh. It's nice for a change.

paisy. Them store picnics—remfember? .

zERO. You bet. They sure was fun. |

patsy. One time—I guess you don’t remember—the tvvodof
us—me and you—we sat down on the grass together under
a tree——just like we're doin’ now. :
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ZERO, Sure I remember, -

" patsy. Go on! I'll bet you don't.

zeRo. Tl bet I do. It was the year the wife didn’t go.

DatsY (Her face brightening), That's rightl I didn’t think you'd
remember.

ZERC. An’ comin’ home we sat together in the truck.

patsy (Eagerly, rather shamefacedly). Yeh| There’s somethin’
T've always wanted to ask you. ’

zero, Well, why didn’t you?

pa1sy, I don’t know. It didn’t seem refined. But I'm goin® to
ask you now, anyhow.

zERO. Go ahead, Shoot.

paxsy (Falteringly). Well—while we was comin’ home—you
put your arm up on the bench behind me—and I could
feel your knee kinda pressin’ against mine, (She stops.)

zero (Becoming more and more interested). Yeh—well—
what about itP N

pars¥. What I wanted to ask you was—was it just kinda
accidental?

zero (With a laugh). Sure it was accidental. Accidental on
purpose.

pawsy (Eagerly). Do you mean itP

zERO. Sure I mean jt. You mean to say you didn’t know itP

paisy. No. I've been wantin’ to ask yon

zer0. Then why did you get sore at me?

pasY. SoreP I wasn't sore! When was I soreP

» zERO. That night. Sure you was sore. If you wasn’t sore why

did, you move away?

DaAISY. Just to see if you meant.it. I thought if you meant it
you'd move up closer. An’ then when you took your arm
away I was sure you didnt mean it

* zeRO. An’ I thought all the time you was sore. That's why I

took my arm away, I thought if I moved up you'd holler
and then I'd be in a jam, like yon read in the paper all the
time about guys gettin’ pulled in for annoyin’ women,
parsy. An’ T was wishin’ you'd put your arm around me—
just sittin’ there wishin’ all the way home.
zeRo, What do you know about that? That sure is hard luck,

./’
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that is. ¥ Td *a’ only knew! You know what I felt like doin’
—-only I didn’t have the nerve?

DAISY, What?

zero. I felt like kissin® you.

parsy (Fervenily), 1 wanted you to.

ziRo {Astonished). You would a’ let me? .

parsy. | wanted you tol I wanted you tol Oh, why didn’t you
—why didp’t you?

zEro. I didn’t have the nerve, I sure was a dumbbell.

patsy. 1 would "’ let you all you wanted to. I wouldn’t s’
cared, I know it would 'a’ been wrong but I wouldn’t "a’
cared, I wasn’t thinkin’ about right an’ wrong at all. I didn’t
care—see? I just wanted you to kiss me.

2ERO (Feelingly). If I'd only knew. I wanted to do it, I swear
1 did. But I didn’t think you cared nothin’ about me.

pasy (Passionately). I never cared nothin’ about nobody
else.» .

zero. Do you mean it—on the level?. You ain’t kiddin’ me,
are you? .

pasy. No, I ain’t kiddin’. I mean it, T'm tellin’ you the truth.
I ain’t never had the nerve to tell you before—but now I
don’t caré, It don’t make no difference now. I mean-it—
every word of it.

zero (Dejectedly). If Td only knew it.

parsy, Listen to me, There’s somethin’ else I want to tell you. ‘
1 may as well tell you everything now. It don’t make no

difference now. About my blowin’ out the gas—see? Do
you know why I done it? ‘

zERO. Yeh, you told me—on account o” bein” canned.

paisy. I just told you that. That ain’t the real reason. The real
reason is on account o you.

zrpo, You mean to say on account o’ me passin’ out P

parsy. Yeh. That's it. I didn’t want to go on livin", What forP
What did 1 want to go on livin’ for? 1 didn’t have nothin’
to live for with you gone. I often thought of doin” it before.
But I never had the merve. An’ anyhow I didn’t want to

leave vou.
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ZERO. An’ me bawlin’ you out, about readin’ too fast an’
readin’ too slow. '

paxsy (Reproachfully). Why did you do it

zero. I don’t know, I swear 1 dont. I was always stuck
on you. An’ while I'd be addin’ them figgers, I'd be thinkin’

_ how if the wife died, you an’ me could get maried.

parsy. T used to think ¢ that, too.

zER0. An’ then before I knew it, I was bawlin’ you out,

patsy, Them was the times I'd think o’ blowin’ out the gas.
But I never did till you was gone, There wasn’t nothin’ to
live for then. But it wasn't so easy to do, anyhow. I never
could stand the smell o’ gas. An’ all the while I was gettin’
ready, you know, stuffin’ up all the cracks, the way you
read about in the paper—I was thinkin’ of you and hopin’
that maybe I'd mest you again. Aw’ I made up my mind if
I ever did see you, I'd tell you.

zERO (T'aking her hand). I'm sure glad you did. I'm sure glad.
(Ruefully.) But it don’t do much good now, does itP

paisy, No, I guess it don't. (Summoning courage,) But there’s
one thing I'm goin’ to ask you

zero, What's that?

patsy (In e low voice). 1 want you to kiss me.

zeRO, You bet I willl (He leans over and kisses her cheek.)

parsy. Not like that. I don’t mean like that, I mean really kiss
me. On the mouth, I ain’t never been kissed like that.
(zERO puts his arms about her and presses his lips to hers.
A long embrace. At last they separate and sit side by side
in sjlence.)

. pawsy (Putting her hands to her cheeks). So that's what it’s

Yike. I didn’t know it could be like that, I didn’t kn -
thin' could be like that. o

"zERO (Fondling her hand). Your cheeks are red. They're all

red. And your eyes are shinin’. I never seen
. our
) shipin’ like that before. ¢ e
paisy (Holding up her hand). Listen—do you hear it? Do
you hear the musicP
zerO. No, I don’t hear nothin’!
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pAIsY. Yeh—music, Listen an' you'll hear it. (They are both
silent for a moment.)

zeRO {Excitedly). Yeh!l I hear it} He said there was music, but
- I didn’t hear it till just now.

DAISY. Ain’t it grand?

zERO. Swelll Say, do you know what?

DaISY. What?

zERO. It makes me feal like dancin’.

Datsy. Yeh! Me, too.

ZERO (Springing to his feet). Come on! Let’s dancel (He seizes

her hands and tries to pull her up.)

patsy (Resisting laughingly). 1 can't dance. I ain’t danced in

twenty years.

ziro. That's nothin’. 1 ain’t, neither. Come on! I feel just like
a kid! {He pulls her to her feet and seizes her about the
waist.)

paisy. Wait a minutel Wait tll I fix my sldrt, (She turns back
her skirts and pins them above the ankles.)

(zERO seizes her about the waist. They dance clumsily but
with gay cbandon. pasy's hair becomes loosened and
tumbles over her shoulders. She lends herself more and
more to the spirit of the dance. But zeERO scon begins o
tire and dances with less and less zest.)

zERO (Stopping at last, panting for breath). Wait a minute!
'm all winded. (He releases pavsy, but before he can turn
away, she throws her arms about him and presses her lips
to his.)
zrro (Freeing himself). Wait a minute! Let me get my wind|
{He limps to the tree and seats himself under #, gasping

for breaih. pasy looks after him, her spirits rather damp-

ened.)

zERo. Whew! I sure am winded! I ain’t used to dancin’, (He
takes off his collar and tie and opens the neckband of his

shirt. DAISY sits under the tree near him, looking af him
longingly. But he is busy catching his breath.) Gee, my
heart’s goin’ a mile a minute,
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parst, Why don't you lay down an” rest? You could put your
head on my lap.

zERo, That ain’t a bad idea. (He stretches ouf, his head in
Dassy'’s lop.)

passy (Fondling his hair). It was swell, wasn’t #tP

zEro. Yeh, But you gotta be used to it.

patsy, Just imagine if we could stay here all the time—you
an’ me together—wouldn’t it be swellp

zERO. Yeh, But there ain’t a chance,

pasy., Won't they let' us stay?

ZERO, No. This place is only for-the good ones.

pawsy. Well, we ain’t so bad, are weP '

zERO. Go onl Me a murderer an’ you committin® suicide,
A.nyway, they wouldn’t stand for this—the way we been
goin’ on,

patsy, I don’t see why

zero. You dont! You know it aint nght Ain’t 1 got a wife!”

parsy. Not any more you ain’t, When you're dead that ends it.
Don't they always say “until death do us partf”

zero. Well, maybe you're right about thai: but they wouldn’t
stand for us here,

patsy, It would be swell—the two of us together—we could -

make up for all them years.

zero, Yeh, I wish we could,

DAISY, We sure were fools, But I dont care. I've got you now.
(She kisses his forehead and cheeks and mouth,)

zERO. I'm sure crazy about you. I never saw you lookin’ so
pretty “before, with yow cheeks all red, An’ your hair
hanfin’ down. You got swell hair. (He fondles and kisses
her hair.)

parsy (Ecstatically). We got each other now, ain’t we?

.zERO, Yeh, I'm crazy about you, Daifsy! That's a pretty name.

It’s a flower, ain’t 1t? Well—that’s what you are—ijust a
flower.

vatsy (Happily). We can always be together now, cant we?

zERO. As long as theyll let us. I sure am erazy about you,
(Suddenly he sits upright.) Watch your step!

paisy (Alarmed). What's the matter?
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zzro (Nervously). He's comin’ back,

paisy. Oh, is that all® Well, what about it?

7ERO, You don’t want him to see us layin’ around like this,
do you?

patsy. I don't care if he does.

zERO, Well, you oughta care. You don’t want him to think
you ain ’t a refined girl, do youP He's an awful moral bird, he
is.

pasy. I dont care nothin’ about him. I don’t care nothin’
about anybody but you.

zrro. Sure, I know. But we don’t want people talkin” about

You better fix your hair an’ pull down your skirts.

(DAISY complies rather sadly. They are both silent as
SHEDLU enfers.)

zFRO (With fetgned nonchalance). Well, you got back all
right, didn’t youP _

sgrDLU. I hope I haven't returned too soon.

zzro. No, that’s all right. We were just havin’ a little ’calk
You know—about business an’ things.

patsy (Boldly). We were wishin® we could stay here all the
time.

saroLy. You may if you like.

ZERO AND DAISY (In astonishment). Whatl

sERDLU. Yes. Any one who likes may remain

zERO, But I thought you were tellin’ me—— .

saroLU. Just as I told you, only the most favored do remain.
But any one may.

zEro. I don’t get it. There’s a catch in it somewheres.

paisy. It don’t matter as long as we can stay.

zeRO (To sERDLU).. We were thinkin® about gettin' married,
ses? )

sERDLU., You may or not, just as you like,

zero. Yon don’t mean to say we could stay if we didnt do
you? .

saroLU. Yes. They don’t care,

zERO, An’ there’s some here that aint married?

sHEDLU. Yes. \
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zERo (To patsy). 1 dont know about this place, at that. They
must be kind of a mixed crowd.

vaisy, It don’t matter, so long as we got each other,

zero. Yeh, I know, but you don’t want to mix with people
that ain’t respectable.

parsy (To surovu). Can we get marned nght away? I guess
there must be a lot of ministers here, ain’t there?

saroLyu. Not as many as I had hoped to find, The two who
seem most beloved are Dean Swift and the Abbé Rabelais,
They are both much admired for some mdecent tales which
they have written, ‘

zERO (Shocked). What! Ministers writin’ smutty storfes! Say,
what kind of a dump is this, anyway?

seroru (Despairingly). 1 don't know, Mz. Zero, All ‘these
_people here are so strange, so unlike the geod people T've
Jnown. They seem to think of nothing but enjoyment or
of wasting their time in profitless occupations. Some paint
pictures from morning unt! night, or carve blocks of stone.
Others write songs or put words together, day in and day
out, Still others do nothing but lie under the trees and
Iook at the sky. There are men who spend all their time
reading books and women who think only of adorning them-
selves. And forever they are telling stories and laughing
and singing and drinking and dancing. There are drunkards,
thieves, vagabonds, blasphemers, adulterers. There is
one——

zrro, That's enough. I heard enough. (He seats himself and
begins putting on his shoes.)

DAY (Anxiously). What are you goin’ to dof

zrRO. I'm. goin’ to beat it, that's what I'm goin® to do.

parsy, You said you liked it here,

-zeRo (Looking at her in amazement), Liked it] Say, you don’t

mean to say you want to stay here, do vou, with a lot of
rummies an’ loafers an” bums?

patsy, We don’t have to bother with them. We can just sit
here together an’ look at the flowers an’ lsten to the music,

seroU (Eagerly). Musie! Did you hear music?

parsy. Sure. Don’t you hear #tP
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SHRDLU. No, they say it never stops. But I've never heard it.

2ERo (Listening). 1 thought I heard it before but I don’t hear

nothin” now. I guess I must 2’ been dreamin’, . (Looking
about.) What's the quickest way out of this place?

passy (Pleadingly). Won't you stay just a little longer?

zmge;vf)idnl’? yer .hear x];ne say Fm goin’? Good-bye, Miss

re. I'm goin’ to beat it ; /

e . %m oy it. (He limps off at the right.

parsY (To sHRoLU). I won't ever see him again.

SHEDLU. Are you goin’ to stay hereP

barsy, It don’t make no difference now. Without him I might
as well be alive, ’

(§he goes oﬁ"rz'ght. SHRDLU watches her @ moment, then
szghs and seating himself under the tree, buries his head on
his arm. Curtain falls.)

Scene Eight

(SCENE. Before the curtain tises the clicking of an adding
machine is heard, The curtain rises upon an office similar
in appearance to that in Scene Two except that there 4s a
door in the back wall through which can be seen a glimpse
of the corridor outside. In the middle of the room zERO i§
seated completely absorbed in the operation of an adding
machine. He presses the keys and pulls the lever with
mechanical precision. He still wears his full-dress suit but
ke has added to # sleeve protectors and a green eye shade,
A strip of white paper-tape flows steadtly from the machine
as ZERO operates. The room is filled with this tape—
streamers, festoons, billows of # everywhere. It covers the
floor and the furniture, # climbs the walls and chokes the
doorways. A few moments lgter, LIEUTENANT QHARLES gnd
Jor enter at the left. LIEUTENANT CHARLES 15 middle-aged
and inclined to corpulence. He has.an air of world-weeri-
ness. He is bare-footed, wears a Panama hat, and is dressed
in bright red tights which are a very bad fit—too tight in

some places, badly wrinkled in others. JoE is @ youth with

- a smutty face dressed in dirty blue overalls.)

cHARLES {After contemplating ZERO for @ few moments). All
right, Zero, cease firing.

" zEro (Looking up, surprised). Whaddja say?

cHARLES. I said stop punching that machine.

zere (Bewildered), Stop? (He goes on working mechanically.)

cHarvres (Impatiently). Yes. Can’t you stop? Here, Joe, give
me a hand, He can't stop.

Jor and cHARLES each toke ohe of zERO's arms and with
75
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enormous effort detach him from the machine. He resists
passively—mere inertia. Finally they succeed and swing
him around on his stool. caARLES and jog mop their fore-

heads.)

zERO (Querulously). What's the idea? Can’t you lemme alone?

cHARLES (Ignoring the question), ¥How long have you been
here?

ZERO, Jes' twenty-five years. Three hundred months, ninety-
one hundred and thirty-one days, one hundred thirty-six
thousand:

cHARLES (Impatiently), That'll do! That'll dol i

ZzERO (Proudly). I ain’t missed a day, not an hour, not a
minute. Lock at all I got done. {He points to the maze of
paper.)

crarLEs. Is time to quit

zERo. Quit?t Whaddya mean quit? I ain’t goin’ to quitl

cuanres. You've got to.

zeRO., What for? What do I have to quit for?

cranLes. It's time for you to go back,

ZzERO. Go back where? Whaddya talkin’ about?

crarLES. Back to earth, you dub. Where do you think?

zero. Aw, go on, Cap, who are you kiddin’?

cHAnLES. I'm not kidding anybody. And don’t call me Cap,
T'm a lesutenant.

zero, All right, Lieutenant, all right. But what’s this you're
tryi’ to tell me about goin’ back?

CHARLES. Your time’s up, I'm telling you. You must be pretty
thick. How many times do you want te be told a thing?

ZERO, This is the first ime I heard about goin’ back, Nobody
ever said nothin® to me about it before.

cuaRLES. You didn’t think you were gomg to stay here forever,
did you?

zire. Sure. Why not? I did my bit, didn’t I? Forty-five years”

of it. Twenty-five years in the store. Then the boss canned
me and I knocked him cold. I guess you ain’t heard about
that
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cuarrEs (Interrupting). 1 knmow all about that. But what's
that got to do with it?

zero. Well, I done my bit, dido’t IP That oughta let me out.

cuarcEs (Jeeringly). So you think you're all through, do you?

zero. Sure, I do. I did the best I could while I was there
and then I passed out. And now I'm sittin’ pretty here.

cusrLEs. You've got a fine idea of the way they run things,
you have. Do you think they’re going to all of the trouble
of making a soul just to use it once? .

zERO. Once is often e¢nough, it seems to me,

GHARLES, It seems to you, does itP Well, who are youP And
what do you know about #t? Why, man, they use a soul
over and over again-—over and over until it’s worn out,

zERO. Nobody ever told me.

cEARLES. So you thought you were all through, did you? Well,
that's a hot one, that is.

zeno {Sullenly). How was I to know?

crarcEs, Use your brains! Where would we put them all?
We're crowded enough as it is, Why, this place is nothing
but a kind of repair and service station—a sort of cosmic
laundry, you might say, We get the souls in here by the
bushelful, Then we get busy and clean them up. And you
ought to see some of them. The muck and the slime. Phool
And as full of holes as a fHour-sifter. But we fix them up.
We disinfect them and give them 2 kerosene rub and mend
the holes and back they go—practically as good as new.

zrro. You mean to say I've been here before—before the Jast
time, I mean?

cuanLES, Been here beforel Why, you poor booh—you've
been. here thousands of times-—fifty thousand, at least.

ZERO ( Susmozm;sly) How is it I don’t remember nothin’ about

it?

cmarLes, Well—that's partly because you're stupid. But it's
mostly because that's the way they Bx it, (Musingly.) Theyre
funny that way—every now and then they’ll do something
white like that—when yow'd least expect it. I guess
economy’s at the bottom of it, though. They figure that
the souls would get worn out guicker if they remembered.
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zrro. And don’t any of ‘em remember?

cEARLES. Oh, some do. You see there’s different types: there’s
the type that gets a little better each time it goes back—
we just give them a wash and send them right through.
Then there’s another type—the type that gets a little worse
each time. That’s where you belong!

zERO (Offended). Me? You mean to say Im gettin’ worse a]l
the time?

crarces (Nodding). Yes. A little worse each fime.

zero, Well—what was I when I started? Somethin’ bigh—
A king or somethin’?

" cHARLES {Laughing deristvely). A kingl That’s a good onel

TH tell you what you were the first time—if you want to
know so much—a monkey.

zeno {Shocked and offended). A monkey!

cHARLES (Nodding). Yes, sir—just a hairy, chattering, long-
tailed menkey.

zERO. That musta been a long time ago.

cearcEs. Oh, not so long, A million years or so. Seems like
yesterday to me, ‘

zero. Then look here, whaddya mean by sayin’ I'm gettin’
worse all the timeP

cuarrxs, Just what I said. You weren’t so bad as a monkey.
Of course, you did just what all the other monkeys did,

but stiil it kept you out in the open air. And you werent’

women-shy—there was one little red-headed monkey:
Well, never mind, Yes, sir, you weren’t so bad then. But
even in those days there must have been some bigger and
brainier monkey that you kowtewed o, The mark of the
slave was on you from the start.

zero {Sullenly). You ain’t very particular about what you call
people, are youP

cHARrES. You wanted the truth, didn’t youP If there ever
was a goul in the world that was labelled slave it’s yours,
Why, all the bosses and kings that there ever were have
left their trademarks on your backside.

zBRO. It ain't fair, if you ask me.

cHARLES (Shrugging his shoulders). Don’t tell me about it.

|
J

J‘
;
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I don’t make the rules. All I know is.you’ve been getting
worse—worse each time. Why, even six thousand years
ago you weren't so bad, That was the time you were haul-
ing stones for one of those big pyramids in a place they
call Africa, Ever hear of the pyramidsP

zero. Them big pointy thingst?

cuaARLEs (Nodding). That’s it.

ZERO, I seen a picture of them in the movies.

crarues. Well, you helped build them. It was a long step
down from the happy days in the jungle, but it was a good
job—eéven though you didn’t know what you were doing
and your back was striped by the foreman’s whip, But
you've been going down, down. Two thousand years ago
you wer¢ a Roman galley-slave. You were on one of the
triremes that knocked the Carthaginian fleet for a goal
Again the whip. But you had muscles then—chest muscles,
back muscles, biceps. (He feels zErcs arm gingerly and
turns away in disgust,) Phool A bunch of mush! (He notives

that yor has fallen asleep. Walking over, he kicks him in

the shin.)

crarrEs. Wake up, yvou mutt! Where do you think you arel
{He turns to zrro again.) And then another thousand years
and you were a serf—a lump of clay digging up other
lomps of clay. You wore an iron collar then—white ones
hadn’t been invented yet. Another long step down. But
where vou dug, potatoes grew and that helped fatten the
pigs. Which was something. And now—well, I don't want
to gub it in

zrro. Rub it in is right! Seems to me 1 got 2 pretty healthy
. kick comin’. T ain’t had a squars deall Hard workl That's
all T've ever hadl

* cuanLEs (Callously). What else were you ever good for?

zEro. Well, that ain’t the point, The point is I'm throughl
I had encughl! Let ’em find somebody else to do the dirty
work. I'm sick of bein’ the goat! I quit right here and now!l
(He glares about defiantly. There is a thunder-clap and a
bright flash of lightning.)

ZERO (Screaming). Ochl What's that? (He clings to cHARLES, )
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CHARLES. It's aIl right. Nobodys going to hurt you. It's just
their way of telling you that they don't like you to talk
that way. Pull yourself together and calm down. You ean’t
change the rules—nobody can—they've got it all fixed. It’s
a rotten system—but what are you going to do about itP

zeRo. Why can’t they stop pickin’ on meP T'm satisfied here—
doin’ my day’s wark, I don’t want to go back.

crarLES, You've got to, I tell you. There’s no way out of it.

zERo. What chance have I got—at my age? Who'll give mse
a jobP

cEARLES. You big booh, you don’t think youre going back the
way you are, do you?

ZERO, Sure, how then?

CHARLES, Why, you've got to start all over.

zEro. All over?

CHARLES (Nodding). You’]l be a baby again—a bald, red-faced
little animal, and then you’ll go through it all again. There’ll
be millions of others like you—all with their mouths open,
squalling for food. And then when you get a little older
you'll begin to learn things—and you'll learn all the wrong
things and learn them all in the wrong way. You'll eat the
wrong food and wear the wrang clothes and you'll live In
swarming dens where there’s no light and no air! Youll
iearnto be 2 liar and a bully and a braggart and a coward

and a sneak. You'll leamn to fear the sunlight and to hate

beauty, By that time you'll be ready for school. There they'll
tell you the truth about a great many things that you don’t
give a damn about and theyll tell you lies about all the
things vou ought to know—and about all the things you
want to know they’ll tell you nothing at all. When you get
through youll be equipped for your life-work, You'lll be
ready to take a job.

zero (Bagerly). What'll my job be? Another adding machine?

CHARLES. Yes. But not one of these antiguated adding ma-
chines, It will be a superb, super-hyper-adding machine, as
far from this old piece of junk as you are from God. It
will be something to make you sit up and take notice, that
adding machine. It will be an adding machine which will
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be installed in a coal mine and which will record the in-
dividual output of each miner. As each miner down in the
lower galleries takes up a shovelful of coal, the impact of
his shovel will automatically set in motion a graphite pencil
in your gallery. The pencil will make a mark in white upon
a blackened, sensitized drum. Then your work comes in.
With the great toe of your right foot you release a lever
which focuses a violet ray on the drum. The ray playing
upon and through the white mark, falls upon a selenium
cell which in turn sets the keys of the adding apparatus
in motion, In this way the individual output of each miner
is recorded without any human effort except the slight
pressure of the great toe of your right foot.
zero {In breathless, round-eyed wonder). Say, that’ll be some
machine, won’t it?
cARLES, Some machine is right. It will be the culmination of
human effort—the final trivmph of the evolutionary process,
For millions of years the nebulous gases swirled in space.
For more millions of years the gases cooled and then through
inconceivable ages they hardened into rocks, And then
came life. Floating green things on the waters that covered
the earth. More millions of years and a step upward—an
animate organigm in the ancient slime, And so on—step by
step, down through the ages—a gain here, a gain there—
the mollusc, the fish, the reptile, then mammal, man! And
all so that you might sit in the gallery of a coal mine and
operate the super-hyper-adding machine with the great toe
of your right footl
zEero."Well, then—I ain’ so bad, after all.
cHARLES. YouTe a failure, Zero, a failure, A waste product.
A slave to a contraption of steel and iron. The animal’s
instinets, but not his strength and skill. The animal’s ap-
petites, but not his unashamed indulgence of them. True,
you move and eat and digest and excrete and reproduce.
But any microscopic organism can do as much. Well—
time’s up! Back vou go—back to your sunless groove—the
raw material of slums and wars—the ready prey of the first
_jingo or demagogue or political adventurer who takes the
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trouble to play upon your ignorance and credulity and
provinelalism, You poor, spineless, brainless hoob—-T'm
sorry for youl ) ‘

zero (Falling to his knees). Then keep me here] Don’t send
me back! Let me stay!

caanEs, Get up, Didnt'T tell you I can’t do anything for
you? Come on, Hme’s up! : )

zEro. I can’tl I can’tl I'm afraid to go through it all again.

cuarRLES. You've got to, 1 tell you, Come on, nowl!

zrro. What did you tell me so much for? Couldn’t you just
let me go, thinkin® everythin’ was goin’ to be all right?

crarrEs. You wanted to know, didn't you?

zzro, How did I lmow what you were gain’ to tell me? Now
I can’t stop thinkin® about itl I can’t stop thinkin’l T1 be
thinkin’ about it all the time.

crsrees, All right! Tl do the best T can for you. I'll send a
girl with you to keep you company,

ZERO. A girl? What for? What good will a girl do me?

crarrEs. She’ll help make you forget.

zeRo {Eagerly). She willl Where is sheP

cHARLES. Wait a minute, Ul call her. (He ealls in a loud voice.)
Ohl Hopel Yoo-hoo! {He turns his head aside and says in
the manner of a ventrioquist imitating a distant feminine
voice.) Ye-es. (Then in his own voice.) Come here, will you?

There’s a fellow who wants you to take him back, (Ventri-.

foquously again.) All right. 1l be right over, Charlie dear.
(He turns to waro,) Kind of familiar, isn’t she? Charlie dear!
zEr0. What did you say her name is? '
cHARLES. Hope. H-o-p-e.
zERO. Is she good-lookin'™®

o

cHARLES. Is she good-looking! Oh, boy, wait until you see her!

She's a blonde with big blue eyes and red lips and litile
white teeth and
zEro. Say, that listens good to me. Will she be long?
crarces, She’ll be here right away. There she is nowl Do
you se¢ her?
zEro. No. Where?
cuaRLEs. Out in the comidor. No, not there. Over farther.
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To the right. Don’t you see her blue dress? And the sun-
light on her hair? - :

zeRo. Oh, surel Now I see herl What's the matter with me,
anyhow? Say, she’s some jane! Oh, you baby vampl

cuarLEs, She’ll make you forget your troubles.

zeRro. What troubles are you talkin’ about?

cHARLES. Nothing. Go on. Don’t keep her waiting,

zupo. You bet I won'tl Oh, Hopel Wait for mel Tl be right
with youl I'm on my way! (He stumbles out eagerly. Jou
bursts into uproarious loughter.)

casrtEs (Eyeing him in surprise and anger). What in hell’s
the matter with you?

jou (Shaking with laughter). Did you get that? He thinks he
saw somebody and he’s following herl (He rocks with
laughter.) )

cuarLEs (Punching him in the jaw). Shut your facel

JoE (Nursing his jow). What's the idea? Can't I even laugh
when I see something funny? .

cuarLEs. Funnyl You keep your mouth shut or I'll show you
something funny. Go on, hustle out of here and get some-
thing to clean up this mess with. There’s another fellow
moving . Huwry now. (He makes a threatening gesture.
JOE exits hastily, cuamies goes to chair and seats himself.
He looks weary and dispirited.)

cusres (Shaking his head). Hell, Y1l tell the world this is
a lousy jobl (He takes a flask from his pocket, uncorks it,
and slowly drains it.)

*
CURTAIN




