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PROLOGUE

SCENE: A Russi an inn. Large door opening on snowy
| andscape at back of stage. PETER SABOURCFF and
M CHAEL.

PETER
(warm ng his hands at a stove)
Has Vera not cone back yet, M chael ?

M CHAEL
No, Father Peter, not yet; 'tis a good three mles to the
post office, and she has to mlk the cows besides, and that
dun one is a rare plaguey creature for a wench to handl e.

PETER
Wiy didn't you go with her, you young fool? She'll never |ove
you unl ess you are always at her heels; wonen |like to be
bot her ed.

M CHAEL
She says | bother her too much al ready, Father Peter, and |
fear she'll never love ne after all.
PETER
Tut, tut, boy, why shouldn't she? You' re young, and woul dn't
be ill-favoured either, had God or thy nother given thee

another face. Aren't you one of Prince Maralof fski's
ganekeepers; and haven't you got a good grass farm and the
best cowin the village? Wat nore does a girl want?

M CHAEL
But Vera, Father Peter —
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PETER
Vera, ny |lad, has got too many ideas; | don't think nuch of
i deas nyself; 1've got on well enough in life wi thout 'em

why shouldn't ny children? There's Dmtri! Coul d have stayed
here and kept the inn; many a young | ad woul d have junped at
the offer in these hard tines; but he, scatter-brained

f eat herhead of a boy, mnmust needs go off to Mboscow to study
the law Wat does he want knowi ng about the | aw? Let a man
do his duty, say I, and no one will trouble him

M CHAEL
Ay! but, Father Peter, they say a good | awer can break the
| aw as often as he likes, and no one can say himnay. If a
man knows the | aw he knows his duty.

PETER
True, Mchael, if a man knows the |aw there is nothing
illegal he cannot do when he likes: that is why fol k becone
| awyers. That is about all they are good for; and there he
stays, and has not witten a line to us for four nonths
now — a good son that, eh?

M CHAEL
Cone, cone, Father Peter, Dmtri's |letters nust have gone
astray — perhaps the new postnman can't read; he | ooks stupid

enough, and Dmtri, why, he was the best fellowin the
village. Do you renmenber how he shot the bear at the barn in
the great winter?

PETER
Ay, it was a good shot; | never did a better nyself.

M CHAEL
And as for dancing, he tired out three fiddlers Christmas
come two years.

PETER
Ay, ay, he was a nerry lad. It is the girl that has the
seri ousness — she goes about as solem as a priest for days
at a tine.
M CHAEL

Vera is always thinking of others.

PETER
There is her m stake, boy. Let God and our little Father the
Czar look to the world. It is none of ny work to nmend ny
nei ghbour's thatch. Wy, last winter old Mchael was frozen

( MORE)



VERA, OR THE NIHI LI STS P-3

PETER (cont' d)
to death in his sleigh in the snowstorm and his w fe and
children starved afterwards when the hard tines cane; but
what business was it of mne? | didn't nmake the world. Let
CGod and the Czar look to it. And then the blight cane, and
the black plague with it, and the priests couldn't bury the
peopl e fast enough, and they |lay dead on the roads — nen and
worren bot h. But what business was it of mne? | didn't nake
the world. Let God and the Czar ook to it. O two autumns
ago, when the river overflowed on a sudden, and the
children's school was carried away and drowned every girl and
boy init. | didn't nmake the world — let God or the Czar
ook to it.

M CHAEL
But, Father Peter —

PETER
No, no, boy; no man could live if he took his neighbour's
pack on hi s shoul der
(Enter VERA in peasant's dress)

Vell, ny girl, you' ve been | ong enough away — where is the
letter?
VERA
There i s none to-day, Father.
PETER
| knew it.
VERA

But there will be one to-norrow Father.

PETER
Curse him for an ungrateful son.

VERA
O Father, don't say that; he nust be sick.

PETER
Ay! Sick of Profligacy, perhaps.

VERA
How dare you say that of him Father? You know that is not
true.

PETER
Wiere does the noney go, then? Mchael, listen. | gave Dmtri
half his nmother's fortune to bring with himto pay the | awer
folk at Moscow. He has only witten three times, and every

( MORE)
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PETER (cont' d)
time for nore noney. He got it, not at ny wi sh, but at
hers —
(pointing to VERA)
-- and now for five nonths, close on six al nost, we have
heard not hi ng from hi m

VERA
Fat her, he will cone back.

PETER
Ay! the prodigals always return; but [et himnever darken ny
doors agai n.

VERA
(sitting down pensive)
Sone evil has conme on him he nust be dead! Ch! Mchael, | am
so wetched about Dmtri.

M CHAEL
WIIl you never |ove any one but him Vera?

VERA
(smling)
| don't know, there is so much else to do in the world but
| ove.

M CHAEL
Not hi ng el se worth doi ng, Vera.

PETER
What noise is that, Vera?
(A netallic clink is heard)

VERA

(rising and going to the door)
| don't know, Father; it is not like the cattle bells, or I
woul d think N cholas had cone fromthe fair. Ch, Father! it
is soldiers comng dowmn the hill — there is one of them on
hor seback. How pretty they | ook! But there are sone nen with
them wi th chains on! They nust be robbers. Ch! don't I|et
themin, Father; | couldn't |ook at them

PETER
Men in chains! Wiy, we are in luck, ny child! | heard this
was to be the newroad to Siberia, to bring the prisoners to
the mnes; but | didn't believe it. My fortune is nade!
Bustle, Vera, bustle! I'lIl die arich man after all. There
will be no | ack of good customers now. An honest man shoul d

( MORE)
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PETER (cont' d)
have t he chance of nmaking his living out of rascals now and

t hen.

VERA
Are these nmen rascal s, Father? Wat have they done?

PETER
| reckon they're sone of those N hilists the priest warns us
against. Don't stand there idle, ny girl.

VERA
| suppose, then, they are all wi cked nen.

Sound of soldiers outside; cry of "Halt!' Enter
Russi an officer with a body of soldiers and ei ght
nmen in chains, raggedly dressed; One of them on
entering, hurriedly puts his coat above his ears
and hides his face; sone soldiers guard the door
others sit down; the prisoners stand.

COLONEL
| nnkeeper!
PETER
Yes, Col onel .
COLONEL

(pointing to N hilists)
G ve these nen sone bread and water.

PETER
(to hinself)
| shan't make much out of that order.

COLONEL
As for nyself, what have you got fit to eat?
PETER
Sone good dried venison, your Excellency — and sone rye
whi sky.
COLONEL
Not hi ng el se?
PETER

Wiy, nore whi sky, your Excellency.
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COLONEL
What cl ods these peasants are! You have a better roomthan
t his?

PETER
Yes, sir.

COLONEL
Bring nme there. Sergeant, post your picket outside, and see
t hat these scoundrels do not communicate with any one. No
letter witing, you dogs, or you' |l be flogged for it. Now
for the veni son
(To PETER bowi ng before him
Get out of the way, you fool! Who is that girl?

(Sees VERA)
PETER
M/ daughter, your H ghness.
COLONEL
Can she read and wite?
PETER
Ay, that she can, sir.
COLONEL

Then she is a dangerous wonman. No peasant should be al | owed
to do anything of the kind. Till your fields, store your
harvests, pay your taxes, and obey your nmasters — that is
your duty.

VERA
Who are our masters?

COLONEL
Young woman, these men are going to the mnes for life for
aski ng the sane foolish question.

VERA
Then they have been unjustly condemed.

PETER
Vera, keep your tongue quiet. She is a foolish girl, sir, who
tal ks too nuch.
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COLONEL
Every woman does tal k too much. Cone, where is this veni son?
Count, | amwaiting for you. How can you see anything in a

girl with coarse hands?

He passes with PETER and his ai de-de-canp into an
i nner room

VERA
(to one of the NN hilists)
Wn't you sit down? You nust be tired.

SERGEANT
Cone now, young woman, no talking to ny prisoners.
VERA
| shall speak to them How nmuch do you want ?
SERGEANT
How nmuch have you?
VERA
WIl you let these nen sit down if | give you this? (takes
of f her peasant's necklace) It is all | have; it was ny
not her' s.
SERGEANT
Well, it |ooks pretty enough, and is heavy too. Wit do you
want with these nen?
VERA

They are hungry and wetched. Let ne go to then?

ONE OF THE SOLD ERS
Let the wench be, if she pays us.

SERGEANT
VWl |, have your way. If the Col onel sees you, you may have to
cone with us, ny pretty one.

VERA
(advances to the N hilists)
Sit down; you nust be tired.
(Serves them food)
What are you?

A PRI SONER
N hilists.
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VERA
Who put you in chains?
PRI SONER
Qur Father the Czar.
VERA
Wy ?
PRI SONER
For loving liberty too well.
VERA

(to the prisoner who hides his face)
What did you want to do?

DM TR
To give liberty to thirty mllions of people enslaved to one
man.

VERA
(startled at the voice)

What is your name?

DM TRI
| have no nane.

VERA
Where are your friends?

DM TRI
| have no friends.

VERA
Let nme see your face!

DM TRI

You will see nothing but suffering in it. They have tortured
ne.

VERA
(tears his cloak fromhis face)
O God! Dmtri! ny brother

DM TR
Hush! Vera; be calm You nust not let ny father know, it
would kill him | thought | could free Russia. | heard nen
talk of Liberty one night in a café. | had never heard the

( MORE)
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DM TR (cont'd)
word before. It seened to be a new God they spoke of. |
joined them It was there all the noney went. Five nonths ago
they seized us. They found nme printing the paper. | am going
to the mnes for life. | could not wite. | thought it would
be better to let you think I was dead; for they are bringing
us to a living tonb.

VERA
(1 ooki ng round)
You nust escape, Dmtri. | wll take your place.
DM TR
| npossi bl e! You can only revenge us.
VERA
| shall revenge you.
DM TR
Listen! there is a house in Mdscow —
SERGEANT
Prisoners, attention! — the Colonel is comng — young

woman, your time is up

Enter COLONEL, Al DE-DE- CAMP, and PETER

PETER
| hope your H ghness is pleased with the venison. | shot it
nysel f.
COLONEL

It had been better had you tal ked | ess about it. Sergeant,
get ready.

(G ves purse to PETER)
Here, you cheating rascal!

PETER
My fortune is made! Long |ive your H ghness. | hope your
H ghness will cone often this way.

COLONEL
By St. Nicholas, | hope not. It is too cold here for ne.
(to VERA)
Young girl, don't ask questions again about what does not
concern you. | will not forget your face.
VERA

Nor | yours, or what you are doing.
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COLONEL
You peasants are getting too saucy since you ceased to be
serfs, and the knout is the best school for you to learn
politics in. Sergeant, proceed.

The COLONEL turns and goes to top of stage. The
prisoners pass out double file; as DM TRl passes
VERA he lets a piece of paper fall on the ground,
she puts her foot on it and remains i nmobile.

PETER
(who has been counting the noney the COLONEL gave
hi m
Long life to your H ghness. | will hope to see another batch

soon.
(Suddenly catches sight of DM TR as he is goi ng out
of the door, and screans and rushes up)
Dmitri! Dmtri! ny God! what brings you here? He is innocent,

| tell you. I'Il pay for him Take your noney —
(fl'ings noney on the ground)
-- take all | have, give ne ny son. Villains! Villains! where

are you bringing hin?

COLONEL
To Siberia, old man.
PETER
No, no; take ne instead.
COLONEL
He is a N hilist.
PETER

You liel you lie! He is innocent.

(The soldiers force himback with their guns and
shut the door against him He beats with his fists
against it)

Dmtri! Dmtri! a Nhilist! a Nhilist!

(Fall's down on floor)

VERA
(who has renmai ned notionl ess, picks up paper now
from under her foot and reads)
'99 Rue Tchernavaya, Mdscow. To strangle whatever nature is
in me; neither to love nor to be Ioved; neither to pity nor
to be pitied; neither to marry nor to be given in marriage,
till the end is cone." My brother, | shall keep the oath.

( MORE)
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VERA (cont'd)
(Ki sses the paper)
You shall be revenged!

VERA stands i mobil e, holding paper in her lifted

hand. PETER is lying on the floor. M CHAEL, who has
just conme in, is bending over him

END OF PROLOGUE
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ACT ONE

SCENE: 99 Tchernavaya, Mbscow. A large garret |it
by oil lanmps hung fromceiling. Some masked nen
standing silent and apart fromone another. A man
in ascarlet mask is witing at a table. Door at
back. Man in yellow with drawn sword at it. Knocks
heard. Figures in cloaks and masks enter.

Password. Per crucem ad | ucem
Answer. Per sanguinemad |ibertatem

A ock strikes. CONSPI RATORS forma sem-circle in
the m ddl e of the stage.

PRES| DENT
What is the word?

FI RST CONSPI RATOR
Nabat .

PRES| DENT
The answer ?

SECOND CONSPI RATOR
Kalit.

PRES| DENT
What hour is it?

TH RD CONSPI RATOR
The hour to suffer.

PRESI DENT
What day?
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FOURTH CONSPI RATOR
The day of oppression.

PRESI DENT
What year?

FI FTH CONSPI RATOR
The year of hope.

PRESI DENT
How many are we in nunber?

SI XTH CONSPI RATCOR
Ten, nine, and three.

PRESI DENT
The Galilaan had | ess to conquer the world; but what is our
m ssi on?

SEVENTH CONSPI RATCR
To give freedom

PRESI DENT
Qur creed?

El GHTH CONSPI RATOR
To anni hil ate.

PRESI DENT
Qur duty?
NI NTH CONSPI RATOR
To obey.
PRESI DENT
Brot hers, the questions have been answered well. There are

none but N hilists present. Let us see each other's faces.
(THE CONSPI RATORS unnask)
M chael, recite the oath.

M CHAEL
To strangl e whatever nature is in us; neither to love nor to
be loved, neither to pity nor to be pitied, neither to marry
nor to be given in marriage, till the end is conme; to stab
secretly by night; to drop poison in the glass; to set father
agai nst son, and husband agai nst w fe; w thout fear, w thout
hope, without future, to suffer, to annihilate, to revenge.
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PRESI DENT
Are we all agreed?

CONSPI RATORS
W are all agreed.

They di sperse in various directions about the
st age.

PRESI DENT
"Tis after the hour, Mchael, and she is not yet here.

M CHAEL
Wul d that she werel W can do little w thout her.

ALEXI S
She cannot have been seized, President? But the police are on
her track, | know.

M CHAEL
You al ways do seemto know a good deal about the novenents of
the police in Mscow — too rmuch for an honest conspirator.

PRESI DENT
| f those dogs have caught her the red flag of the people wll
float on a barricade in every street till we find her! It was
foolish of her to go to the G and Duke's ball. | told her so,

but she said she wanted to see the Czar and all his cursed
brood face to face for once.

ALEXI S
Gone to the State ball

M CHAEL
| have no fear. She is as hard to capture as a she-wolf is,
and twi ce as dangerous; besides, she is well disguised. To-
night it is a masked ball. But is there any news fromthe
Pal ace, President? Wat is that bl oody despot doi ng now
besides torturing his only son? What sort of a whelp is this
Czarevitch, by the way? Have any of you seen hin®? One hears
strange stories about him They say he | oves the people; but
a king's son never does that. You cannot breed themlike
t hat .

PRESI DENT
Since he cane back fromabroad a year ago his father has kept
himin close prison in his pal ace.
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M CHAEL
An excellent training to make hima tyrant in his turn; but
is there any news, | say?

PRESI DENT
A council is to be held to-norrow, at four o clock, on sone
secret business the commttee cannot find out.

M CHAEL
A council in a king's palace is sure to be about sone bl oody
work or other. But in what roomis it to be hel d?

PRESI DENT
(reading fromletter)
In the yellow tapestry roomcalled after the Enpress
Cat heri ne.

M CHAEL
| care not for such |ong-sounding nanes. | woul d know where
it is.

PRESI DENT
| cannot tell, Mchael. | know nore about the inside of
prisons than of pal aces.

M CHAEL

(speaki ng suddenly to ALEXIS)
Where is this room Al exis?

ALEXI S
It is onthe first floor, |ooking out on to the inner
courtyard. But why do you ask, M chael?

M CHAEL
Not hi ng, nothing, boy! | nerely take a great interest in the
Czar's life and novenents, and | knew you could tell ne al
about the pal ace. Every poor student of nedicine in Mdscow
knows all about king's houses. It is their duty, is it not?

ALEXI S
(asi de)
Can M chael suspect nme? There is sonething strange in his
manner to-ni ght. Wiy doesn't she cone? The whole fire of
revolution seens fallen into dull ashes when she is not here.

M CHAEL
Have you cured many patients, lately, at your hospital, boy?
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ALEXI S
There is one who lies sick to death | would fain cure, but
cannot .

M CHAEL
Ay! and who is that?

ALEXI S
Russi a, our nother.

M CHAEL
The curing of Russia is surgeon's business, and nust be done
by the knife. I |ike not your nethod of nedicine.

PRESI DENT

Prof essor, we have read the proofs of your last article it is
very good i ndeed.

M CHAEL
What is it about, Professor? PROFESSOR The subject, ny good
brother, is assassination considered as a nethod of politica
reform

M CHAEL
| think little of pen and ink in revolutions. One dagger w |
do nore than a hundred epigrans. Still, let us read this
scholar's last production. Gve it tome. | wll read it

nysel f.

PROFESSOR
Brother, you never mnd your stops; let Alexis read it.

M CHAEL
Ay! he is as tripping of speech as if he were sone young
aristocrat; but for nmy own part | care not for the stops so
that the sense be plain.

ALEXI S
(reading)
' The past has belonged to the tyrant, and he has defiled it;
ours is the future, and we shall make it holy.' Ay! let us
make the future holy; let there be one revolution at |east
which is not bred in crinme, nurtured in nurder!

M CHAEL
They have spoken to us by the sword, and by the sword we
shall answer! You are too delicate for us, Alexis. There

( MORE)
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M CHAEL (cont'd)
shoul d be none here but nen whose hands are rough with | abour

or red with bl ood.

PRESI DENT
Peace, M chael, peace! He is the bravest heart anongst us.

M CHAEL
(asi de)
He will need to be brave to-night.

The sound of sleigh bells is heard outside.

VA CE
(outsi de)
Per crucem ad | ucem
(Answer of man on guard)
Per sangui nem ad | i bertatem

M CHAEL
Wio is that?

Enter VERA in a cloak, which she throws off,
appearing in full ball dress.

VERA
Cod save the peopl e!
PRESI| DENT
VWl come, Vera, wel cone! W have been sick at heart till we

saw you; but now net hinks the star of freedom has conme to
wake us fromthe night.

VERA
It is night, indeed, brother! N ght w thout noon or star!
Russia is smtten to the heart! The man Ivan whom nen call ed
the Czar strikes now at our nother with a dagger deadlier
than any ever forged by tyranny agai nst a people's |ife!

M CHAEL
What has the tyrant done now?

VERA
To-norrow martial lawis to be proclainmed over all Russia.

OVWNES
Martial lawm W are lost! W are | ost!

ALEXI S
Martial |aw | npossible!
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M CHAEL
Fool, nothing is inpossible in Russia but reform

VERA
Ay, martial law. The last right to which the people clung has
been taken fromthem Wthout trial, wthout appeal, w thout
accuser even, our brothers will be taken fromtheir houses,
shot in the streets |like dogs, sent away to die in the snow,
to starve in the dungeon, to rot in the mne. Do you know
what martial |aw neans? It nmeans the strangling of a whole
nation. The streets will be filled with soldiers night and
day; there will be sentinels at every door. No man dare wal k
abroad now but the spy or the traitor. Cooped up in the dens
we hide in, neeting by stealth, speaking with bated breath;
what good can we do now for Russia?

PRESI DENT
We can suffer at |east.

VERA
W have done that too nuch already. The hour is now cone to
anni hilate and to revenge.

PRESI DENT
Up to this the peopl e have borne everyt hing.

VERA
Because they have understood not hing. But now we, the
N hilists, have given themthe tree of know edge to eat of,
and the day of silent suffering is over for Russia.

M CHAEL
Martial law, Vera! This is fearful tidings you bring.
PRESI DENT
It is the death-warrant of liberty in Russia.
VERA
O the signal for revolution.
M CHAEL
Are you sure it is true?
VERA
Here is the proclamation. | stole it nyself at the ball to-

night froma young fool, one of Prince Paul's secretaries,
who had been given it to copy. It was that which nade ne so
| at e.



VERA, OR THE NIHILISTS I-19

VERA hands proclamation to M CHAEL, who reads it.

M CHAEL
"To ensure the public safety — nmartial law By order of the
Czar, father of his people.' The father of his people!

VERA
Ay! a father whose nane shall not be hall owed, whose ki ngdom
shall change to a republic, whose trespasses shall not be
forgiven him because he has robbed us of our daily bread;
with whomis neither mght, nor right, nor glory, now or for
ever.

PRESI DENT
must be about this tinme that the council neet to-norrow,
has not yet been signed.

~ ~—+

ALEXI S
It shall not be while | have a tongue to plead wth.

M CHAEL
O while | have hands to smte wth.

VERA
Martial law O CGod, how easy it is for a king to kill his
peopl e by thousands, but we cannot rid ourselves of one
crowned man in Europe! Wat is there of awful majesty in
t hese nen whi ch nmakes the hand unsteady, the dagger
treacherous, the pistol-shot harm ess? Are they not nen of
i ke passions with ourselves, vulnerable to the same
di seases, of flesh and blood not different fromour own? What
made A giati trenble at the suprenme crisis of that Roman
life, and Quido's nerve fail himwhen he should have been of
iron and of steel? A plague, | say, on these fools of Naples,
Berlin, and Spain! Methinks that if | stood face to face with
one of the crowned nmen ny eye would see nore clearly, ny aim
be nore sure, ny whol e body gain a strength and power that
was not ny own! Ch, to think what stands between us and
freedomin Europe! a few old nen, winkled, feeble, tottering
dot ards whom a boy could strangle for a ducat, or a wonman
stab in a night-tine. These are the things that keep us from
liberty. But now methinks the brood of nmen is dead and the
dull earth grown sick of chil dbearing, else would no crowned
dog pollute God's air by living.

OWNES
Try us! Try us! Try us!



VERA, OR THE NIH LISTS 1-20

M CHAEL
W shall try thee, too, sone day, Vera.
VERA
| pray CGod thou rmayest! Have | not strangl ed whatever nature
isinme, and shall | not keep ny oath?
M CHAEL

(to PRESI DENT)
Martial |law, President! Come, there is no tine to be lost. W
have twel ve hours yet before us till the council neet. Twelve
hours! One can overthrow a dynasty in |ess than that.

PRESI DENT
Ay! or | ose one's own head.

M CHAEL and the PRESIDENT retire to one corner of
the stage and sit whispering. VERA takes up the
proclamation, and reads it to herself. ALEXIS
wat ches and suddenly rushes up to her.

ALEXI S
Ver a!

VERA
Al exis, you here! Foolish boy, have | not prayed you to stay
away? Al of us here are dooned to die before our tine, fated
to expiate by suffering whatever good we do; but you, with
your bright boyish face, you are too young to die yet.

ALEXI S
One is never too young to die for one's country!
VERA
Way do you cone here night after night?
ALEXI S
Because | | ove the people.
VERA

But your fell ow students nust mss you. Are there no traitors
anong thenf? You know what spies there are in the University
here. O Alexis, you nust go! You see how desperate suffering
has made us. There is no roomhere for a nature |ike yours.
You must not cone again.
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ALEXI S
Wiy do you think so poorly of nme? Wiy should | live while ny
brot hers suffer?

VERA

You spake to ne of your nother once. You said you | oved her
Oh, think of her!

ALEXI S
| have no nother now but Russia, ny life is hers to take or
give away; but to-night | amhere to see you. They tell ne
you are | eaving for Novgorod to-norrow.

VERA
| must. They are getting faint-hearted there, and I would fan
the flame of this revolution into such a blaze that the eyes
of all kings in Europe shall be blinded. If martial lawis
passed they will need ne all the nore there. There is no
limt, it seens, to the tyranny of one man; but to the
suffering of a whole people there shall be alimt. Too many
of us have died on block and barricade: it is their turn to
be victins now.

ALEXI S
God knows it, I amw th you. But you nust not go. The police
are watching every train for you. Wen you are sei zed they
have orders to place you without trial in the | owest dungeon
of the palace. | knowit — no matter how. Ch, think how
wi t hout you the sun goes fromour life, how the people will
| ose their |eader and liberty her priestess. Vera, you nust
not go!

VERA
You are right: | will stay. | would live a little |onger for
freedom a little longer for Russia.

ALEXI S
Wien you die then Russia is smtten i ndeed, when you die then
| shall lose all hope — all... Vera, this is fearful news
you bring — martial law — it is too terrible. I knewit
not, by ny soul, | knewit not!

VERA
How coul d you have known it? It is too well laid a plot for

that. This great Wiite Czar, whose hands are red with the

bl ood of the people he has nurdered, whose soul is black with
this iniquity, is the cleverest conspirator of us all. Oh,
how coul d Russia bear two hearts |ike yours and hi s!
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ALEXI S
Vera, the Enperor was not always like this. There was a tine
when he |l oved the people. It is that devil, whom God curse,
Prince Paul Maral of fski, who has brought himto this. To-
nmorrow, | swear it, | shall plead for the people to the
Enperor.

VERA
Plead to the Czar! Foolish boy, it is only those who are
sentenced to death that ever see our Czar. Besides, what
should he care for a voice that pleads for nmercy? The cry of
a strong nation in its agony has not noved that heart of
st one.

ALEXI S
(asi de)
Yet shall | plead to him They can but kill nme.
PROFESSOR

Here are the proclamations, Vera. Do you think they will do?

VERA
| shall read them How fair he | ooks! Mthinks he never
seemed so noble as to-night. Liberty is blessed in having
such a | over.

ALEXI S
Vel |, President, what are you deep in?

M CHAEL
W are thinking of the best way of killing bears.
(Wi spers to PRESI DENT and | eads hi m asi de)

PROFESSOR
(to VERA)
And the letters fromour brothers at Paris and Berlin. Wat
answer shall we send to thenf

VERA

(takes t hem nechani cal | y)
Had | not strangled nature, sworn neither to | ove nor to be
| oved, nethinks I mght have loved him Ch, | ama fool, a
traitor nyself, a traitor nyself! But why did he cone anongst
us with his bright young face, his heart aflane for |iberty,
his pure white soul ? Wiy does he nake ne feel at tines as if
| woul d have himas ny king, Republican though | be? Oh,
fool, fool, fool! False to your oath! Wak as water! Have
done! Renenber what you are — a N hilist, a N hilist!
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PRESI DENT
(to M CHAEL)
But you will be seized, M chael
M CHAEL
| think not. I will wear the uniformof the Inperial Quard,

and the Colonel on duty is one of us. It is on the first
floor, you renmenber; so | can take a | ong shot.

PRESI DENT
Shall | not tell the brethren?

M CHAEL
Not a word, not a word! There is a traitor anongst us.

VERA
Cone, are these the proclamations? Yes, they will do; yes,
they will do. Send five hundred to Kiev and Odessa and
Novgorod, five hundred to Warsaw, and have tw ce the nunber
di stributed anong the Sout hern provinces, though these dul
Russi an peasants care little for our proclamations, and |ess
for our martyrdons. Wen the blowis struck, it nmust be from
the town, not fromthe country.

M CHAEL
Ay, and by the sword, not by the goose quill
VERA
Where are the letters from Pol and?
PROFESSCOR
Her e.
VERA

Unhappy Pol and! The eagl es of Russia have fed on her heart.
VW nust not forget our brothers there.

PRESI DENT
Is it true, Mchael?

M CHAEL
Ay, | stake ny life on it.

PRESI DENT

Let the doors be | ocked, then. Al exis |vanacievitch entered
on our roll of the brothers as a student of the School of
Medi ci ne at Moscow. Wiy did you not tell us of this bloody
schenme of nmartial | aw?
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ALEX S
|, President?

M CHAEL
Ay, you! You knew it, none better. Such weapons as these are
not forged in a day. Wiy did you not tell us of it? A week
ago there had been tine to lay the mne, to raise the
barricade, to strike one blow at least for liberty. But now
the hour is past! It is too late, it is too late! Wiy did you
keep it a secret fromus | say?

ALEXI S
Now by the hand of freedom M chael, ny brother, you wong
me. | knew nothing of this hideous |aw. By ny soul, ny
brothers, | knew not of it! How should I know?

M CHAEL

Because you are a traitor! Were did you go when you |l eft us
the night of our |ast neeting here?

ALEXI S
To m ne own house, M chael.
M CHAEL
Liar! I was on your track. You |left here an hour after

m dni ght. Wapped in a |large cloak, you crossed the river by
a boat a mle below the second bridge, and gave the ferryman
a gold piece, you, the poor student of nedicine! You doubl ed
back twice and hid in an archway so long that | had al nost
made up ny mnd to stab you at once, only that I am fond of
hunting. So! you thought you had baffled all pursuit, did
you? Fool! | am a bl oodhound that never |oses the scent. |
followed you fromstreet to street. At last | saw you pass
swiftly across the Place St. |saac, whisper to the guards
sone secret password, enter the palace by a private door with
your own key.

CONSPI RATCRS
The pal ace!
VERA
Al exi s!
M CHAEL

| waited. Al through the dreary watches of our |ong Russian
night 1 waited, that I mght kill you with your Judas hire
still hot in your hand. But you never cane back; you never
left that palace. | saw the blood-red sun rise through the

( MORE)
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M CHAEL (cont'd)
yell ow fog over the nurky town; | saw a new day of oppression
dawn on Russia; but you never cane back. So you pass nights
in the palace, do you? You know t he password for the guards;
you have a key to a secret door. You are a spy — | never
trusted you, with your soft white hands, your curled hair,
your pretty graces. You have no mark of suffering about you;
you cannot be of the people. You are a spy — a spy —
traitor!

OWES
Kill him Kill him
(Draw their knives)

VERA
(rushing in front of ALEX S)
Stand back, | say, Mchael! Stand back all! Do not dare lay a
hand upon himl He is the noblest heart anobngst us.

OWNES
Kill himl Kill himM He is a spy!
VERA
Dare to lay a finger on him and | |eave you all to
your sel ves.
PRESI DENT

Vera, did you not hear what M chael said of hin? He stayed
all night in the Czar's pal ace. He has a password and a
private key. Wat else should he be but a spy?

VERA
Bah! | do not believe Mchael. It is aliel It is aliel
Alexis, say it is a lie!

ALEXI S
It is true. Mchael has told what he saw. | did pass that
night in the Czar's pal ace. Mchael has spoken the truth.

VERA
Stand back, | say; stand back! Alexis, | do not care. | trust
you; you would not betray us; you would not sell the people
for noney. You are honest, true! Ch, say you are no spy!

ALEXI S
Spy? You know | amnot. | amwth you, ny brothers, to the
deat h.

M CHAEL

Ay, to your own deat h.
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ALEXI S
Vera, you know I amtrue.
VERA
| know it well.
PRESI DENT
Wiy are you here, traitor?
ALEXI S
Because | | ove the people.
M CHAEL
Then you can be a martyr for then®
VERA
You nust kill me first, Mchael, before you lay a finger on
hi m
PRESI DENT

M chael, we dare not lose Vera. It is her wnimto let this
boy live. W can keep himhere to-night. Up to this he has
not betrayed us. Tranp of soldiers outside, knocking at door.

VA CE
Qpen, in the nane of the Enperor!

M CHAEL
He has betrayed us. This is your doing, spy!

PRESI DENT
Come, M chael, cone. W have no tine to cut one another's
throats whil e we have our own heads to save.

VA CE
Qpen, in the nane of the Enperor

PRESI DENT
Brot hers, be masked, all of you. Mchael, open the door. It
is our only chance.

Ent er GENERAL KOTEMKI N and sol di ers.

CGENERAL
Al'l honest citizens should be in their own houses an hour
bef ore m dni ght, and not nore than five people have a right
to neet privately. Have you not noticed the proclanation
fell ows?
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M CHAEL
Ay, you have spoiled every honest wall in Moscowwth it.

VERA
Peace, M chael, peace. Nay, Sir, we knowit not. W are a
conpany of strolling players travelling from Samara to Mbscow
to anmuse his Inperial Mjesty the Czar.

GENERAL
But | heard | oud voices before | entered. Wiat was that?

VERA
W were rehearsing a new tragedy.

GENERAL
Your answers are too honest to be true. Cone, |let ne see who
you are. Take off those players' nmasks. By St. N cholas, ny
beauty, if your face matches your figure, you nust be a
choi ce norsel! Cone, | say, pretty one, | would sooner see
your face than those of all the others.

PRESI DENT
O God! If he sees it is Vera, we are all | ost!
GENERAL
No coquetting, ny girl. Come, unmask, | say, or | shall tell

ny guards to do it for you.

ALEXI S
St and back, | say, General Kot enkin!

CGENERAL
Who are you, fellow, that talk with such a tripping tongue to
your betters?
(ALEXI S takes his nmask of f)
H s Inperial H ghness the Czarevitch!

OVWNES
The Czarevitch! It is all over!

PRESI DENT
| knew he was a spy. He will give us up to the soldiers.

M CHAEL
(to VERA)
Wiy did you not let nme kill hinP Conme, we nust fight to the
death for it.
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VERA
Peace! he will not betray us.

ALEXI S
A whimof mne, CGeneral! You know how ny father keeps nme from
the world and inprisons nme in the palace. | should really be
bored to death if I could not get out at night in disguise
sonetines, and have sone romantic adventure in town. | tel

in wth these honest fol ks a few hours ago.

GENERAL
Actors, are they, Prince?

ALEXI S
Ay, and very anbitious actors, too. They only care to play
bef ore ki ngs.

GENERAL
|* faith, your H ghness, | was in hopes | had nade a good
haul of N hilists.

ALEXI S

N hilists in Moscow, Ceneral! Wth you as head of the police!
| npossi bl e!

CGENERAL
So | always tell your Inperial father. But | heard at the
council to-day that that woman Vera Sabouroff, the head of
them had been seen in this very city. The Enperor's face
turned as white as the snow outside. | think I never saw such
terror in a man before.

ALEXI S
She i s a dangerous wonman, then, this Vera Sabouroff?
GENERAL
The nost dangerous in all Europe.
ALEXI S
D d you ever see her, Ceneral ?
GENERAL
Wy, five years ago, when | was a plain Colonel, | renenber
her, your H ghness, a common waiting-girl in an inn. If | had
known then what she was going to turn out, | would have
fl ogged her to death on the roadside. She is not a wonman at
all, she is a sort of devil! For the |ast eighteen nonths I

( MORE)
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CGENERAL (cont'd)
have been hunting her, and caught sight of her once | ast
Sept enber out si de Qdessa.

ALEXI S
How did you | et her go, Ceneral?

GENERAL
| was by nyself, and she shot one of ny horses just as | was
gaining on her. If | see her again | shan't m ss ny chance.
The Enperor has put twenty thousand roubles on her head.

ALEXI S
| hope you will get it, Ceneral; but nmeanwhile you are
frightening these honest folk out of their wits, and
di sturbing the tragedy. Good-night, Ceneral.

CGENERAL
Yes; but | should |like to see their faces, your Hi ghness.

ALEXI S
No, General; you must not ask that; you know how t hese
gi psies hate to be stared at.

GENERAL
Yes. But, your H ghness —

ALEXI S
(haughtily)
Ceneral, they are ny friends, that is enough. Good-night.
And, Ceneral, not a word of ny little adventure here, you
under st and.

CGENERAL
But shall we not see you back to the pal ace? The State bal
is alnbst over and you are expected.

ALEX S
| shall be there; but | shall return al one. Renenber, not a
wor d.

CGENERAL
O your pretty gipsy, eh, Prince? Your pretty gipsy! I
faith, |1 should like to see her before |I go; she has such

fine eyes through her nmask. Wl |, good night, your H ghness;
good ni ght .

ALEXI S
Good ni ght, Ceneral.



Exeunt GENERAL and t he sol diers.

VERA
(throwi ng of f her mnask)
Saved! and by you!

ALEXI S

(cl aspi ng her hand)
Brot hers, you trust ne now?

Exit.

TABLEAU

ACT DRCP

VERA, OR THE NIHI LI STS I-30
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ACT TWO

SCENE: Counci| Chanber in the Enperor's Pal ace,
hung with yell ow tapestry. Table, with chair of
State, set for the Czar, w ndow behi nd, opening on
to a balcony. As the scene progresses the |ight
out si de gets darker

Present: PRI NCE PAUL MARALOFFSKI, PRI NCE
PETROVI TCH, COUNT ROWALCFF, BARON RAFF, COUNT
PETOUCHCF.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
So our young scatter-brained Czarevitch has been forgiven at
last, and is to take his seat here again.

PRI NCE PAUL
Yes; if that is not neant as an extra puni shnent. For ny own
part, at least, | find these Cabinet Councils extrenely

tiring.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Naturally, you are always speaki ng.

PRI NCE PAUL
No; | think it nust be that | have to listen sonetines. It is
so exhausting not to talk.

COUNT ROUWALCOFF

Still, anything is better than being kept in a sort of
prison, |ike he was — never allowed to go out into the
wor | d.

PRI NCE PAUL

My dear Count, for romantic young people like he is the world
al ways | ooks best at a distance; and a prison where one's

( MORE)
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PRI NCE PAUL (cont'd)
allowed to order one's own dinner is not at all a bad pl ace.
(Enter the CZAREVI TCH. The courtiers rise)
Ah! CGood afternoon, Prince Your H ghness is looking a little
pal e to-day.

CZAREVI TCH
(slowy, after a pause)
| want change of air.

PRI NCE PAUL
(smling)
A nost revolutionary sentinent! Your Inperial father would
hi ghly di sapprove of any reforns even with the thernoneter in
Russi a.

CZAREVI TCH
(bitterly)
M/ Inperial father had kept ne for six nonths in this dungeon
of a palace. This norning he has nme suddenly woke up to see
sonme wetched N hilists hung; it sickened ne, the bl oody
butchery, though it was a noble thing to see how well these
nmen can die

PRI NCE PAUL
Wien you are as old as | am Prince, you will understand that
there are few things easier than to live badly and to die
wel | .

CZAREVI TCH
Easy to die well! A | esson experience cannot have taught you,
much as you know of a bad life.

PRI NCE PAUL
(shruggi ng his shoul ders)
Experi ence, the nanme nen give to their m stakes. | never
conmt any.
CZAREVI TCH

(bitterly)
No; crinmes are nore in your line.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
(to the CZAREVI TCH)
The Enperor was a good deal agitated about your |ate
appearance at the ball last night, Prince.
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COUNT ROUWALOFF
(1 aughi ng)
| believe he thought the N hilists had broken into the pal ace
and carried you off.

BARON RAFF
| f they had you woul d have m ssed a charm ng dance.

PRI NCE PAUL
And an excel l ent supper. Gingoire really excelled hinself in
his sal ad. Ah! you may | augh, Baron; but to cook a good sal ad
is a much nore difficult thing than cooking accounts. To nake
a good salad is to be a brilliant diplomatist — the problem
is entirely the sane in both cases. To know exactly how rmuch
oil one nmust put with one's vinegar.

BARON RAFF
A cook and a diplomatist! an excellent parallel. If | had a
son who was a fool |'d make hi mone or the other

PRI NCE PAUL

| see your father did not hold the sane opinion, Baron. But,
bel i eve ne, you are wong to run down cookery. Culture
depends on cookery. For nyself, the only imortality | desire

is to invent a new sauce. | have never had tine enough to
think seriously about it, but | feel it isinnme, | feel it
isin me.

CZAREVI TCH

You have certainly m ssed your nétier, Prince Paul; the
cordon bl eu of the kitchen would have suited you nuch better
than the Grand Cross of Honour. But you know you coul d never
have worn your white apron well; you would have soiled it too
soon, your hands are not cl ean enough.

PRI NCE PAUL
(bowi nQ)
You forget — or, how could they be? I nmanage your father's
busi ness.
CZAREVI TCH
(bitterly)

You m smanage ny father's business, you nean! Evil genius of
his life that you are! Before you cane there was sone | ove
left in him It is you who have enbittered his nature poured
into his ear the poison of treacherous council, made him
hated by the whol e peopl e, nade himwhat he is — a tyrant!
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The courtiers ook significantly at each other.

PRI NCE PAUL
(calmy)
| see your Hi ghness does want change of air. But | have been
an el dest son nysel f.
(Lights a cigarette)
| know what it is when a father won't die to pl ease one.

The CZAREVI TCH goes to the top of the stage, and
| eans agai nst the wi ndow, | ooking oat.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
(to BARON RAFF)
Fooli sh boy! He will be sent into exile, or worse, if he is
not careful.

BARON RAFF
Yes. What a mistake it is to be sincerel

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
The only folly you never comm tted, Baron.

BARON RAFF
One has only one head, you know, Prince.

PRI NCE PAUL
My dear Baron, your head is the last thing any one would w sh
to take fromyou.
(Pul'l's out snuff-box and offers it to PRI NCE
PETROVI TCH)

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Thanks, Prince! Thanks!

PRI NCE PAUL

Very delicate, isn't it? | get it direct fromParis. But
under this vulgar Republic everything has degenerated over
there. COtelettes a |'inpériale vani shed of course with the
Bonaparte, and onelettes went our with the Oleanists. La
bell e France is entirely ruined, Prince, through bad norals
and worse cookery.

(Enter the MARQU S DE PQA VRARD)
Ah! Marquis. | trust Madane |la Marquise is well.

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
You ought to know better than | do, Prince Paul; you see nore
of her.
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PRI NCE PAUL
(bowi ng)
Perhaps | see nore in her, Marquis. Your wife is really a
charm ng woman, so full of esprit, and so satirical too; she
tal ks continually of you when we are together.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
(1 ooking at the cl ock)
Hs Majesty is alittle late to-day, is he not?

PRI NCE PAUL
What has happened to you, ny dear Petrovitch? You seemquite
out of sorts. You haven't quarrelled with your cook, | hope?

What a tragedy that would be for you; you would | ose all your
friends.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
| fear | wouldn't be so fortunate as that. You forget | woul d
still have ny purse. But you are wong for once; ny chef and
| are on excellent terns.

PRI NCE PAUL
Then your creditors or Madenoi selle Vera Sabouroff have been
witing to you? They conpose nore than half of ny
correspondents. But really you needn't be alarned. | find the
nost violent proclamations fromthe Executive Commttee, as
they call it, left all over ny house. | never read them they
are so badly spelt as a rule.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Wong again, Prince; the Nhilists |eave ne alone for sone
reason or other.

PRI NCE PAUL
(asi de)
True! Indifference is the revenge the world takes on
medi ocrities.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
| ambored with life, Prince. Since the opera season ended |
have been a perpetual nmartyr to ennui.

PRI NCE PAUL
The mal adi e du siécle! You want a new excitenent, Prince. Let
me see — you have been narried tw ce al ready: suppose you

try — falling in love for once.
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BARON RAFF
| cannot understand your nature.
PRI NCE PAUL
(smling)
I f ny nature had been nmade to suit your conprehension rather
than ny own requirenents, | amafraid | would have nade a

very poor figure in the world.

COUNT ROUVALCFF
There seens to be nothing in Iife about which you woul d not
j est.

PRI NCE PAUL
Ah! ny dear Count, life is nmuch too inportant a thing ever to
tal k seriously about it.

CZAREVI TCH

(com ng back from w ndow)
| don't think Prince Paul's nature is such a nystery. He
woul d stab his best friend for the sake of witing an epi gram
on hi s tonbstone.

PRI NCE PAUL
Par bl eu! | woul d sooner |ose ny best friend than ny wor st
eneny. To have friends, you know, one need only be
goodnat ured; but when a man has no eneny left there nust be
sonet hi ng nean about him

CZAREVI TCH
(bitterly)
If to have enemies is a neasure of greatness. then you nust
be a Col ossus, indeed, Prince.

PRI NCE PAUL

Yes, your Hi ghness, | know I'mthe nost hated man in Russi a,
except your father, except your father of course. He doesn't
seemto like it much, by the way; but | do, | assure you

(Bitterly)
| love to drive through the streets and see how t he rabbl e
scowm at nme fromevery corner. It nakes ne feel I ama power
in Russia one nman against mllions! Besides, | have no
anbition to be a popular hero, to be crowed with laurels one
year and pelted with stones the next; | prefer dying
peaceably in ny own bed.

CZAREVI TCH
And after death?
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PRI NCE PAUL
(shruggi ng hi s shoul ders)
Heaven is a despotism | shall be at home there.

CZAREVI TCH
Do you ever think of the people and their rights?

PRI NCE PAUL
The people and their rights bore nme. | amsick of both. In
t hese nodern days to be vulgar, illiterate, common and

vicious, seens to give a nman a marvellous infinity of rights
that his honest fathers never dreaned of. Believe ne, Prince,
i n good denocracy, every nman should be an aristocrat, but

t hese people in Russia who seek to thrust us out are no
better than the animals in one's preserves, and nmade to be
shot at, nost of them

CZAREVI TCH
(excitedly)
If they are common, illiterate, vulgar, no better than the
beasts of the field, who nmade them so?

Enter Al DE- DE- CAVP.

Al DE- DE- CAVP
Hs Inperial Mjesty, the Enperor!
(PRINCE PAUL | ooks at the CZAREVI TCH, and sm | es)
Enter the CZAR surrounded by his guard.

CZAREVI TCH
(rushing forward to neet him
Sire!

CZAR

(nervous and frightened)
Don't cone too near nme, boy! Don't come too near ne, | say!
There is always sonet hing about an heir to a crown
unwhol esonme to his father. Wio is that man over there? |
don't know him Wat is he doing? Is he a conspirator? Have
you searched hin? Gve himtill to-norrow to confess, then
hang him — hang himn

PRI NCE PAUL
Sire, you are anticipating history. This is Count Petouchof,
your new Anbassador to Berlin. He is cone to kiss hands on
hi s appoi nt nent .
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CZAR
To kiss ny hand? There is sone plot init. He wants to poi son
nme. There, kiss ny son's hand; it wll do quite as well.

PRI NCE PAUL signs to PRINCE PETOUCHOF to | eave the
room Exeunt PETOQUCHOF and the guards. CZAR sinks
down into his chair. The courtiers renmain silent.

PRI NCE PAUL
(appr oachi ng)
Sire! will your Mijesty —
CZAR
What do you startle ne for like that? No, | won't.

(Watches the courtiers nervously)
Wiy are you clattering your sword, sir?

(To COUNT ROUVALCFF)
Take it off. | shall have no man wear a sword in ny
presence —

(1 ooki ng at CZAREVI TCH)
-- least of all ny son.

(To PRI NCE PAUL)
You are not angry with ne, Prince? You won't desert ne, wll
you? Say you won't desert me. What do you want? You can have
anyt hi ng — anyt hi ng.

PRI NCE PAUL
(bowi ng very | ow)
Sire, '"tis enough for me to have your confidence.
(Asi de)
| was afraid he was going to revenge hinself, and give ne
anot her decoration.

CZAR
(returning to his chair)
Vel |, gentlenen.

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
Sire, | have the honour to present to you a | oyal address
fromyour subjects in the Province of Archangel, expressing
their horror at the |ast attenpt on your Majesty's life.

PRI NCE PAUL
The last attenpt but two, you ought to have said, Mrquis.
Don't you see it is dated three weeks back?
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CZAR
They are good people in the Province of Archangel — honest,
| oyal people. They |ove ne very nmuch — sinple, |oyal people;
give thema new saint, it costs nothing. Wll, Alexis —

(turning to the CZAREVI TCH)
-- how many traitors were hung this norning?

CZAREVI TCH
There were three nen strangled, Sire.
CZAR
There shoul d have been three thousand. | would to God that

this people had but one neck that I mght strangle themwth
one noose! Did they tell anything? Wiomdid they inplicate?
What did they confess?

CZAREVI TCH
Not hi ng, Sire.

CZAR
They shoul d have been tortured then; why weren't they
tortured? Must | always be fighting in the dark? AmI| never
to know fromwhat root these traitors spring?

CZAREVI TCH
What root should there be of discontent anong the peopl e but
tyranny and injustice anongst their rulers?

CZAR
What did you say, boy? tyranny! tyranny! AmI| a tyrant? |I'm
not. | love the people. I"'mtheir father. I'mcalled so in

every official proclamation. Have a care, boy; have a care.

You don't seemto be cured yet of your foolish tongue.
(CGoes over to PRINCE PAUL and puts his hand on his
shoul der)

Prince Paul, tell nme, were there nany people there this

nmorning to see the N hilists hung?

PRI NCE PAUL
Hanging is of course a good deal |ess of a novelty mRussia
now, Sire, than it was three or four years ago; and you know
how easily the people get tired even of their best
anusenents. But the square and the tops of the houses were
really quite crowded, were they not, Prince?
(To the CZAREVTTCH, who takes no notice)
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CZAR
That's right; all loyal citizens should be there. It shows
themwhat to | ook forward to. Did you arrest any one in the
crowd?

PRI NCE PAUL

Yes, Sire; a wonman, for cursing your nane.
(The CZAREVI TCH starts anxi ously)

She was the nother of two of the crimnals.

CZAR
(1 ooki ng at CZAREVI TCH)
She shoul d have bl essed ne for having rid her of her
children. Send her to prison.

CZAREVI TCH
The prisons of Russia are too full already, Sire. There is no
roomin themfor any nore victins.

CZAR

They don't die fast enough, then. You should put nore of them
into one cell at once. You don't keep them|ong enough in the
mnes. If you do they're sure to die; but you're all too
merciful. I"mtoo nerciful nyself. Send her to Siberia. She
is sure to die on the way.

(Enter an Al DE- DE- CAMP)
Who's that? Who's that?

Al DE- DE- CAMVP
Aletter for his Inperial Mjesty.

CZAR
(to PRI NCE PAUL)
| won't open it. There may be something init.

PRI NCE PAUL
It would be a very disappointing letter, Sire, it there
wasn't.
(Takes letter hinself, and reads it)

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
(to COUNT ROUVALCFF)
It nmust be sone sad news. | know that smle too well.

PRI NCE PAUL
Fromthe Chief of the Police at Archangel, Sire. 'The
Governor of the province was shot this nmorning by a wonman as

( MORE)
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PRI NCE PAUL (cont'd)
he was entering the courtyard of his own house. The assassin
has been sei zed.'

CZAR
| never trusted the people in Archangel. It's a nest of
N hilists and conspirators. Take away their saints; they
don't deserve them

PRI NCE PAUL
Your H ghness woul d punish them nore severely by giving them
an extra one. Three governors shot in two nonths!
(Smles to hinself)
Sire, permt ne to recommend your |oyal subject, the Marquis
de Poivrard, as the new governor of your Province of
Ar changel

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
(hurriedly)
Sire, | amunfit for this post.

PRI NCE PAUL
Marqui s, you are too nodest. Believe nme, there is no man in
Russia | woul d sooner see CGovernor of Archangel than
your sel f.
(Wi spers to CZAR

CZAR
Quite right, Prince Paul; you are always right. See that the
Marquis's letters are nade out at once.

PRI NCE PAUL
He can start to-night, Sire. |I shall really mss you very
much, Marquis. | always |iked your taste in wine and w ves

extrenely.

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
(to the CZAR
Start to-night, Sire?

PRI NCE PAUL whi spers to the CZAR

CZAR
Yes, Marquis, to-night; it is better to go at once.

PRI NCE PAUL
| shall see that Madane |la Marquise is not too lonely while
you are away; so you need not be al arnmed for her
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COUNT ROUWALOFF
(to PRI NCE PETROVI TCH)
| should be nore alarned for nyself.

CZAR
The Governor of Archangel shot in his own courtyard by a
woman! |'mnot safe here. |I'mnot safe anywhere, with that
she-devil of the revolution, Vera Sabouroff, here in Mscow.
Prince Paul, is that wonman still here?

PRI NCE PAUL
They tell me she was at the G and Duke's ball last night. |
can hardly believe that, but she certainly had intended to
| eave for Novgorod to-day, Sire. The police were watching
every train for her; but, for sonme reason or other, she did
not go. Sone traitor nust have warned her. But | shall catch
her yet. A chase after a beautiful worman is al ways exciting.

CZAR

You nmust hunt her down with bl oodhounds, and when she is
taken I shall hew her linb fromlinb. | shall stretch her on
the rack till her pale white body is twisted and curled |ike
paper in the fire.

PRI NCE PAUL
Oh, we shall have another hunt imediately, for her, Sire!
Prince Alexis will assist us, | am sure.

CZAREVI TCH

You never require any assistance to ruin a wonan, Prince
Paul .

CZAR

Vera, the N hilist, in Moscow O God, were it not better to
die at once the dog's death they plot for ne than to live as
| Iive now Never to sleep, or, if | do, to dream such horrid
dreans that hell itself were peace when matched with them To
trust none but those | have bought, to buy none worth
trusting! To see a traitor in every smle, poison in every
di sh, a dagger in every hand! To |lie awake at night,
listening fromhour to hour for the stealthy creeping of the
nmurderer, for the laying of the dammed m ne! You are all
spies! You are all spies! You worst of all — you, ny own
son! Which of you is it who hides these bl oody procl amati ons
under nmy own pillow, or at the table where I sit? Wich of ye
all is the Judas who betrays ne? O God! O God! nethinks there
was a tinme once, in our war wi th Engl and, when nothing coul d
make me afrai d.

( MORE)
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CZAR (cont'd)

(This with nore cal mand pat hos)
| have ridden into the crinmson heart of war, and borne back
an eagle which those wld islanders had taken fromus. Mn
said | was brave then. My father gave ne the Iron O oss of
Valour. Ch, could he see ne now, with this coward' s livery
ever in ny cheek!

(Sinks into his chair)
| never knew any |ove when | was a boy. | was ruled by terror
nysel f how el se should | rule now?

(Starts up)
But | will have revenge; | will have revenge. For every hour
| have | ain awake at night, waiting for the noose or the
dagger, they shall pass years in Siberia, centuries in the
m nes! Ay! | shall have revenge.

CZAREVI TCH
Fat her! have nercy on the people. Gve themwhat they ask

PRI NCE PAUL
And begin, Sire, with your owm head; they have a particul ar
liking for that.

CZAR
The people! the people! Atiger which | have | et |oose on
nyself; but I will fight with it to the death. I amdone with
hal f treasures. | shall crush these N hilists at a bl ow.
There shall not be a man of them no, nor a wonan either
left alive in Russia. Am| Enperor for nothing, that a wonman
shoul d hold nme at bay? Vera Sabouroff shall be in ny power, |
swear it, before a week is ended, though | burn ny whole city
to find her. She shall be flogged by the knout, stifled in
the fortress, strangled in the square!

CZAREVI TCH
O Cod!
CZAR
For two years her hands have been clutching at ny throat; for
two years she has nmade ny life a hell; but | shall have

revenge. Martial law, Prince, martial |aw over the whole
Enpire that will give ne revenge. A good neasure, Prince, eh?
a good neasure.

PRI NCE PAUL
And an econom cal one too, Sire. It will carry off your
surpl us popul ation in six nonths, and save you any expense in
courts of justice; they will not be needed now.
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CZAR
Quite right. There are too many people in Russia, too much
noney spent on them too much noney on courts of justice.
["1l shut them up

CZAREVI TCH
Sire, reflect before —
CZAR
When can you have the proclamations ready, Prince Paul ?
PRI NCE PAUL
They have been printed for the last six nonths Sire. | knew
you woul d need them
CZAR

That's good! That's very good! Let us begin at once. Ah,
Prince, if every king in Europe had a mnister |ike you —

CZAREVI TCH
There woul d be I ess kings in Europe than there are.

CZAR
(in frightened whi sper, to PRI NCE PAUL)
What does he nean? Do you trust hin? Hs prison hasn't cured
himyet. Shall | banish hinf Shall I...?
(whi spers)
The Enperor Paul did it. The Enpress Catherine there —
(points to picture on the wall)
— did it. Wiy shouldn't I?

PRI NCE PAUL
Your Majesty, there is no need for alarm The Prince is a
very ingenuous young man. He pretends to be devoted to the
people, and lives in a pal ace; preaches socialism and draws
a salary that would support a province. Sone day he'll find
out that the best cure for Republicismis the Inperial crown,
and will cut up the red cap of liberty to nake decorations
for his Prime Mnister

CZAR
You are right. If he really loved the people, he could not be

nmy son.

PRI NCE PAUL
If he lived with the people for a fortnight, their bad
di nners woul d soon cure himof his denocracy. Shall we begin,
Sire?
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CZAR
At once. Read the proclamation. Gentl enen, be seated. Al exis,
Alexis, | say, cone and hear it! It will be good practice for
you; you will be doing it yourself sone day.

CZAREVI TCH
| have heard too nuch of it already.

Takes his seat at the table. COUNT ROUALCFF
whi spers to him

CZAR
What are you whi spering about there, Count Rouval of f?

COUNT ROUWALOFF
| was giving his Royal H ghness some good advice, your
Maj esty.

PRI NCE PAUL

Count Rouval off is the typical spendthrift, Sire; he is
al ways gi ving away what he needs nost.

(Lays papers before the CZAR
| think, Sire, you will approve of this: — 'Love of the
people,' 'Father of his people,' "Martial law,' and the usua
allusions to Providence in the last line. Al it requires now
is your Inperial Mjesty's signature.

CZAREVI TCH
Sirel

PRI NCE PAUL
(hurriedly)
| prom se your Majesty to crush every Nhilist in Russia in
six months if you sign this proclamation; every N hilist in
Russi a.

CZAR
Say that again! To crush every N hilist in Russia; to crush
this woman, their |eader, who nakes war upon ne in ny own

city. Prince Paul Maraloffski, | create you Maréchal of the
whol e Russian Enpire to help you to carry out martial |aw.
G ve ne the proclamation. | will sign it at once.

PRI NCE PAUL

(poi nts on paper)
Here, Sire.
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CZAREVI TCH
(starts up and puts his hands on the paper)
Stay! | tell you, stay! The priests have taken heaven from

t he people, and you woul d take the earth away too.

PRI NCE PAUL
(hurriedly)
VW have no tinme, Prince, now. This boy will ruin everything.
The pen, Sire.

CZAREVI TCH
What! is it so small a thing to strangle a nation, to mnurder
a kingdom to weck an enpire? Wio are we who dare lay this
ban of terror on a people? Have we | ess vices than they have,
that we bring themto the bar of judgnment before us?

PRI NCE PAUL
What a Conmuni st the Prince is! He would have an equal
distribution of sin as well as of property.

CZAREVI TCH
Warned by the sanme sun, nurtured by the sanme air, fashioned
of flesh and blood Iike to our own, wherein are they
different to us, save that they starve while we surfeit, that
they toil while we idle, that they sicken while we poison
that they die while we —

CZAR
How dare — ?

CZAREVI TCH
| dare all for the people; but you would rob them of common
rights of nen.

CZAR
The peopl e have no rights.

CZAREVI TCH
Then they have great wongs. Father, they have won your
battles for you; fromthe pine forests of the Baltic to the
pal s of India they have ridden on victory's mghty w ngs!
Boy as | amin years, | have seen wave after wave of |iving
men sweep up the heights of battle to their death; ay, and
snatch peril ous conquest fromthe scal es of war when the
bl oody crescent seened to shake above our eagl es.
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CZAR
(sonmewhat noved)
Those nen are dead. What have | to do with then?

CZAREVI TCH
Not hi ng! The dead are safe; you cannot harmthem now. They
sleep their last long sleene in Turkish waters, others by the
wi nd- swept heights of Norway and the Dane! But these, the
living, our brothers, what have you done for thenf? They asked
you for bread, you gave thema stone. They sought for
freedom you scourged themw th scorpions. You have sown the
seeds of this revolution yourself — !

PRI NCE PAUL
And are we not cutting down the harvest?

CZAREVI TCH
Ch, ny brothers! better far that ye had died in the iron hai
and scream ng shell of battle than to cone back to such a
doomas this! The beasts of the forest have their lairs, and
the wild beasts their caverns, but the people of Russia,
conquerors of the world have not where to |ay their heads.

PRI NCE PAUL
They have the headsman's bl ock.
CZAREVI TCH
The bl ock! Ay! you have killed their souls at your pleasure,
you woul d kill their bodies now.
CZAR

| nsol ent boy! Have you forgotten who is Enperor of Russia?

CZAREVI TCH
No! The peopl e reign now, by the grace of CGod. You should
have been their shepherd, you have fled away |like the
hireling, and |l et the wolves in upon them

CZAR
Take hi maway! Take hi maway, Prince Paul!

CZAREVI TCH
Cod hath given his people tongues to speak with; you would
cut themout that they may be dunb in their agony, silent in
their torture! But, He hath given themhands to smte wth,
and they shall smte! Ay! fromthe sick and | abouring wonb of
t hi s unhappy | and sone revolution, |ike a bloody child, nmay
rise up and slay you.
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CZAR

(1 eapi ng up)
Devil! Assassin! Wiy do you beard ne thus to ny face?

CZAREVI TCH
Because | ama N hilist!

The mnisters start to their feet; there is a dead
silence for a few m nutes.

CZAR
A Nhilist! a Nhilist! Viper whom| have nurtured, traitor
whom | have fondled, is this your bloody secret? Prince Paul
Mar al of f ski, Maréchal of the Russian Enpire, arrest the
Czar evi t ch!

M NI STERS
Arrest the Czarevitch!

CZAR
A Nhilist! If you have sowmn with them you shall reap with
them If you have talked with them you shall rot with then
I f you have lived with them wth themyou shall die!

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH

D e!
CZAR
A plague on all sons, | say! There should be no nore
marriages in Russia when one can breed such Serpents as you
are! Arrest the Czarevitch, | say!
PRI NCE PAUL
Czarevitch! by order of the Enperor, | demand your sword.

CZAREVI TCH gi ves up sword; PRINCE PAUL places it on
t he table.

CZAREVI TCH
You will find it unstai ned by bl ood.

PRI NCE PAUL
Fool i sh boy! you are not nade for a conspirator you have not
| earned to hold your tongue. Heroics are out of place in a
pal ace.
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CZAR
(sinks into his chair with his eyes fixed on the
CZAREVI TCH)
O God! My own son against ne, ny own flesh and bl ood agai nst
me; but I amrid of themall now.

CZAREVI TCH
The m ghty brotherhood to which I belong has a thousand such
as | am ten thousand better still!
(The CZAR starts in his seat)
The star of freedomis risen already, and far off | hear the
m ghty wave Denocracy break on these cursed shores.

PRI NCE PAUL
(to PRI NCE PETROVI TCH)
In that case you and | nust |earn how to swim

CZAREVI TCH
Fat her, Enperor, Inperial Mster, | plead not for ny own
life, but for the lives of ny brothers, the people.

PRI NCE PAUL
(bitterly)
Your brothers, the people, Prince, are not content with their
own lives, they always want to take their nei ghbours' too.

CZAR
(standi ng up)
| amtired of being afraid. | have done with terror now. From
this day | proclai mwar against the people — war to their
anni hilation. As they have dealt with ne, so shall | dea

with them | shall grind themto powder, and strew their dust
upon the air. There shall be a spy in every man's house, a
traitor on every hearth, a hangman in every village, a gibbet
in every square. Plague, |eprosy, or fever shall be |ess
deadly than ny wath; I will nake every frontier a graveyard,
every province a |azar-house, and cure the sick by the sword.
| shall have peace in Russia, though it be the peace of the
dead. Who said | was a coward? Who said | was afraid? See,

thus shall | crush this people beneath ny feet!
(Takes up sword of CZAREVI TCH on table and tranples
on it)
CZAREVI TCH

Fat her, beware, the sword you tread on may turn and wound
you. The people suffer long, but vengeance cones at | ast
vengeance with red hands and silent feet.
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PRI NCE PAUL
Bah! the people are bad shots; they always m ss one.

CZAREVI TCH
There are tines when the people are the instrunents of God.

CZAR
Ay! and when kings are God's scourges for the people. Take
hi m away! Take himaway! Bring in ny guards.
(Enter the Inperial Guard. CZAR points to
CZAREVI TCH, who stands al one at the side of the

st age)
W will bring himto prison ourselves: prison! | trust no
prison. He would escape and kill me. I wll have hi mshot

here, here in the open square by the soldiers. Let ne never
see his face again.
(CZAREVI TCH is being | ed out)
No, no, leave him | don't trust guards. They are al
N hilists!
(To PRI NCE PAUL)
| trust you, you have no nercy.
(Throws wi ndow open and goes out on bal cony)

CZAREVI TCH
If I amto die for the people | amready. One N hilist nore
or less in Russia, what does that nmatter?

PRI NCE PAUL
(1 ooking at his watch)
The dinner is sure to be spoiled. How annoying politics are;
and el dest sons!

VA CE
(outside, in the street)
God save the peopl e!

CZAR is shot, and staggers back into the room
CZAREVI TCH

(breaking fromthe guards, and rushi ng over)
Fat her!
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CZAR
Murderer! Murderer! You did it! Mirderer!
(D es)
TABLEAU

ACT DROP
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ACT THREE

SCENE: same and business as Act |. Man in yell ow
dress, with drawn sword, at the door.

Password out side. Vae tyrannis.
Answer. Vae victis (repeated three tines).

Ent er CONSPI RATORS, who forma semcircle, masked
and cl oaked.

PRESI DENT
What hour is it?

FI RST CONSPI RATCOR
The hour to strike.

PRESI DENT
What day?

SECOND CONSPI RATOR
The day of Marat.

PRESI DENT
Il n what nont h?

TH RD CONSPI RATOR
The nmonths of |iberty.

PRESI DENT
What is our duty?

FOURTH CONSPI RATOR
To obey.
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PRESI DENT
Qur creed?
FI FTH CONSPI RATOR
Par bl eu, Monsieur |le President, | never knew you had one.

CONSPI RATCRS
A spy! A spy! Unmask! Unmask! A spy!

PRESI DENT
Let the doors be shut. There are others but N hilists
present.

CONSPI RATORS
Unmask! Unmask! Kill him kill himn
(Masked Conspirator unmasks)
Prince Paul!

VERA
Devil! Wio lured you into the lion's den?
CONSPI RATCRS
Kill him Kill him
PRI NCE PAUL

En vérité, Messieurs, you are not over-hospitable in your
wel cone.

VERA
Vel cone! What wel come should we give you but the dagger or
t he noose?

PRI NCE PAUL
| had no idea really that the N hilists were so excl usive.
Let me assure you that if | had not always had an entrée to
the very best society, and the very worst conspiracies, |
coul d never have been Prinme Mnister in Russia.

VERA
The tiger cannot change its nature, nor the snake lose its
venom but are you turned a |over of the people?

PRI NCE PAUL
Mon Di eu, non, Madenoiselle! | would nust sooner tal k scanda
in a drawi ng-roomthan treason in a cellar. Besides, | hate

t he common nmob, who snell of garlic, snoke bad tobacco, get
up early, and dine off one dish
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PRESI DENT
What have you to gain, then, by a revol ution?
PRI NCE PAUL
Mon am, | have nothing left to | ose. That scatter-brai ned

boy, this new Czar, has bani shed ne.

VERA
To Siberia?
PRI NCE PAUL
No, to Paris. He has confiscated ny estates robbed ne of ny
office and ny cook. | have nothing left but ns decorations. |
am here for revenge.
PRESI DENT

Then you have a right to be one of us. W also neet daily for
revenge.

PRI NCE PAUL
You want noney of course. No one ever joins a conspiracy who
has any. Here.
(Throws noney on table)
You have so many spies that | should think you want

information. Well, you will find ne the best-infornmed nman in
Russi a on the abuses of our Governnment. | nade them nearly
all nyself.

VERA
President, | don't trust this man. He has done us too rmuch

harmin Russia to let himgo in safety.

PRI NCE PAUL
Bel i eve ne, Madenvoiselle, you are wong. | will be a nost
val uabl e addition to your circle, and as for you, gentlenen
if I had not thought that you would be useful to nme
shoul dn't have risked ny neck anong you, or dined an hour
earlier than usual so as to be in tine.

PRESI DENT
Ay, if he had wanted to spy on us, Vera, he wouldn't have
cone hinsel f.

PRI NCE PAUL
(asi de)
No; | should have sent ny best friend.
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PRESI DENT
Besi des, Vera, he is just the man to give us the information
we want about sone business we have in hand to-night.

VERA
Be it soif you wishit.

PRESI DENT
Brothers, is it your will that Prince Paul MNaral offski be
admtted, and take the oath of the N hilist?

CONSPI RATORS
It is! It isl!

PRESI DENT
(hol di ng out dagger and a paper)
Prince Paul, the dagger or the oath?

PRI NCE PAUL
(smles sardonically)
| woul d sooner anni hilate than be anni hil at ed.
(Takes paper)

PRESI DENT
Renenber: Betray us, and as |long as earth hol ds poi son or
steel, as long as nen can strike or wonen betray, you shal
not escape vengeance. The N hilists never forget their
friends, or forgive their enem es.

PRI NCE PAUL

Real ly? I did not think you were so civilised.
VERA
(pacing up and down behi nd)
Wiy is he not here? He will not keep the crown. | know him
wel | .
PRESI DENT

Si gn.

(PRI NCE PAUL signs)
You said you thought we had no creed. You were wong. Read
it!

VERA
This is a dangerous thing, President. Wat can we do with
this man?
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PRESI DENT
W can use him He is of value to us to-night and to-norrow
VERA
Perhaps there will be no norrow for any of us; but we have

given himour word: he is safer here than ever he was in his
pal ace.

PRI NCE PAUL

(readi ng)
"The rights of humanity'! In the old tinmes nen carried out
their rights for thenselves as they lived, but nowadays every
baby seens born with a social manifesto in its nouth nuch
bigger than itself. "Nature is not a tenple, but a workshop:
we demand the right to |abour.' Ah, | shall surrender ny own
rights in that respect.

VERA
(paci ng up and down behi nd)
Oh, will he never cone? WII he never cone?

PRI NCE PAUL
"The fam ly as subversive of true socialistic and conmunal
unity is to be annihilated.' Yes, President, | agree

conpletely with Article 5. Afamly is a terrible
i ncunbrance, especially when one is not nmarried.
(Three knocks at the door)

VERA
Alexis at |ast!

Password: Vae tyrannis!
Answer: Vae victis!
Enter M CHAEL STROGANCFF.
PRESI DENT
M chael, the regicide! Brothers, let us do honour to a man
who has killed a king.
VERA
(asi de)

Ch, he will cone yet!

PRESI DENT
M chael , you have saved Russi a.
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M CHAEL
Ay, Russia was free for a nonent when the tyrant fell, but
the sun of liberty has set again |like that fal se dawn which
cheats our eyes in autum.

PRESI DENT
The dread night of tyranny is not yet past for Russia.

M CHAEL
(clutching his knife)
One nore blow, and the end is cone i ndeed.

VERA
(asi de)
One nore bl ow What does he nean? Ch inpossible! but why is
he not with us? Alexis! Al exis! why are you not here?

PRESI DENT
But how did you escape, M chael ? They said you had been
sei zed.

M CHAEL
| was dressed in the uniformof the Inperial Quard. The
Col onel on duty was a brother, and gave ne the password. |
drove through the troops in safety with it, and, thanks to ny
good horse, reached the walls before the gates were cl osed.

PRESI DENT
What a chance his com ng out on the bal cony was!

M CHAEL
A chance? There is no such thing as chance. It was God's
finger led himthere.

PRESI DENT
And where have you been these three days?

M CHAEL
H ding in the house of the priest N cholas at the cross-
r oads.

PRESI DENT
N chol as is an honest nan.
M CHAEL
Ay, honest enough for a priest. | amhere now the vengeance

on a traitor!
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VERA
(asi de)
O God, will he never cone? Al exis! why are you not here? You
cannot have turned traitor

M CHAEL
(seei ng PRI NCE PAUL)
Prince Paul Maral of fski here! By St. George, a |ucky capturel!
Thi s nmust have been Vera's doing. She is the only one who
could have lured that serpent into the traESI DENT

PRI NCE PAUL has just taken the oath.

VERA
Al exis, the Czar, has bani shed hi m from Russi a.

M CHAEL
Bah! A blind to cheat us. W will keep Prince Paul here, and
find sone office for himin our bloody reign of terror. He is
wel | accustomed by this tinme to bl oody work.

PRI NCE PAUL
(approachi ng M CHAEL)
That was a | ong shot of yours, non canarade.

M CHAEL
| have had a good deal of practice shooting, since | have
been a boy, off your H ghness's wild boars.

PRI NCE PAUL
Are ny ganekeepers |i ke noles, then, always asl eep?
M CHAEL
No, Prince. | amone of them but, like you, I amfond of

robbi ng what | am put to watch.

PRESI DENT
This nust be a new at nosphere for you, Prince Paul. W speak
the truth to one anot her here.

PRI NCE PAUL
How m sl eadi ng you nust find it! You have an odd nedl ey here,
Presi dent .

PRESI DENT
You recogni se a good many friends, | dare say?
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PRI NCE PAUL
Yes, there is always nore brass than brains in an
ari stocracy.

PRESI DENT
But you are here yoursel f?

PRI NCE PAUL
|? As | cannot be a Prine Mnister, | nust be a N hilist.
There is no alternati ve.

VERA
O God, will he never cone? The hand is on the stroke of the
hour. WII| he never cone?
M CHAEL

(asi de)
Presi dent, you know what we have to do? 'Tis but a sorry
hunter who | eaves the wolf cub alive to avenge his father.
How are we to get at this boy? It nust be to-night. To-norrow
he will be throw ng sone sop of reformto the people, and it
will be too late for a republic.

PRI NCE PAUL
You are quite right. Good kings are the only dangerous
enem es that nodern denocracy has and when he has begun by
bani shing me you may be sure he intends to be a patriot.

M CHAEL
| amsick of patriot kings; what Russia needs is a Republic.

PRI NCE PAUL
Messi eurs, | have brought you two docunents which | think
wll interest you — the proclamation this young Czar intends
publishing to-nmorrow, and a plan of the Wnter Pal ace, where
he sl eeps to-night.
(Hands papers)

VERA
| dare not ask themwhat they are plotting about. Ch, why is
Al exi s not here?

PRESI DENT
Prince, this is nost valuable information. Mchael, you were
right. If it is not to-night it will be too late. Read that.
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M CHAEL

Ah! A |oaf of bread flung to a starving nation. Alie to
cheat the people.

(Tears it up)
It nust be to-night. | do not believe him Wuld he have kept
his crowmn had he | oved the people? But how are we to get at
him and shall we who could not bear the scorpions of the
father suffer the whips of the son? — no; whatever is, nust
be destroyed: whatever is, is wong.

PRI NCE PAUL
The key of the private door in the street.
(Hands key)
PRESI DENT

Prince, we are in your debt.

PRI NCE PAUL
(smling)
The normal condition of the NN hilists.

M CHAEL
Ay, but we are paying our debts off with interest now. Two
Enperors in one week. That will make the bal ance straight. W
woul d have thrown in a Prinme Mnister if you had not cone.

PRI NCE PAUL
Ah, | amsorry you told ne. It robs ny visit of all its
pi ct uresqueness and adventure. | thought | was perilling ny

head by com ng here, and you tell me | have saved it. One is
sure to be disappointed if one tries to get romance out of
nodern |ife.

M CHAEL
It is not so romantic a thing to | ose one's head, Prince
Paul .

PRI NCE PAUL
No, but it nust often be very dull to keep it. Don't you find
t hat soneti nes?

d ock strikes si x.
VERA

(sinking into a seat)
Ch, it is past the hour! It is past the hour!
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M CHAEL
(t o PRESI DENT)
Renenber to-norrow will be too | ate.

PRESI DENT

Brothers, it is full time. Wich of us is absent?
CONSPI RATORS

Al exi s! Al exi s!

PRESI DENT
M chael, read Rule 7.

M CHAEL

"Wien any brother shall have di sobeyed a sunmmons to be
present, the president shall inquire if there is anything
al | eged agai nst him'

PRESI DENT

I s there anythi ng agai nst our brother Al exis?

CONSPI RATORS
He wears a crown! He wears a crown!

PRESI DENT
M chael, read Article 7 of the Code of Revol uti on.

M CHAEL
"Between the N hilists and all nen who wear crowns above
their fellows, there is war to the death.'

PRESI DENT
Brot hers, what say you? Is Alexis, the Czar, guilty or not?
OWES
He is guilty!
PRESI DENT
What shall the penalty be?
OWES
Deat h!
PRESI DENT

Let the lots be prepared; it shall be to-night.
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PRI NCE PAUL
Ah, this is really interesting! | was getting afraid
conspiracies were as dull as courts are.

PROFESSCR MARFA
forte is nore in witing panphlets than in taking shots.
Il a regicide has always a place in history.

My
Sti
M CHAEL
I f your pistol is as harm ess as your pen, this young tyrant

will have a long life.

PRI NCE PAUL
You ought to renenber, too, Professor, that if you were
sei zed, as you probably would be, and hung, as you certainly
woul d be, there would be nobody |left to read your own
articles.

PRESI DENT
Brothers, are you ready?

VERA
(starting up)
Not yet! Not yet! | have a word to say.

M CHAEL
(asi de)
Pl ague take her! | knew it would cone to this.
VERA

This boy has been our brother. N ght after night he has
perilled his owmn life to cone here. N ght after night, when
every street was filled with spies, every house with
traitors. Delicately nurtured Iike a king' s son, he has dwelt
anong us.

PRESI DENT
Ay! under a false nane. He lied to us at the beginning. He
lies to us now at the end.

VERA
| swear he is true. There is not a man here who does not owe
himhis |ife a thousand ti nes. Wien t he bl oodhounds were on
us that night, who saved us fromarrest, torture, flogging,
death, but he ye seek to kill? —

M CHAEL
To kill all tyrants is our m ssion!
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VERA
He is no tyrant. | know himwell! He | oves the people.

PRESI DENT
W know himtoo; he is a traitor.

VERA
A traitor! Three days ago he coul d have betrayed every man of
you here, and the gi bbet woul d have been your doom He gave

you all your lives once. Gve hima little time — a week, a
nont h, a few days; but now — O CGod, not now
CONSPI RATORS

(brandi shi ng daggers)
To-ni ght! to-night! to-night!

VERA
Peace, you gorged adders! peace!

M CHAEL
What, are we not here to annihilate? Shall we not keep our
oat h?

VERA
Your oath! your oath! Geedy that you are of gain, every
man's hand lusting for his neighbour's pelf, every heart set
on pillage and rapi ne; who, of ye all, if the crowm were set
on his head, would give an enpire up for the nob to scranble
for? The people are not yet fit for a republic in Russia.

PRESI DENT
Every nation is fit for a republic.
M CHAEL
The man is a tyrant.
VERA

A tyrant! Hath he not dismssed his evil counsellors. That
ill-onened raven of his father's Iife hath had his w ngs
clipped and his claws pared, and conmes to us croaking for
revenge. Ch, have nercy on himl Gve hima week to |ive!

PRESI DENT
Vera, pleading for a king!

VERA

(proudly)
| plead not for a king, but for a brother.
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M CHAEL
For a traitor to his oath, a coward who shoul d have flung the
purple back to the fools that gave it him No, Vera, no. The
brood of men is not yet dead, nor the dull earth grown sick
of childbearing. No crowned man in Russia shall pollute God's
air by living.

PRESI DENT
You bade us try you once. W have tried you, and you are
found wanti ng.

M CHAEL
Vera, | amnot blind, | know your secret. You |ove this boy,
this young prince with his pretty face, his curled hair, his
soft white hands. Fool that you are, dupe of a |lying tongue,
do you know what he woul d have done to you, this boy you
t hink | oved you? He woul d have nade you his m stress, used
your body at his pleasure, thrown you away when he was
wearied of you; you, the priestess of liberty, the flane of
revolution, the torch of denocracy.

VERA
What he woul d have done to nme matters little. To the people,
at least, he will be true. He | oves the people; at |east, he
| oves |iberty.

PRESI DENT
So, he would play the citizen-king, would he, while we
starve? Wuld flatter us with sweet speeches, would cheat us
with promses like his father, would lie to us as his whole
race have |ied.

M CHAEL
And you whose very nane nmade every despot trenble for his
life, you, Vera Sabouroff, you would betray liberty for a
| over and the people for a paranour!

CONSPI RATCRS
Traitress! Draw the |lots; draw the | ots!
VERA
In thy throat thou liest, Mchael! | |love himnot. He | oves
ne not.
M CHAEL

You love himnot? Shall he not die then?
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VERA

(with an effort, clenching her hands)
Ay, it is right that he should die. He hath broken his oath.
There shoul d be no crowned nman in Europe. Have | not sworn
it? To be strong, our new republic should be drunk with the
bl ood of kings. He hath broken his oath. As the father died
so let the son die too. Yet not to-night, not to-night.
Russia, that hath borne her centuries of wong, can wait a
week: for liberty. Gve hima week.

PRESI DENT
VW will have none of you! Begone fromus to this boy you
| ove.

M CHAEL
Though | find himin your arns | shall kill him

CONSPI RATCRS
To-ni ght! To-night! To-night!

M CHAEL

(hol di ng up hi s hand)
A nmonent! | have sonething to say.

(Approaches VERA; speaks very slowy)
Vera Sabouroff, have you forgotten your brother?

(Pauses to see effect; VERA starts)
Have you forgotten that young face, pale with fam ne; those
young linbs twisted with torture; the iron chains they nade
hi mwal k i n? What week of liberty did they give hin? Wat
pity did they show himfor a day?

(VERA falls in a chair)
On! you could talk glibly enough then of vengeance, glibly
enough of liberty. Wen you said you woul d cone to Mdscow,
your ol d father caught you by the knees and begged you not to
| eave himto die childless and alone. | seemto hear his
cries still ringing in ny ears, but you were as deaf to him
as the rocks on the roadside. You |left your father that
night, and three weeks after he died of a broken heart. You
wote to ne to follow you here. | did so, first because
| oved you; but you soon cured ne of that whatever gentle
feeling, whatever pity, whatever |ove, whatever humanity, was
in nmy heart you withered up and destroyed, as the canker worm
eats the corn. You bade ne cast out |love fromny breast as a
vile thing, you turned ny hand to iron, and ny heart to
stone; you told ne to live for freedom and revenge. | have
done so. But you, what have you done?
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VERA
Let the lots be drawn!

CONSPI RATCRS appl aud.

PRI NCE PAUL
(asi de)
Ah, the Gand Duke will come to the throne sooner than he
expected. He is sure to make a good ki ng under ny gui dance.
He is so cruel to aninmals, and never keeps his word.

M CHAEL
Now you are yourself at last, Vera.
VERA
(standing notionless in the mddle)
The lots, | say, the lots! | amno wonan now. My bl ood seens
turned to gall; ny heart is as cold as steel is; ny hand

shall be nore deadly. Fromthe desert and the tonb the voice
of ny prisoned brother cries aloud, and bids ne strike one
blow for liberty. The lots, | say, the |ots!

PRESI DENT
Are ready. Mchael, you have the right to draw first: you are
a regicide.

VERA
O God, into ny hands! Into ny hands!

They draw the lots froma bow surnounted by a
skul |

PRESI DENT
Qpen your |ots.

VERA
(openi ng her |ot)
The ot is mne! See, the bloody sign upon it! Dmtri, ny
brot her, you shall have your revenge now.

PRESI DENT
Vera Sabouroff, you are chosen to be a regicide. God has been
good to you. The dagger or the poison?
(O fers her dagger and vial)

VERA
| can trust ny hand better with the dagger; it never fails.

(Takes dagger)
( MORE)
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VERA (cont'd)
| shall stab himto the heart, as he has stabbed ne. Traitor,
to leave us for a ribbon, a gaud, a bauble, tolie to ne
every day he cane here, to forget us in an hour. M chael was
right, he loved ne not, nor the people either. Methinks that
if I was a nother and bore a man-child, | would poison ny
breast against him lest he mght growto a traitor or to a
ki ng.

PRI NCE PAUL whi spers to the PRESI DENT.

PRESI DENT
Ay, Prince Paul, that is the best way. Vera, the Czar sl eeps
to-night in his own roomin the north wing of the pal ace.
Here is a key of the private door in the street. The password
of the guards will be given to you. Hs own servants wll be
drugged. You will find him al one.

VERA
It is wll. | shall not fail.

PRESI DENT
W will wait outside in the Place Saint |saac, under the
wi ndow. As the clock strikes twelve fromthe tower of St.
Ni cholas you will give us the sign that the dog is dead.

VERA
And what shall the sign be?

PRESI DENT
You are to throw us out the bl oody dagger.

M CHAEL
Dripping with the traitor's life.

PRESI DENT
El se we shall know that you have been seized, and we wil |
burst our way in, drag you from his guards.

M CHAEL
And kill himin the mdst of them
PRESI DENT
M chael, you will |ead us?
M CHAEL
Ay, | shall |ead you. See that your hand fails you not, Vera

Sabour of .
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VERA
Fool, is it so hard a thing to kill one's eneny?
PRI NCE PAUL

(asi de)
This is the ninth conspiracy | have been in in Russia. They
al ways end in a voyage en Siberie for ny friends and a new
decoration for nyself.

M CHAEL
It is your last conspiracy, Prince.
PRESI DENT
At twelve o clock, the bl oody dagger.
VERA
Ay, red with the blood of that false heart. | shall not

forget it.

(Standing in mddle of stage)
To strangl e whatever nature is in ne, neither to love nor to
be | oved, neither to pity nor to be pitied. Ay! it is an
oath, an oath. Methinks the spirit of Charlotte Corday has
entered nmy soul now. | shall carve ny nane on the world, and
be ranked anong the great heroines. Ay! the spirit of
Charlotte Corday beats in each petty vein, and nerves ny
worman's hand to strike, as | have nerved ny woman's heart to
hate. Though he laugh in his dreans | shall not falter
Though he sl eep peacefully | shall not mss ny blow Be glad,
ny brother, in your stifled cell, be glad and | augh to-night.
To-night this newfledged Czar shall post with bloody feet to

hell, and greet his father there! This Czar! Otraitor, liar
false to his oath, false to ne! To play the patriot anong us,
and now to wear a crown; to sell us, like Judas, for thirty

silver pieces, to betray us with a kiss!
(Wth nore passion)
O Liberty, Omghty nother of eternal tinme, thy robe is
purple with the bl ood of those who have died for thee! Thy
throne is the Calvary of the people, thy crown the crown of
thorns. Ocrucified nother, the despot has driven a nai
t hrough thy right hand, and the tyrant through thy left! Thy
feet are pierced with their iron. Wen thou wert athirst thou
calledst on the priests for water, and they gave thee bitter
drink. They thrust a sword into thy side. They nocked thee in
shi ne agony of age on age. Here, on thy altar, O Liberty, do
| dedicate nyself to thy service; do with ne as thou wlt!
(Brandi shing the dagger)

( MORE)
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VERA (cont'd)
The end has cone now, and by thy sacred wounds, O crucified
nmot her, O Liberty, | swear that Russia shall be saved!

ACT DROP
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ACT FOUR

SCENE: Ant echanber of the Czar's private room
Large wi ndows at the back, with drawn curtains over
it.

Present: PRI NCE PETROVI TCH, BARON RAFF, MARQU S DE
PO VRARD, COUNT ROUVALCFF.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
He is beginning well, this young Czar.

BARON RAFF
(shrugs hi s shoul ders)
Al young Czars do begin well.

COUNT ROUALOFF
And end badly.

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
Well, | have no right to conplain. He as done ne one good
service, at any rate.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Cancel | ed your appointnment to Archangel, | suppose?

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
Yes; ny head woul dn't have been safe there for an hour

Ent er GENERAL KOTEMKI N.

BARON RAFF
Ah! General, any nore news of our romantic young Enperor?
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GENERAL KOTEMKI N
You are quite right to call himromantic, Baron, a week ago
found himanusing hinself in a garret wwth a conpany of
strolling players; to-day his whimis all the convicts in
Siberia are to be recalled, and the political prisoners, as
he calls them ammesti ed.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Political prisoners! Wiy, half of themare no better than
conmon nur der er s!

COUNT ROWALOFF
And the other half much worse?

BARON RAFF
Oh, you wong them surely, Count. Wol esal e trade has al ways
been nore respectable than retail.

COUNT ROUWALOFF
But he is really too romantic. He objected yesterday to ny
havi ng the nonopoly of the salt tax. He said the people had a
right to have cheap salt.

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
Ch, that s nothing; but he actually disapproved of a State
banquet every ni ght because there is a famne in the Southern
provi nces.

The young CZAR enters unobserved, and overhears the
rest.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Quell e betise! The nore starvation there is anong the people
the better. It teaches themself-denial, an excellent virtue,
Bar on.

BARON RAFF
| have often heard so.

CGCENERAL KOTEMKI N
He tal ked of a Parlianent, too, in Russia, and said the
peopl e shoul d have deputies to represent them

BARON RAFF
As if there was not enough brawling in the streets already,
but we nust give the people a roomto do it in. But,
Messi eurs, the worst is yet to cone. He threatens a conpl ete

( MORE)
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BARON RAFF (cont' d)
reformof the public service on the ground that the people
are too heavily taxed.

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
He can t be serious there. What is the use of the people
except for us to get noney out of? But tal king of the taxes,
nmy dear Baron you nust really let me have forty thousand
roubles to-norrow, ny wife says she nust have a new di anond
bracel et .

COUNT ROUVALCOFF
(asi de to BARON RAFF)
Ah, to match the one Prince Paul gave her |ast week, |
suppose.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
| must have sixty thousand roubles at once, Baron. My son is
overwhel med with debts of honour which he can't pay.

BARON RAFF
What an excellent son to imtate his father so carefully!

GENERAL KOTEMKI N

You are always getting noney. | never get a single kopeck I
have not got a right to. It's unbearable; it's ridiculous! My
nephew is going to be married. | nust get his dowy for him

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
M/ dear Ceneral, your nephew nust be a perfect Turk. He seens
to get married three tines a week regularly.

GENERAL KOTEMKI N
Vell, he wants a dowy to console him

COUNT ROUVALCOFF
| amsick of town. | want a house in the country.

MARQUI S DE PO VRARD

| amsick of the country. | want a house in town.

BARON RAFF
Gentlemen, | amextrenely sorry for you. It is out of the
guesti on.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
But ny son, Baron?

GENERAL KOTEMKI N
But nmy nephew?
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MARQUI S DE PO VRARD
But ny house in town?

COUNT ROUVALCFF
But nmy house in the country?

MARQUI S DE PA VRARD
But ny wife's dianond bracel et?

BARON RAFF
Gent | emen, inpossible! The old régine in Russia is dead; the
funeral begi ns to-day.

COUNT ROUWALOFF
Then | shall wait for the resurrection.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Yes:; but, en attendant, what are we to do?

BARON RAFF
What have we al ways done in Russia when a Czar suggests
reforn? — nothing. You forget we are diplomatists. Men of

t hought shoul d have nothing to do with action. Reforns in
Russia are very tragic, but they always end in a farce.

COUNT ROUVALCOFF
| wish Prince Paul were here. By the by, | think this boy is
rather ungrateful to him If that clever old Prince had not
procl ai med hi m Enperor at once without giving himtime to
t hi nk about it, he would have given up his crown, | believe,
to the first cobbler he net in the street.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
But do you think, Baron, that Prince Paul is really going?

BARON RAFF
He is exil ed.

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Yes, but is he going?

BARON RAFF
| amsure of it; at least he told ne he had sent two
telegrans already to Paris about his dinner.

COUNT ROUVALOFF
Ah! that settles the matter.
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CZAR
(comng forward )
Prince Paul had better send a third tel egram and order —
(counting them
— six extra pl aces.

BARON RAFF
The devi | !

CZAR
No, Baron, the Czar. Traitors! There would be no bad kings in
the world if there were no bad mnisters like you. It is nmen
such as you are who weck mghty enpires on the rock of their
own greatness. Qur nother, Russia, hath no need of such
unnatural sons. You can make no atonenment now, it is too late
for that. The grave cannot give back your dead, nor the
gi bbet your martyrs, but | shall be nore merciful to you. I
gi ve you your lives! That is the curse | would lay on you
But if there is a man of you found in Mdscow by to-norrow
ni ght your heads will be off your shoul ders.

BARON RAFF
You rem nd us wonderfully, Sire, of your inperial father.

CZAR
| banish you all from Russia. Your estates are confiscated to
the people. You may carry your titles with you. Reforns in
Russia, Baron, always end in a farce. You will have a good
opportunity, Prince Petrovitch, of practising self-denial,
that excellent virtue! that excellent virtue! So, Baron, you
think a Parlianment in Russia would be nerely a place for
brawling. Wll, | will see that the reports of each session
are sent to you regularly.

BARON RAFF
Sire, you are adding another horror to exile.

CZAR
But you will have such time for literature now. You forget
you are diplomatists. Men of thought should have nothing to
do with action

PRI NCE PETROVI TCH
Sire, we did but jest.

CZAR
Then | bani sh you for your bad jokes. Bon voyage Messieurs.
| f you value your lives you will catch the first train for

( MORE)
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CZAR (cont'd)

Paris.

(Exeunt M NI STERS)
Russia is well rid of such nen as these. They are the jackals
that followin the lion's track. They have no courage
t hensel ves except to pillage and rob. But for these nen and
for Prince Paul ny father would have been a good king, would
not have died so horribly as he did die. How strange it is,
the nost real parts of one's life always seemto be a drean
The council, the fearful law which was to kill the people,
the arrest, the cry in the court-yard, the pistol-shot, ny
father's bl oody hands, and then the crown! One can live for
years sonetinmes without living at all, and then all life
cones crowding into one single hour. | had no tine to think.
Before ny father's hideous shriek of death had died in ny
ears | found this crown on ny head, the purple robe around
me, and heard nyself called a king. | would have given it up
all then; it seenmed nothing to ne then; but now, can | give
it up now? Wll, Colonel, well?

Enter COLONEL OF THE GUARD.

COLONEL
What password does your Inperial Mjesty desire should be
gi ven to-night?

CZAR
Passwor d?

COLONEL
For the cordon of guards, Sire, on night duty around the
pal ace.

CZAR

You can dismss them | have no need of them

(Exit COLONEL. CGoes to the crown lying on the table)
What subtle potency lies hidden in this gaudy bauble, the
crown, that nmakes one feel |ike a god when one wears it? To
hold in one's hand this little fiery-coloured world, to reach
out one's armto earth's utternost limt, to girdle the seas
with one's galley; to make the land a highway for one's
hosts; this is to wear a crown! to wear a crown! The nmeanest
serf in Russia who is loved is better crowned than |I. How
| ove outwei ghs the bal ance! How poor appears the wi dest
enpire of this golden world when nmatched with | ove! Pent up
in this palace, with spies dogging every step, | have heard
not hing of her; | have not seen her once since that fearful
hour, three days ago, when | found nyself suddenly the Czar
of this wide waste, Russia. Ch, could | see her for a nonent;
tell her now the secret of ny life | have never dared to

( MORE)
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CZAR (cont'd)
utter before; tell her why I wear this crown, when | have
sworn eternal war against all crowned nen! There was a
nmeeting to-night. | received ny summons by an unknown hand;
but how could I go? I, who have broken ny oath! who have
br oken ny oat h!

Ent er PAGE.
PAGE
It is after eleven, Sire. Shall | take the first watch in
your room to-night?
CZAR

Wiy shoul d you watch ne, boy? The stars are ny best
senti nel s.

PAGE
It was your Inperial father's wish, Sire, never to be left
al one while he slept.

CZAR

M/ father was troubled with bad dreans. Go, get to your bed,
boy; it is nigh on mdnight, and these |late hours wll spoil
t hose red cheeks.

(PAGE tries to kiss his hand)
Nay, nay; we have played together too often for that. Ch, to
breathe the sanme air as her, and not to see her! the ligh
seens to have gone fromny life, the sun vani shed fromny
day.

PACE
Sire — Alexis — let ne stay with you to-night! There is
sonme danger over you; | feel there is.

CZAR

What should | fear? | have banished all ny enem es from
Russia. Set the brazier here, by ne; it is very cold, and |
would sit by it for a tinme. Go, boy, go; | have nmuch to think
about to-night.

(Goes to back of stage, draws aside a curtain. View

of Moscow by noonl i ght)
The snow has fallen heavily since sunset. How white and cold
nmy city | ooks under this pale noon! and yet what hot and
fiery hearts beat in this icy Russia, for all its frost and
snow. Ch, to see her for a nonent; to tell her all; to tell
her why I ama king! But she does not doubt ne; she said she
would trust in nme. Though | have broken ny oath, she wll
have trust. It is very cold. Wiere is ny cloak? | shall sleep
for an hour. Then | have ordered ny sledge, and, though |I die

( MORE)
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CZAR (cont'd)
for it, I shall see Vera to-night. Did | not bid thee go,
boy? What! nust | play the tyrant so soon? CGo, go! | cannot
live without seeing her. My horses will be here in an hour;
one hour between ne and | ove! How heavy this charcoal fire
smel | s.
(Exit the PACE. Lies down on a couch beside brazier)

Enter VERA, in a bl ack cl oak.

VERA

Asl eep! God, thou art good! Wo shall deliver himfromny
hands now? This is he! The denocrat who woul d nmake hinself a
king, the republican who hath worn a crown, the traitor who
hath lied to us. Mchael was right. He |oved not the people.
He | oved ne not.

(Bends over him
Oh, why shoul d such deadly poison lie in such sweet |ips? Was
there not gold enough in his hair before, but he should
tarnish it with this crowmn? But ny day has cone now, the day
of the people, of liberty, has cone! Your day, ny brother,
has cone! Though | have strangl ed whatever nature is in ne, |

did not think it had been so easy to kill. One blowand it is
over, and | can wash ny hands in water afterwards, | can wash
ny hands afterwards. Cone, | shall save Russia. | have sworn

it.
(Rai ses the dagger to strike)

CZAR
(starting up, seizes her by both hands)
Vera, you here! My dreamwas no dreamat all. Wiy have you

left ne three days al one, when | nobst needed you? O God, you
think | ama traitor, aliar, a king? | am for |ove of you.
Vera, it was for you | broke ny oath and wear ny father's
cromn. | would lay at your feet this mghty Russia, which you
and | have loved so well; would give you this earth as your
footstool; set this crown on your head. The people will |ove
us. W will rule themby Iove, as a father rules his
children. There shall be liberty in Russia for every man to
think as his heart bids him liberty for nmen to speak as they
think. 1 have bani shed the wol ves that preyed on us; | have
brought back your brother from Siberia; | have opened the

bl ackened jaws of the mne. The courier is already on his
way; within a week Dmtri and all those with himwll be back
in their own |Iand. The people shall be free — are free now
Wien they gave ne this crown first, | would have flung it
back to them had it not been for you, Vera. O God! It is
men's customin Russia to bring gifts to those they |ove. |
said, I will bring to the woman | |ove a people, an enpire, a
world! Vera, it is for you, for you alone, | kept this crown;

( MORE)
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CZAR (cont'd)
for you alone | ama king. Ch, | have | oved you better than
my oath! Wiy will you not speak to ne? You | ove ne not! You
| ove nme not! You have cone to warn ne of sone plot agai nst ny
life. Wiat is life worth to nme wthout you?

CONSPI RATORS nur nur out si de.

VERA
Oh, lost! lost! |ost!
CZAR
Nay, you are safe here. It wants five hours still of dawn. To-
nmorrow, | will lead you forth to the whol e people —
VERA
To-nmorrow — !
CZAR

WIl crown you with ny owmn hands as Enpress in that great
cathedral which ny fathers built.

VERA
(| oosens her hands violently fromhim and starts
up)
| ama N hilist! | cannot wear a crown!
CZAR

(falls at her feet)
| amno king now. | amonly a boy who has | oved you better
than his honour, better than his oath. For |ove of the people
| woul d have been a patriot. For |ove of you |I have been a
traitor. Let us go forth together, we will |ive anongst the
common people. | amno king. | will toil for you like the
peasant or the serf. Ch, love ne a little too!

CONSPI RATORS nur nur out si de.
VERA

(cl utchi ng dagger)
To strangl e whatever nature is in ne, neither to love nor to

be I oved, neither to pity nor — Ch, | ama wonan! God hel p
me, | ama wonan! O Alexis! | too have broken ny oath; | ama
traitor. I love. Ch, do not speak, do not speak —

(ki sses his |ips)
-- the first, the last tine.

He clasps her in his arns; they sit on the couch
t oget her.
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CZAR
| could die now

VERA
What does death do in thy lips? Thy life, thy love are
enem es of death. Speak not of death. Not yet, not yet.

CZAR
| know not why death cane into ny heart. Perchance the cup of
lifeis filled too full of pleasure to endure. This is our
weddi ng ni ght.

VERA
Qur weddi ng ni ght!

CZAR
And if death cane hinself, nmethinks that | could kiss his
pal lid nouth, and such sweet poison fromit.

VERA
Qur weddi ng night! Nay, nay. Death should not sit at the
feast. There is no such thing as death.

CZAR
There shall not be for us.

CONSPI RATORS nur nur out si de

VERA
What is that? Did you not hear something?

CZAR
Only your voice, that fower's note which |lures ny heart away
like a poor bird upon the limed tw g.

VERA
Met hought that soneone | aughed.

CZAR
It was but the wind and rain; the night is full of storm

CONSPI RATORS nur mur out si de.
VERA

It should be so, indeed. Ch, where are your guards? where are
your guards?
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CZAR
Wiere shoul d they be but at hone? | shall not |ive pent round
by sword and steel. The |love of a people is a king' s best
bodyguar d.

VERA
The | ove of a peopl e!

CZAR
Sweet, you are safe here. Nothing can harmyou here. Ol ove,
| knew you trusted ne! You said you would have trust.

VERA
| have had trust. O love, the past seens but sone dull, grey
dream from whi ch our souls have wakened. This is life at
| ast.

CZAR
Ay, life at |ast.

VERA
Qur wedding night! Ch, let ne drink ny fill of |ove to-night!
Nay, sweet, not yet, not yet. How still it is, and yet

nmethinks the air is full of music. It is sone nightingale
who, wearying of the south, has cone to sing in this bleak
north to lovers such as we. It is the nightingale. Dost thou
not hear it?

CZAR
O sweet, mne ears are clogged to all sweet sounds save shine
own voice, and mne eyes blinded to all sights but thee, else
had | heard that nightingale, and seen the gol den-vestured
norning sun itself steal fromits sonbre east before its
time, for jealousy that thou art twice as fair.

VERA
Yet woul d that thou hadst heard the nightingale. Methinks
that bird will never sing again.

CZAR

It is no nightingale. 'Tis love hinself singing for very
ecstasy of joy that thou art changed into his votaress.

(d ock begins striking twel ve)
Oh, listen, sweet, it is the lovers' hour. Cone, let us stand
wi t hout, and hear the m dni ght answered fromtower to tower
over the wide white town. Qur wedding night! What is that?
What is that?
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Loud nmurnmurs of CONSPI RATORS in the street.

VERA
(breaks from hi mand rushes across the stage)
The weddi ng guests are here already! Ay! you shall have your
si gn!
(St abs hersel f)
You shall have your sign!
(Rushes to the w ndow)

CZAR
(intercepts her by rushing between her and w ndow
and snat ches dagger out of her hand)
Ver al

VERA

(clinging to him
G ve ne back the dagger! G ve ne back the dagger! There are
men in the street who seek your life! Your guards have
betrayed you! This bl oody dagger is the signal that you are
dead.

( CONSPI RATORS begin to shout below in the street)
Ch, there is not a nonment to be lost! Throw it out! Throw it
out! Nothing can save nme now, this dagger is poisoned! | fee
death already in ny heart. There was no other way but this.

CZAR
(hol di ng dagger out of her reach)
Death is in ny heart too; we shall die together!

VERA
Oh, love! love! love! be nmerciful to ne! The wol ves are hot
upon you! — you nust live for liberty, for Russia, for ne!
Ch, you do not love ne! You offered nme an enpire once! Gve
me this dagger, now Ch, you are cruel! My life for yours!
What does it matter?

Loud shout in the street, 'VERAl VERAl To the
rescue! To the rescue!’

CZAR
The bitterness of death is past for ne
VERA
Oh, they are breaking in below See! The bl oody nman behind

you!
(CZAR turns round for an instant)
Ah!
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VERA snat ches dagger and flings it out of w ndow.

CONSPI RATCRS
(bel ow)
Long live the peopl e!
CZAR
What have you done?
VERA
| have saved Russi a!
(D es)
TABLEAU

CURTAI' N



