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PERSONS OF THE DRAMA,

Tsaas SHEFTEL, @ loce-maken
Bavuve, his wife.

G’SHINKE’}i}'zeg'J: children,
Ermyxe,

> 7
Pivve, Isaac’s feeble-minded father,
Norre GorpiN, Isaac’s employer.
Orxz Gonpin, his son.

Orp MricurL,
"Rep Berrx,
Tunny Zzrig,
Lrivig,

Workingmen in Goldin’s factorg.
SENDER, ‘

Ti’:MMT&‘:}WO,-;Igiﬂgwomen in Goldin’s factory.
MA;KE,

iy, TSIPPE, }Wome'n living with Isaac’s family.
“Doszm, ; , i

HINPEJ}Dobbé’s daughters.
Sozvz,

Grrye, Tsippe’s_ daughter.
© Vicune, 4 shopkeeper i »
The action takes place in_a large city of the Jewish

pale, Russia, in the carly nineties of the nineteenth cen-
' R
tury. o

S OACT I

Issac SumrrEl’s cellar-home. Against the right-hand
- wall, two wooden beds, covered with rags. The
. sheets over the pillows are fairly black with dirt,
" and are stained here and there with gyellow spols,

the cvidence of litile ehildien  In the vender of ihe
room o small four-legged table, without « table-
cloth, Three chairs are placed about the iable.
The red peint, which ouce bedecked the table and
the chairs, has faded to a dirty gray, with here and
there o red spot visible. The chair to the left lacks
a back. Against the left wall, in the foregrovud,
stends @ small chiffonier, on which are placed o
small looking glass, three brass candlesticls, and a
hat that was_once black, but las become brown with
age. I'urther back from the chiffonier, a chair,
placed nearer to the center of the room. Nearby,
the door to Tsippr’s room. Neat to the door, in
the background, the large oven, with its opening
facing the right wall. DBetween the oven and the
left wall there is a bed of boards. Here is discou-
ered Pinve. In the middle background is the door
which leads $o the outer rooms and to Donpe’s room.
MVhen this opens there is wvisible the door lo the
sirect. Between the oven and the door to the outer
rooms 1s a long, narrow Litchen bench. Under the

- bench a bucket. On the bench a few pots. Above
3
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it, some shelves, which contain a copper pan, a
kneading board, and more pots.  Aside of the bench,
next to the oven, stand fire-forks, a baker’s shovel,
a broom. To the right of the door, a yellow cup-
board, somewhat brighter at the top, for the bottom
is covered with dust and dirt. A small piece of
glass in the upper door of the cupboard is the only
remnant of the panes which were once part of it.
The hole is now stuffed from the inside with a
large picce of blue paper, whose color is somewhat
faded. Ouver the bed nearest the cupboard hang
some clothes, covered witl a sheet that is gray with
dirt and threadbare in many places. At the side of
this bed stands a eradle— In the cellar there reigns
semi-darkness, as in all cetlar r00ms whose windows -
are siluated below the sidewalk. The windows are

dark with dirt. Only from the bright light that be- - ,

_comes greenish after it Las filtered through the dirty
-window panes, can one recognize that outside the
life-giving sun is shining. The walls, once white-
washed, are black with sool, and discolored from
mold and dampness. Here and there looks out a
bright spot, like the sad cye of a one-eyed person,
and makes the impression all the more melancholy
by contrast. The ceiling is likewise black and .

. sooty, and its plaster is crumbling. As to the floor,
it is difficult to recogmize what it is made of, whether .
of boards, stone, or Mother Earth itself. The
dominant note is mot so much one of poverty — -

which could be covered over — as of slovenliness, =~

.. negligence, weary despair and hopeless debasement,.

Issac SuerTEL is sealed at the table, whittling a piece
of wood., He is a young man, of about thirty, of

spare build, hollow cheeks and blond beard. He
presses his pale, thin lips tightly together, often
biting the upper or lower one, including his short
mustache as he does so.  His eyes are sunk decp be-
neatl thick, shaggy eyebrows, His gase is thought-

ful, keen, penetrating, and burns with an inner fire. .

He wears a coat that is torn in the sleeves and af the
tails; it is buttoned only at the bottom, the other but-
tons being lacking. His shirt, visible because his
coat is unbutioned at the top, and through the
holes in his sleeves, is unclean, and open, revealing
a hairy, sunken chest. His gray trousers are
patehed at the knee with cloth of a much brighter
color.  T'he patches look for all the world like zvin-
dows. dt the boltom the trousers are worin and
ragged.  1lis shoes are a brownish yellow, with
wisted heels and dorn soles. His head, uncovered,
is @ mass of uncombed, thick, dark brown hair—
Upon ihe table before him is an essortment of
wheels, smoothly whittled picces of wood, a long,
wide leg of a mackine, through which has been thrust
a long, round stick with holes on one side and a
wheel on the other. Between the wheel and the
stick, an azle, also perforated. There are on the
table also a compass, a handsaw, a gimlet, bits of
glass, thread, etc.

Bavrye is seated upon the forward bed, holding in her
arms Frixiy, a ehild of a year and a Lalf, whem she
i nursing. BavLve is about Isasc’s age; thin, flut-
chested, unclean, with rings of unwashed dirt about
her eyes. Her cheap calico dress and coat are in
talters, and covered wilk paiches. On her head a
cloth of undiscoverable color. It lies crooked, and



ISAAC SHETTEL - [Acr ¥
from underneath falls over her forehead o s?zod' of
chestnut-colored hair. Her shoes have been unpol—
whed for smany days. The child at her breast is
wearing @ long shirt, much too large, which hes
been passed on to kim by an older child.

Pinve is seated upon the board bed, ch stares 'vacantZJ

Near the oven, Dossr, a shart, shriveled-up woman of .

into the distance with an insane look. The blackish
gray beard around his pallid face is thin; the hair
of both his becrd and his head is falling out. On his
head, an old, greasy, torn hat. A cotton jacket,
whose lining is almost all gone, covers his bare
body. Over the jacket o worn out cont. When his
coal opens, there are wisible the thick fringes of the
four-fringed scarf worn by all plous Jews, and g
part of his drawers. Near the rear bed sits
CismiNke, a little girl of four, playing with her
doll, which is made of a stick wound about by a rag.
She 15 uncombed; and, like all the other cellar dwell-
ers, unclean. She is little more than skin and bones,
in tatters and barefoot. She is talking to her doll:
“I’ll dress you. . . . Don’t ery. . . . 'l Lit you,
if you do! . . . Give you eat preity soom. . . .”

7orts ‘;‘f fve, her shaven head covered by a cloth wzg
S]ze is busy placing her pots in the oven.

It is about noon. The room is quict, emcepi ‘for Isaac’s -

Soa et

heavy culting with the knife, GisHINkE's muitering

to her doll, and the scraping of Donnr’s pots inside

the oven, as she moves them about with the fire-fork.
'From Tsieex’s room, at intervals, comes the rhyth- -
_mic noise of a stocking machine. e

Tsaac stops‘wkz'ti.ling, inspects the piece of wood upon

which he has been working, then the wheels that lie
on the table before him. He frowns and bzies Iis

upper lip.

Bavrye looks at him inqﬁin’ﬁgly.—— For a time the stock-

ing machine is silent.

Pinve [rises slowly, wraps his cloak about him, stops
at Tsiere’s door and fizes his gaze upon it. Then he
walks over to the table, looks at Isaac’s work, walks
back, observes GisHiNkE for a while, returns to the oven
and stands motionless, his gaze lowered to his bed of
boards. Gradually he raises his eyes, stares into the
distanes, and dn 5 eepulelival wojoe, sluwly ] turaing
about, he commences io drazcl]. All hea-ven Is-5 dead.
Hav-earth is dead. God-d is d-dead. E-everything —
{Stops suddenly and lowers his }l€ud]

Donpz [puis the fire-fork back in its place, closes the
oven and grumbles]. It refuses to bake, A fine fire they
must have made!

Baveve [with an indignant motion of her head]. Its
never hot enough for her!

Donaz [as she goes cut]. And nobody caun get dinner
ready hLiere until supper-time!

Bavive [ecasting an angry look at Dosnr as she
leaves, spits out scornfully]. The old witch!

Pinve [turaing about]. D-dead! D-dead!
E-everything. D-dead! Ev— :

Bavrve [angrily]. Stop your turning, will you! My
head and my heart and all my insides are turning enough
ag- it is.

Pinve [stops short with a guping mouth, his back to
Bavive., He turns his head to the left, in Baviye's di-

D-dead!
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rection, and listens to her words.  When she has finished,
Le turns his Lead back, lowers his gagze to the jloor, and
goes slowly to s place near the oven. Ile sits down
as before].

SILENCE

Isaac [deeply absorbed in his work, to himself].
Right here is where I strike my difficulty. . . . Now, if

-I could manage to put, right here. . . .

Bavrye [venomously]. How many times have I got
to listen to that! * Right here . . . right here. . ..”
And there’s no end to it in sight!

Isaac [wrinlles his fore]mad his vight hand at his

_work, his left [ist clenched against his brow, as if in

deep thought].

Bavive. A fine thing! Takes a vacation for himself
and doesn’t go to work in the factory already the third
day! Wants to invent machines! Such big profits we
get from his inventions! Makes Goldin rich, that’s all!

Isasc [eyes Baviye from under his left'ha"zd as if
he would like to Enow what on earth she is talkmg
about].

Bavive. A fine matter! Three days loafing!
God knows if he’s through yet!

Isaac. If you'll keep gabbmg like that all the time,
T’ll certainly never get through.

Bavive. I know. T’'m only a nuisance.’

" Isaac [hastily resumes work].

Baviye [casts ¢ look of intense hrtrecl at Ium, then
turns her head to the wall. ELINRE stops sucking at his
.mother’s breast. Bavive covers her bosom ond lowers
the infant to her lap].

Pinve [as soon as it is quiet, he beJms to drawl

And

Fussts

“again]. D-dcad! D-dead! Mmpty. .« . Nomore. . .,

Bavive. Sit there’ and shut up, I tell your Not a

. word!
- Pivve [swps short, mouth agape, slowly y closing it].

SILENCE

Isaac [works with nervous haste].

Bavive [watching him, bitterly, from the corner of

her eye].
Gisuinse [from her place near the cupboard]. Ma!l
What’s here in the saucer? I want to eat it.

Bavrye [engrily, and in fright]. Put that saucer right
How many times have I told

back where you found it!

you not to touch that saucer under the closet! It hiad
rat-poison in 1! _
Gusmunxe. Rat-poison, is it? I want a little. Just

a wee little piece.

Bavyys [J”’lfﬂ to lLer feet, holding Erinuz in her
left arm, and runs over to Gismnxe]. Put that saucer
right back, I tell you! [T'ears a picce of the poison oui
of Giswinke’s hand, throws it back into the plate, thrusts
ihe saucer under the closet willh ker foot, and spanks
Gisiuxge over the hands.]

Casvss. Ow!

Baviyve [;uushzrg her away from the closet]. That's
poison. People die from it. TI'll kill you if you cver
touch that ssucer again. Sit down on the bed and be
quiet or else go out into the strect. [Goes back io her
place.] She moses about everywhere. She’ll poison
Lerself before you know it.

Tsiere [enfers from the door <which leads ouiside.
She is o woman of some fifty years. She carries two
baskels, filled with apples and s, She passes to her
room. She wears a smooth wig, which lies crocked upon

u«\'

e it et
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her head; a calico dress and jacket,"with a belt from
yohich hangs o leather pocket]. : =X )

Grsumvie [busy with her doll]. 'l go into the street.

Bayrye. To the devil, for all I care. [Gismmze
tales lher doll and goes out.] Don’t run around too
much, or get into a scrap, or Tl whip the skin off your
back! [Her gaze turns from Gisminxs fo the cup-
board, she kneels down to the floor and shoves the saucer
further under the closet.] It's I who ought to swal-
low the poison. And put an end to my wretched exist-
ence. [She sits down again in her place.] .

Tsiopr [enters from her room. She has put awey
her baskets, but the leather pocket still hangs from ker
belt; she goes to the oven, takes out a pot, looks inis it
and adds a litile water]. Hm! It's still raw] Thers
you are! [Puts the pot back into the oven and returns
o her room.] R .

Bayuve. There’s another hot-head for you! [Ske
puts BuiNke into bed and goes to the oven. The child
begins to cry.] Have a look here, will you, Isazc?
Just have a look! That old hag went out and changed
the pots all around until ours is “way in the corner and
hers is right over the hottest part. Just take a look, will
you, Isaac? She’ll drop dead before T'll let her get
away with that! [Busies herself with the oven.)

Tsasc [pondering over his work]. It's bad. Nothing
will come of it all. :

Bavryr [putting back the fire-fork]. Now! Her din-
ner can get ready with her pot over there, too. [Re-
turns to her place with an air of satisfaction and takes
the infant into her arms again. With a voice full of
. hatred.] And you, bawling all the time! T can’t put -
him off my arms for a minute. [Sits down and seats the

' ohild in her lap, angrily. The child falls asleep at
- once.] ‘ ‘
- TIsaac [leaves his worls to pace about the room- He
bites his lips, pressing them against his teeth wzzth the
" index finger Of his right hand. "His 'left .hand he
passes across his forehead and- through his hairl-

" Baviys [waiches him, sronically]. « Right here . - o
© yight here.” Ha-ha!— It1l be a matter of ten mf)nths,

. like with your press. Hum. . . . That's if anything at
all comes out of all this fussing. « « o Right here . - «

A fine state of things. Goes and

right here. . .~
- gives himself a vacation!

Isaac [suddenly stopping]. Perhaps you'll step talk-

ing some time? [Continues pacing abott:]

Baviye. You'll stuff my mouth, I suppose, 50 that I
can’y even say 2 word, ch? Well, then— go a‘hcad.
Stuff it! Here it is, staff it} [Mocking him.) ‘. Per-
haps you'll stop talking some time! »  Y'm a fool that I
shouid merely talk! I ought to take all thesi contrap-
tious of yours and smash them to splinters. That would

spare me all my talk, once and for all!

Teanc [grits his teeth, furrows his forehcad and con-

linues his nervous walking to and frol.

Bayryve. Why, anybody r’d tell this to would call me
crazy to put up with i1 Did you ever see? Takes a
holiday for himself and stays out from work for ‘threc
days! If there were only some chance ofi making a
profit from it all, it wouldn’t be so bad. I\zof; on your
life, though! He worked on that press of his Lfor ten
months, night after night — and what did he get out of' E
it? A measly twenty roubles, and made Goldin r_lch. ‘
And what did you get from that braiding-machine?

1
Wasted gallons of kerosene — that’s all.
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Tsaac [goes over to the table, takes hold of the wheel
and leans his knee against the chair].

Bavrye [somewhat more calmly]. If you sce that you
can’t make it work, throw it to the devil, and an end to

the story. And you go back to work. Not kill three

days —
Isaac [begins to pace about as before].

SILENCE

Norre Goupin [enters from the sireet. He is past
middle age, wears ¢ ear-locks, a wide beard, and thick,
closely-cropped mustache. On his head o welvet hat.
His trousers, boots and dark jacket are stained with
greasy spots. The jackel is buttoned ab the top and over
it is a long, unbuttoned black coat, with long, wide
pockets; a white wing collar. On his collar is the black
ribbon from whick hangs kis watch. The watch is also
attached to o heavy, silver chain, which is visible through
the open coat. He keeps his hands in his pockets most
of the time and as he speaks, calmly or excitedly, he
drags and pulls and thrusts his coat-tails about. His
face bears an_exciled expression, his speech is_angry,

and only rarely does he look siraight into the face of the

person he is addressing].

| ously].

“ T told you so!”’].

Isasc [when he motices GoupiN he shudders mero-

Bavrve [looks triumphanily at Isaac as if to say,

Goupin. Well, well. You're having a nice ‘prome-

.nade, I sce.

Bavrys [ironically]. That’s his way of thinking out
his deep problems. : R
Gounix [to Isaac]. And you've been thinking in this

manner for the past three days?

Bayrye. There on the table you can sec the result of
all his marvelous brainwork. [She picks up the wheels
and the sticks and drops them one by one back upon
the table.]

Goupix [goes over to the table and surveys the work].

Isaac [walks over to the table, looks at Goroix’s hand
‘with the same absorbed thought as before, but with an
expression of wezation al GoLpiN’s interference].

Gorpry. And what do you call this?

Isaac. A machine.

 Gorpin. A machine! Indeed! I can see for myself

that it isn’t a kneading board. What kind of machine?

Bavrve., May he know as much about his braing, as
he himself can tell of the machine. Hc stands there,
puttering and puttering about and . . .

Goroin. Surely you must know what you're making.
What sort of a contrivance is it? A tassel-machine?

Isaasc. So you know, then.

Gowvpmn. Dogs it cost you money to talk?

Isaac [takes the work out of Gouoix's kands and De-
gins to put certain things together].

Gowunix [looks on inguiringlyl.

Bavrye. That's just how he’s been sitting there the
whole three days, and it’s all you can do to get a word
out of him. Early Sunday morning he jumped out of
bed; s precious idea had come to him! He didn’t wash
himself, and even forgot to say his prayers. He went
straight to work. He's just as crazy as his old father.
YWhen he takes a notion into his head . . . :

Gorpin. But . . . he always used to carry on his ex~
periments at night — how did it enter hig head to do it
by day, end not to come to work?

Bayrve. May I know as much of his life, as I know
of that! Day end night alike for the past threc daysy
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he sits there, poking away, wllittiing and contriving,
contriving and whittling. You can’t tear him away from
the spot. There’d be half an excuse if he only had any
profit from it all. But we know already the great for-
tunes he made on his first two inventions.

Gorpin. Well, I didn’t ask him to make them. It's
better for me 1f he’s at his bench, working. I'm piled
up with orders now, and here his bench must be empiy.
He doesn’t want to work? All right then, settled. So
I know, and I get a man in his place. And that re-
minds me. I came here expressly to tell you that unless
you come back to work this very forenoon, I'll give your
job to another fellow. I can’t lose any time waiting.
My customers don’t wait for me either.

Bavrve. There! I knew his machines would brmg
usg to this!

Gororn [surveys the work in Ismcs hand]. WeH
what’ll it be? Really a machine for tassels? [With
impudent curiosity he takes the work from. Isaac’s hiand.]
Let’s see what you're making, anyway.

Isanc [with repressed aJony] You can’t understand.
anything about it. You'll see when it’s all finished.

Govrpin, Then you really e‘:pect to ﬁnash 1t some-

time?
Bavrve. Sure. . . . When the Messmh comes. It'Il
be a long drawn out affair like the press . . .

Gom)m Well, you’ve heard what I said. For my

part, let it take as Ieng as two presses. . It’s no worry
of mine, '

Bavrye. I know it’s not your Worry Why should it
be? The machine will sooner or later belong to you,
anyway.

Gorpix [turns toward Pinve, hears Baviyr's words,

-gnd makes a gesture as if to answer her,} then ke puts

his right hand in his pocket, Smac7c° hzs lzps, and rolls

his eyes, as if to say, *“ Bak! What’s the use of talk-

ing to o woman?” Then he asks]: Well, how are .

things with you, Pinye?
. Pinve [looks at GormiN, and commences o speak
slowly]. All heaven is dead. = Earth is dead. God is
dead . .. L
GorpiN. Hush! Hush! Pah! What kind of words
are these?
Baviye, For us, God really has dled :
Gorpin [eacited]. Wha — Wha — What kind of
words are these? How can a person talk that way?
Bavrys, What of it? It makes no difference.
Gorpirv. Tfu! Upon my word! How-how-how . ..
Oh, welll You son. . ., That's why God puaishoes
you. .
Bavive [wipes her eyes with the cormer of her
jacket]. This way or that way, it's all one.  Our life is
done for, anyway,

Gorvin [shaking his head and shrugging his shoul-
49

deré], Welll [Goes to the door.] 1 warn you once
move, L'l not wait much longer.. If you don’t come
back to your work this foremoon, I'l pub another
man in your place, ... I ... I...1... Welll

[Kisses the maguzah ¥ and goes out.]
SILENCE

Bayrve, That’s what it'll come to. He'll give your
job to another man and we'll be left without a piece of
bread.

“ A little tinbox containing scicetiens from the Seriptures written
upon s plece of parchiment, It i3 noiled on the door-pest in the houses
ol sl orihodox Jews.
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Isasc. That’s it! Keep on complaining! He won’t
give my place to anybody else.

Bavive [sarcastically]. Of course he won't! He
can’t run the factory without you! He needs you badly!
How can he possibly do without you?

Isaac [raising his gaze o her, sz'ﬁ'ermg, but firm].
All right then. So he will put another fellow in my
place. And now stop plaguing me. I'Il soon be
through. Be quict for a moment, at least.

Bavrve [wiping her eyes and ialking to herself]. A
man goes and withdraws himself from the rest of the
world and it doesn’t bother him a hair’s worth.

SILENCE

Pinve [begins to wall slowly about the room, stop-
ping o few times. He looks now at the floor, now into
the distance, now about him, and then walks on. Ai
length he comes to a stop wnear the chiffonier, looks it
over for a while and turns his back to the oven. He
directs his gaze again fo the floor and drawls). Dead.
Heaven. Earth. The whole world —

Bavrye [weeping to herself]. If it were only true —~' v

and an end to our misery,

Pinve [continuing]. And God.

Bavrye [makes a gesture of despair].

Pixve. Everything is dead. ‘

Baviyr. It's worse with me than with a dead person.

Pinve. Everything. Dead.

Bayrve., Nobody must bear in hell what I endure
here. :
Prxve. Dead. Dead,

- Bavrye. If only the Almighty would take me to Hiﬁl,
then I'd really know that there is a God on earth. s

Pixve. Dead. E-e-everything.

Bavrye. Then I should feel as if I were delivered. . ..

- Issac [pale, agitated, breathing hard, groaning]. Oh!
Be quiet for a moment at least. Be quiet! [Places
both hands despairingly upon the edge of the table; his
eyes express the deepest agony— soon he presses khis
forehead with both hands, leaning with his elbows on
the table.]

Pinye [raises his head, cocks his left ear in Isaac’s

" direction and listens to his oufcries with curiosity. Then

he lowers his head as if pondering over something, and
returns slowly to his place].

SILENCEH

Bavrve [drics Ter eyes].

[From ihe next room comes he groaning and mozn-
ing of the stocking-machine.]

Vicune [enfers. She is o woman of about fifiy, in
e bright calico jacket, from under which is wisible an-
other one of darker color. She wears a wide a pron, and
ts covered with stains from flour, kevosene and oil. On
her head, a smooth bluck wig from beneath ’m:zick Lere
and there falls some of her own hair, already gray. Over
her large mouth plays a sweet smile, and Ler eyes dart

about in every direction. She holds ker left kand in a -

leather pocket which hangs under her apron, and she
shakes her coins]. Good morning to you!

Bavrve [gloomily]. Good year to you, Vichnetshks.

Vicuwne, I was in to see Dobbe. So I said to myself,
" Well, as long as I'ma already here, I must step in to
have a look at Baylye” What's the news?

Bavrve. News. Ah!

Vicune [sits down on the chair to the left of the
table]. And how goes it with his work?
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Bavivr. May I know as little about him as I know
about that. _ G .

Vicuwne [taking one of Isaac’s hands down from his
forehead]. I say, Mr. Sheftel, won’t you even look at
me? Don’t you look upon women?

Issac [makes an unsuccessful atiempt to smile. He -

iries to free his hand].

Vicane [looks at him closely and releases his hand]

Isaac [arises and paces about the room].

Vicunz [changes seats, takmg the one Isaac has just
left. Then in a subdued woice to Bayryn]. Why is he
so downcast?

Bavrye. Yes, why is he? The Tunatie!

Vicunz., To tell the truth, he does seem a bit _de-
ranged.

R kit i

Barrve. He's plain crazy, just like his father. ’When

‘bewildered, that he doesn’t know whether he’s in this
sorld or the next. When he’s in such a state neither
" fire nor earthquake can make any impression on him.
Vicune [observing Isaac as he paces about]. You 1
wear oub your shoes, Isaac.
Bavrye. A lot he caves.

Isasc [engrossed in thought]. The shoes aren t worth’

~ anything anyway. :

Vicune. Even if you're thmkmg out a new mventmn,
( you've got to be a man just the same. [7o Bavive.]
Banker Maggidson’s son is an inventor, too. He’s an
engineer — studied at Moscow, and all his professors
said that he was simply a wonder!— Ah! He’s got a
terribly smart head on his shoulders. And the machines
_that he invents, they say, are , . . why, enough to drive
ad. And he’s strong and stout — and I only

rish all my' good friends had such red cheeks. I tell
you—all milk and blood! And his inventions are a
little better than Isaac’s, I'll wager! He gets tens of
thousands of roubles for them. . . . -

Bavrve. Where's the wonder, where?
had a college education.

Vicunz. No, I mention all this to show that some peo-
ple can think up machines without getting bewildered
and upset, and can be persons just like any other.

Bavvuye [sarcastically]. You hit upon the right one to
talk to. [Nodding toward Isaac.] Do you call him a
man, too?

Vicuans [surveying the work on fhe table]. Is there
at least a good piece of money in it for him?

Baveyu., A pood pisee, Indeed! A {lne pleee of money
U oget! He'll carry it to Goldin, and take whatever

»'s offercd. -

Viewse [0 Isaac]. If that's the case, Isaac, begging

ur pamo“, you're really not much of a man at that,

Isaac [paces about without saying a u’OT({]

Vienxe [fo Bavive]. Not much of a man at all
‘low can s person be like that?  If Goldin offers a low
rvice, let him toke his machine to Bashkevitz or Levine.

Bavive. There! That's exactly what we've all been
telling him,. ** Take it in to Bashkevitz or Levine,” we
vrged,  “ Why must you give it to Goldin? - But he —
no use. He must have his machines near him. He
works in Goldin’s place, so his machines must be there,
too. He can’t part with them.

Isasc [stops. Places his right hand on his forehcad
Then Le hurries over to the lable, shoves all the wheels
and sticks o the left, sits down and resumes work—

sy and Bavove follow Lim with their eyes].

The fellow

"he talkes anything into his head he gets so wild over it, -

t

~we're here talking.

_on the shoulder.] 'That’s the idea,
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Vicune. That's the way. DBrace up. Be a man.

Sit down to your work, finish it, and sec to it thet you

get a proper price for it.  What do you care where the

machine goes? The money’ll come in handy, you may

be sure. Then you can pay me the bill that you owe.—

Do you know that it amounts to six roubles alrcady?
Bavrve [frightened]. Six roubles?

Vicawe. Yes, yes. Six roubles. What did you

think? A week ago Monday, do you remember, it was
four roubles and seventeen kopecks. Do you remem-
ber?

Bavive. And already six roubles, now!

Vicaxe. What do you think? And I wanted to say,
too, that it’s time I saw a couple of roubles. And
pretty soon, too. Beeause it'll soon be seven roubles
and eight. . . . Vichne is a good woman, of course, but
even Vichne will soon lose patience. I haven't yet
robbed a bank,
of machines, I might invent a money-—machme, but as
itis . ..

Bavive [observes Isaac, who is working away in-
tently, apparently oblivious fo the conversation]. You
see for yourself. There he sits, and doesn’t even know

Vicane. He huars, you may be sure. [Slaps Isaac

first-class machine, get a pile of money for it and
sctble your account with me. [drising.] Well, I'll
have to be going now. I've becn away from the store
for quite a while. I step in for a few moments here,
another little while there, and that’s how the time flies.
Well, a good day to you!
Bayrye. A good year to you, Vichnetshka!
Vicuxe [sha]un‘j Isaac]. A good day to you, Isaac.

Answer g lady, can’t you, when she bids you good day!
Isanc. A good day to you, Vichne, a good day.
Vicune, Well, good day. [Eait.]

SILENCE

Bavrve [drying her eyes]. Six roubles already.—
She’ll soon stop giving us on trust. It's mighty kind of
her that she’s let the bill run up as high as it is.—
[Ready to weep.] And now you may lo;e your job,
too. [Bursts into tears.]

SILENCE

Isasc [works away nervously].

Baveye [gredually calms down],

Gismivgr [comes running in from the sireet]. Ma!
I want to eat. [Bavive dries her eyes. Cisminke
pulls her by the skirt.] I want to cal. Give me some-
thing to ecat.

Baveve [thrusting her away]. Away from me!l.

Gusminks [frightened]. T want to cat.

Baveye. All right. Under the closet there’s the

[To Isaac.] - Now if I were an inventor

saucer of poison, '1 ake it, cat it, and let me be rid of

you once and for all.

Gisuinke. I don’t want poison. I want to eat. Poi-
son is for rats. Give me something. I want a piece of
bread. [Pulls Bavrye's skirt again.]

Bavive. Away from me, do you hear! [Thrusts her
away. GismNke falls, and bursts into loud crying.]

Isanc [ceases working. Ie is pale, agitated, and
casts an angry look at Bavive., IHe arises, goes to the
cupboard, tales out bread, cuts off a slice and gives it to
Gusminke]. Here, Gishinke, and don’t you ery. We'll
soon have dinner. Get up, like a good little girl, and

Work away, make

i
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don’t you cry. [He Lfts her up and goes buck to his -
place.” Fer a time he buries his face in both his hands,
Then he vesumes his work.]

Gisuinge [in one hand the slice of bread, her other
hand on her head, goes over to Isaac, leans against his
knee, and belween her sobs eats the bread].

Bavuye [dries her eyes, her head turned to the wall].
She’ll ery worse than that yet, when there’ll be nothing
at all left to eat. Oh, what a life, what a life! [Breaks
out into lamentation.] : _ ' ;

Issac [at first he applies himself nervously to his
work, then he drops it with a loud bang, leaning back
against the chair, looking vacanily before him into the
distance, tired, exhausted, his hands thrust inte his
trousers pockeis]. N

Bavrve [restrains her weeping and dries her eyes].

Gisuinke [has ceased crying, and is now quietly eat-
ing her bread]. o :

SILENCE

© .. Gmsmivke, Shall we soon have dinner?
‘o silent.] Pa, shall we soon have dinner?

Isaac [straightens up]. Yes, Gishinke, yes. [Be-
gins to work once more.] I

[Isaac is

SILENCE

Gisxinkxz. Pa, are you making a machine? — Are
you making a good machine? — Will the wheels turn? —
Will you show it to me?- [Takes hold of the long stick
with the holes in it.]  What’s this, pa? .

Isasc. Let it stay there. Don’t touch anything.

Gsminkg. Is this a machine, too? [Zats ker bread.]

SILENCE -~

" Grsmmvge. And shall we soon have dinner?

Isaac. Yes, Gishinke, yes. And do keep still.

Bayrve [angrily]. Go away from him! What are
you bothering him for? o

Gisminxr [stands for a moment sullenly, and then
goes away from Isasc, She picks up her rag-doll, sits
down on the floor near her father, and talks to her doll].
We'll soon have dinner. ... I'll give you some, too.
.« . But you must be quiet. . . . [Soon she arises and

goes out.] ’
SILENCE

Taerr [appears at her door, stops, and speaks to
gome ome in her room]. It must be rcady by now. I
can't wait any longer. [loes to the oven, opens it, and

: ot 4 )
is about to thrust in a fire-fork.] What’s this! Who's
been here now?  [Casts a venomous glance in Bayive's
direction.]  What do you say to that! I tell you, it’s —
[Busying herself about the oven.] May the hands of
ihe nue who did this be paralyzed, Lord of the Universe!
Tha’s o gall that it would be hard to meet anywhere!
To go and purposely shove my pot "way out in front.
How am I going te have it ready? X've got to be going
right away and here the meat hasn’t cven begun to cook,
[Luts down the fire-fork.] 1'd just like to know whose
worke that was!

Baviye [with heat]. And what do you mean by shov-
ing all the pots aside and putting yours right in the hot-
test part of the oven? Do you think that the next per-
son’s meat mustn’t be cooked just as well as your own?
Aren’t we supposed to have dinner, too?

Tsteer [with piercing irony, shaking her head]. Ah,
Baylinke, Baylinke! One must have the heart of a

o
LOLLLY. L . .

" Isaac dinner to-day. [Tronically.]

. stand.
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Gerve [appears at Tsieew’s door. She is a young
lady of some twenty-fve years, in an unbuttoned white
blouse. An unfinished stocking in her hand], What’s
up? More trouble? o
Tstere. Do you imagine the dinner’s ready yet? Not
a bit of it! It hasn’t even started to cook. And where
do you think our pot was standing all this time? Just
come here, and take a look. I open up the oven — and
there I find my pot *way in front.

Bavive [arises and places Brinkrn in the cradle.
EriNxe commences to cry; Baviym rocks him]. And
that’s where T'll always put it. - Other people are per-
sons, too, and they need to eat as well as you. '
Donsx [enters]. What kind of a pot fight do you call
this?: n

Tsiepn. Why, just listen. Here I must be going
right away,~and I come to the oven, you understand,
and I sce my pot standing — .

o e 9

Bavrye [runs over to Dospr]. She goes and shoves

all the other pots aside, and puts her own in the best
place. . . . [Runs back to the cradle and continues 1o
rock.] _ : ’

Dosnr [goes to the oven and opens it]. Look at this,
I sup- -

will you! My pot’s right near the oven-door!

" pose mine doesn’t need to cook at alll

Bavrye [pointing to Tsirre], Ask her, She was just
now at the cven. ‘ 2

Tsieez [with heat]. T didn't tduéli'your pot. Mayi ,

live so . . . NI
Bavive [leaving the cradle. To Dozzz]. You

should have seen. She shoved all the pots aside. . . .

[Goes back to the cradle.) v :
Gorve. And suppose she did put her pot right over

the burning coals? What then? She must g0 away,

and you're always at home. You don’t have to bring
He’s at home too
busy with his machines. :
Bavryn [returning excitedly near to the cradle, push-
ing back her hair, and tying her head covering betler
about her meck]. Other people are persons too. They

need to eat as well as you! [To Gurye.] And his ma-
T'll have you under-

chines are none of your business,

Dossr [busy with her pot]. All T know is that my
pot hasn’t even begun to cook.

Gerve [sarcastically]. Just see how indignant she
‘became because somebody said a word about her hus-
band’s machines. ~

Baveea. You've got no Dbusiness talking about my
husband’s machines. ‘ '

Gurye. Really! Welll Well! [From the rear door
there enter Hinoe and Sozvr with sewing in their hands.
j2 TPRE 20 T Frvs : y
Hixes is o girl of twenty-one, J0zyr is scventeen.
Hixow is attractively combed. Ier black wwaist, wwith

; i ol waist, veith
white polla-dots, and her skirt, are already guite warn
oul, but they become her very well,  The high collar of
7 - = & = N
ner waist is tight about her neck and is buttoned over
Ler left shoulder. Sozys imitates lLer elder sister in
everything, and is @ trifle fresh.”]

Hinpe. Hush! What kind of a wedding do you call
this? :

Baveve [still busy with her hair]. She,
talle about his machines!

- Dossr [te her daughters]. Any one would think we

1)
don’t pay rent here. Ve aren’t allowed to put our pots
into the oven,

Bavive [pointing to
Al hers,

too, has to

Tseer]. Its all her doings.
She shoved all the pots aside and

L Y
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Tarre. May your hands wither . .. -

Onxe Goipin [appears at the rear door. A young
man of twenty-five or twenty-siz. Dressed like a dandy,
He wears a large over-
coat, bright colored shoes, his yellow derby on a slant,
a .S‘llﬂ” collar, with_a loud tie in which sticks a digmond
pin. Rings on the fingers of both hands. He carries a
heavy cane, with a staghorn top. He stops on the
threshold and calls out]. Ahu! Ahu! What kind of 2
fair do you call this? [The cries of the women subside.
Gerye disappears into her room, Tsiepr takes oui her
pot and follows Gerye. Dosse pushes her daughiers
toward the door, but they pretend to be occupied with
their needlework, and remain in the room. Bavive
takes from the cvadle Erinkm, who has by ihis time
recched his highest notes; she places him on her left
arm and spanks him, then tokes him in her hands and
rocks him there, as she goes about the room.]

Orke [stepping into the room. Merrily]. Why!
Youw're having a jolly time here!

Bavrivas., May my enemies enjoy such jolly times!
YWhen God wants to punish a person, He certainly gives
good measure. . . . As if bad neighbors Werent enough,
here comes . . .

Orxe [who has meanwhile gane over to Isaac]. And
he sits and works away, and it doesn’t bother him a bit.
Well, my genius! How’s your invention getting along? -
Isasc [with an effort]. I don’t know yet.

Bayrye. The devil alone knows. And a lot more he

knows, besides!

Sozyr. If he didn’t know, he wouldn’t be Woeru- at

it, would he?
" Bavnve. The lunatic!
Onu: [bends over the table]. Let a fellow see. what

you're making, there, won't you? Is that for tassels?
[Picks up a wheel.] Where does this belong? [Picks
up another part and attaches it to the wheel] Does
this go here? Well, Mr. Sphinx, say something.
[Hinor laughs and Sozys follows suit.] Are you recit-
ing the Eighteen Benedictions now, that you have to
stand so silent? [Hinor and Sozve laugh louder.]

Bayrye. Other people may talk and laugh as loudly
as they please, and he doesn’t object a bit. But just
let me say a word, and he’ll attack me like a mad
dog.

Oz [takes a round piece of wood and squeezes it
inte o hole somewhere in the machine, which Isasc is
holding in nis hand].

fasac [takes 4 out of Ouuw’s hand, leys 1 donn va
the table and continues his work].

wucn [ Leeps nosing about Isaac’s work].

Bavryz. Nobody’s ever in his way, except me.

Dorsar me the door, to ker daughters]. What are you
standing thers for? Haven't you a room of your own?
Cio into your own room and stay there,

Hivop. All right.  All right. [Turns to Bavrye and
shows her what she’s working on.] See the nice shirt
I'm making.

Dogrze
budge.

Orxr [fo Isaac]. No, no. Wait. . . ., Put this over
there. . . . No, youre making a bad job of it. Ah! I
tell you, put this over there. . . . Never mind, take my
advice. I tell you. ... [Holds Isaac with his left
qend, and with his 71J/z* Land takes ilte machine.]

Isaac [with restrained anger and intense suffering].
Let me alone, won't you? You dont know what I

want,

[dzsappear_s, grumbling]. They  won't
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Onxe. You don’t know yourself what you want. I
know just what to do here.

Isaac. Orke, please go away from me.

Onxe [hvitzng Isaac’s head derisively]. You're a
dunce. You've got a wooden head. [To the girls.]
As true as I am a Jew, I understand the contrivance
better than he does. If he’d only let me, I'd finish the
thing for him in a jiffy.

[ Hinor [coquettishly]. You merely think so.

1

Onxr [impudently]. Do you want me to show you an
leven better trick? :

Hinpe. Let’s see.

Orxr. Too many people around. .

Hixor and Sozve [blush. Their faces- express em-
barrassment and indignation. Hinoe furns o Bavive
as if to say something to her].

Orke [looks triumplantly at the girls, with an air of
intense self-satisfaction. He notices Pinvys, and turns
to him, jocosely]. Well, Reb Pinye, what is it thats
dead?

Pinve [raises his eyes to Orkz and lowers them im- -
mediately. He answers quickly]. All Heavens dead.

Ozxe. And who else? .

Pinye. The Earth is dead. God is dead

Orxke. And were you to st funeral?

Pinve. I was.

Hinpe and Sozve [lough].

Orxre. Where did they bury Him?

Prxve. In the dead heaven.

Orxr. And they covered Him with earth?
thBAYLYD [to Orxz]. Your father ought to be hearmg

this.

Orxe. My father would be the first one to put a con~

tribution into the charity-box if God dxed

Bavoye. Indeed! [To the girls.] And what are
you two giggling about? Is this proper talk to- listen
to? They even laugh at it!

Hinpe [laughs]. T can't help laughing at the old
man’s answers.

Bavyrye [angrzly] And what is there to laugh at in
a lunatic’s talk?

Dosse [enters in a huff]. They’ve planted themselves
here and they refuse to budge. [Goes to the oven.]

Bayzve. This young sport’s trying to be smart, and

“they laugh at whatever he says.

DOBBE [to her daughter, threateningly]. "What are
you standing here for? T’ll take the fire-fork and . . .

Hiwpr [sharply]. If you want to do something in the
oveit, why do g,

OnxEe. Your mother beats you with the fire-fork, ¢h?

Doszr [taking her pot out from the over]. Come in,
now, and eat. [A¢ the door.] Tl pour your soup
right away.

Hixpr and Sozvz [follow ler «
ne8s].

Orxz [calling after them]. Good appetite!

Hinpe and Sozve [at the door. Laughing]. Thank
you. [They disappear.]

Orke [noses about Isaac’s work .again]. Well, how
long is it going to take you to finish all this?

Isaac [s}’ruggzng his shoulders]

Orxe. What are you shrugging your shoulders aboutP
Eh? My father sent me to warn you, for the last time,
that he’ll put another man in your place. ¥e’s mot
fooling. He means what he says.

Isanc [shrugs his shoulders as before].

Bayrye. Shrugs his shoulders!

Orgg. There’s nothing to shrug your shoylders ghout !

with evident unwwilling- -
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You come back fo work to-day or to-morrow. Nobady
needs your machines, I'll have you understand. And if
they will need them, they’ll be invented without your
assistance. DBetter come back to work. [To BayLve.]
See to it that he returns to work. We'll certainly put &
man in his place. .

Bayrys. I've been after him for the past three
days. ‘ ‘

Orxz [arises, about to go. Ironically]. If he must
tinker avound with the “ machine,” let him work at it by
night. Let him stay up all night for all I care.

Tsiere [appears at her door with both baskets. To
Gerye, within]. Then go, right away.

Gerve [appears at the door. She is turned away
from the audience and is buttoning her waist. She casts
a glance at OrxE]. All right. Al right. Can’t you sce
T'm dressing? :

Tserr [goes about the room, grumbling]. Bah!
What 2 meal that was! Everything raw!

Orxr [sits down again. To Gerye]. What did you
run away for, Miss? = : : :

Geryr. I wanted to run away, so I did.

Orxz. I don’t bite young ladies.

GeLye. I'm not afraid of being bitten. I've got teeth
of my own. [Disappears into her room.] -

Onxe [rudges Isasc with his -elbow]. Say, boy!
You've got some sweet neighbors here! I’ll have to be
& more frequent visitor to your home.
 Bavzye. In that case they’ll never want to leave ounr
room. ’

Orxn [curling his mustache]. Am T really a good~
looking chap? :

Bayrys. Much diffcrence it makes to them.-. . . A

goose, a duck,— as long as it’s.a fowl, « + o

Orxe [to Issac]. Your wife isn’'t much at giving
compliments. . - Y '

Bavzve [cuttingly]. I like to tell the truth.

Gruve [enters from her room. She wears a yellow
hat, o blue skirt and a bright tippet. Under her arm a
small bundle. She walks to rear door].

Orxse [arises]. Well, remember that you must return
to work. If yow're mnot there by to-morrow morning,
you may be sure your job will go to another fellow, and
you needn’t trouble to come again, [Hurries after
GELYE.] : >

Baviye [stands motionless at the rear door, much sur-
prised that both GELYE and Orxe are about to leave to-
gether].

Orxg [opens the door to the strect, tnvites Gerye].
If you please; ladies first. [Hixpe and Sozve appear
at their door. Owrxg lifis his hat and bows.] Good day!

Hixpz and Sozvs [laugh]. Good day, gracious sir!
[Grrys and ORKE leave.]

Bavive [turns awaey from the door in anger and dis-
She spits out and swallows @ curse. Hixpe and
Bavive does not deign to

1

gust.
Sozve step into the room.
look upon them].

Hinoz. Is that old Goldin’s son?

Bavive [does not even reply nor look at Hinpe].

Hinoe. Such a dude! Not a bit like his father!

Bayrve. Fine men, both of them! Damn them!

Hixpe. Beard shaved off, curly mustache. . . .
[Makes a gesture over her upper lip as if she were curl-
ing mustache.] His derby cocked to one side. [Makes
a gesture as if placing her hat to one side.]

Sozye. A regular swelll

Hinpz. Rings on his fingers. Did you see all the
rings he wears? '

Lerme $ :Tx‘i VN ‘&'\ 2%{(} » } EASLF § 758
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Bavive [angry and impalicent]. T've got other worrics
on my head besides counting the rings he wears,

Hivor [as if Bavrve had not addressed her]. And
the dainty pair of shoes. . . .

DBaviys [with an outery] And that's all you've got
to worry about, is it?

Dosse [at her door, to her daughters]. What's that?
Here again? Haven't you anything to do?

Bavrys. They've started to talk about how Goldin’s
darling son was dressed. They've got nothing else to
worry about.

Dosse [thrusting her daughters out]. Out. OfF to
your work. Or else T'll take a fire-fork and . . .

Bavive. As soon as they see a pair of pants they go

wild. [Turns cbout and looks angrily at Isaac.]
SILENCE |

Isaac [looks despairingly ab the machine in his
hands. Sighs]. It doesn’d work, no matter what I do.
Bavive [slops suddenly between the table and the
bed, and exclaims explosively]. What do you say now?
He won’t put another man in your place, eh?
" Isaac [in despair. Looks at his work with lifeless
eyes]. : RRE
Bavrye [more sharply]. I tell you, Isaac, my patience
has its limits. . . . '

Isaac [more despairingly than ever]. It simply won't

work, no matter what I do.

Bayrye [more heatedly]. 1 tell you, I'll take your .‘

whole contraption and smash it to splinters. T'll dump
it into the fire. ... . Il. ..
Isaac [bitterly]. H'm. [Shakes his head despair-

ingly.]

Pavryr, I'll show you that T've got a little say in the

atter, too, I wou't let you do whatever you pleasc and
Jeave us to starve of hunger. [Ier voice riscs to a Ligh
pitch.] Do you hear what I'm saying to you or not?

I tellyou, Il . ..

Isaac [pale, {rembling all over, his teeth clenched, ke
dashes all his work to the floor. He sinks down into the
chair leaning heavily against its back, streiches out his
feet, thrusts his hands -into his pockets, and stares

 blankly at the edge of the table].

Bavrye [her words freeze on her lips.
Isaac in fright]. .

Pinve [looks for ¢ moment al the wheels and sticks
that have rolled over o him, and bends slowly toward
them].
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ACT II

Gorpin’s factory. A large wide room. To the left, two
looms. Behind the second loom a high fire-place.
In the right wall, two windows whose panes are of
ground glass. Before the further of these windows
is_c third loom. Before the front window, a table
with two chairs. DBetween the table and the loom
stand Isaac's press and machine, At the rear, a
door, which leads to the yard on the right and the
office on the left. Between the fire-place and the

. door a small table and a chair. In the middle of
- the room, front, a table with four chairs placed
gbout it. To the right of the door, in ihe corner,
there lean large hides, a.couple of old scabbards,
large rolls of cardboard. Aecross the rear wall ez-

tend shelves, on which are piled all sorts of card- -

board, litile chests, pieces of cloth of every color,
and old epaulettes. The floor is litiered with
scraps of paper, cardboard, cloth, needles, gold
threads, . spangles, strips of _galloon, etc. On the
center table there are four cloth plates on which
lie white, yellow and silver threads and spangles,
and epaulettes, in warious stages of completion.

On the rear table, braid ready to be made into

epauleties.

It is noon. Near the center table, his back to the door,
- sits Zevie, finishing his meal. He is aboul tweniy-
five; long, dark, uncombed hair; his beard is trimmed
short; small mustache. He wears over his trousers

a_gray, hand-sewed shirt, tied around with o ved
ribbon with tufts. Before him are a plate, knife,
spoon and fork. Ou the sill of the forward win-
dow, whicl is half open, sits Senoer. He is look-
Cing cv! in'a the yard, and whistling a tune. He is
of Zz...'s age; his hair is chestnut-color, curly and
parted in the middle; no beard, and thick, red curled
mustache; wears a smock, collar and small tie, vest
"~ and eoat.

yellowish Thair. Wears no coat. QOwver his shirt,

which is open at the breast, is wvisible the four-

fringed scarf worn by oll orthodox Jewish men,
At the rear table sils Yosuxx, a youngster of soma
fourteen or fifteen ycars, his head resling on his
left hand, his right holding a pencil with which he
plays on the table. Ilis shoes are several sizes oo
large for him— TFrom the office comes the frequent
ringing of a bell, which is attached lo the door that
leads in from the outside lo the office.

Zrric [his meal completed, he leans against the back
of his chair, picks his tecth with a malch, exhales his
breath moisily, and turns to Yosuke with the air of a
distinguished guest]. Waiter! A bottle of port!—
Right away, now. I have no time. I say, waiter!

Vosuxz. At once, sivr! [From under the fireplace he
takes an old kerosene bottle and brings it to him, lei-
curely, with a loud scraping of his large shoes.] Here
con are.  bixeuse the slight odor of kerosenc.

Zerie [with an expression of dissatisfaction]. My
dear sir, what liberty is this you're taking? .If you have
no port, bring me some Bordeaus, or Chateau La-pfu-
ique.

Frcody

Between the two looms at the left, lies '
old Micugr. He is almost gray, with  mizture of

now?
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Yosuxe [scarcely moving, he drags out from under
the fireplace an oil-stained becr-boitle, broken at the
neck]. This will delight you extremely, sir.
Zrrig [utiers a confused cry, ending with] You im-
pertinent ass! : :
Micuzer [waking from his nap]. Ha! Zelig’s at his
jokes again! ' ,
Zrruic [puts the Dbolile back and, returning fo his
place, assumes the same position as before].

SILENCE :
o - S

Senper [whistles as if ke were signaling to somebody
through the window].

Zerig. The idea! Not to have my wine after my
meal! Well, T don’t come to this restaurant again!
[ Thrusts his plate away from him.] Waiter! The bill!

Mrcuer. Devil take that clown! He doesn’t let me
sleep.

Zevie [curls his mustache. His expression is as seri-
ous as ever]. '

SexpER [calls to some one outside the window, in a
subdued woice, at the same lime making signs with his
hand]. Where were you, anyway? Just finished eat-
ing? You must have had seven courses!

Zerie  [jumping upl. What? That
[Leaps over to the window where SENDER is sitling.
Looks out and begins to make all manner of bows.]
Good day! How goes it? [7'o Sexper.] It seems to
me she gains weight every day. L o

SenpER [0 the girl in the opposite building]. Weren’t
you over to Drovitz’s dancing-school last night? No?
Were you? Did you do much dancing? . ‘

Zoric [lo Sexper]. Ask her where Bashe is. .[In

a subdued voice.] Where's Bashe? Ba-a-ashe!— That
tall girl! In the next room? Tell her to come to the
window. [In the same breath, but much lower.] Devil
take youl— [Louder.] She’s busy, you say? Busy,

Senper. Just 2 second. I'll make a date with her
for the park this evening. [Loudly, through the win-
dow.] Are you doing anything to-night? )

Zerig, Make it for Saturday in the woods,

SenpER [through the window]. Then let’s meet in the
park. In that long lane. The long one!

Zrria [helping him]. In the lo-o-o-ong one — [Under
his breath.] Ears as large as a donkey’s, yet she can’t
hm_w. [Aloud ] Saturday, 1o the wuods,

Sexpur [shouting]. No, Saturday at Drovits’s.

Zerig [hitting kim]. To the deuce with vou! The
woods is a better place. [Shouting threugh the win-
dow.] The woods is better. Isn't it? No? You pre-
fer Drovitz’s?  [Pointing with kis finger.] Bashe com-
ing along too? Yes? That's fine. Let's have a dance
on it. [Beyins the “ Blue Danube,” blowing through
his lips like a corret, and dances. His arms are raised,
swaying in the air, his body lowered and his knees bent.
He dances thus for a while, until he has danced over
to old MicuzL and falls on top of him.]

Mrcuer [kicks him, pushing him away].

Zrric. Pardon me. Pardon me. ... Hey there!
Ow! Ow! No kicking, now! No kicking!

Micner. Il split your head for you, you clown!

Zerie [arising, and dusting himself]. What do you
think of him? He kicks! [LRuns over to the wind'ow,
where SENDER has been making signs 1o the girl across
the way, and shouts across the yard]. Ow! An old
horse just kicked me!

stout one?

2 |
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Micrzn [mumbling]. Plague take him! _

Zerie [fo Smwprr]. And meanwhile you've already
made a date with her. [He, too, begins to make signs
across the yard with bis fingers, as if engaging in deaf-
and-dumb language. Irom the yard comes a chorus of

laughter and girlish woices.  Soon there enter BERRE,

Hivye, Lewvis, MaLks, and TEMME.]

Zevia [drops his deaf-and-dumb conversation and
turns to those who have just come in. He addresses
them in the woice of their employer, GorpiN]. What —

what do you call this? Coming in so late! Once you .

people leave the place, you get lost altogether!
Mrcuer [siraightening up]. He doesn’t close his

¢~ mouth for a second.

Berne [e man of forty-five, long yellow beard, a large

. broad nose, red from drinking; & broad, knotty face.

. He wears a long black torn coat, that has turned green

" with age. He remaoves his hat, puts on an old, velvet

. skull-cap, which he takes out of his inside pocket, and

igets busy mear the loom at the right].

Hirve [somewhat over twenty. He needs a shave;
Lis mustache is short and black; his black hair is cul
quite close to his head. He wears a smock, and collar,
but no tie.
to roll « cigarette]. - :

Lewvix [in the middle twenties, clean shaven, and

neatly dressed in a grayish suit, smock, collar and neck-

“tie. Goes over to the window near SENDIR and looks
" out inlo the yard]. : '
Marxe [an elderly girl, coguettishly dressed in a
tight-fitting bodice. She removes the plate from the
table and puts it on a shelf]. : \
Temye [o young girl, with a dreamy expression.
Stops before Zuvie with a broad smile].

Zuric [still imitating the boss]: They become new
people from the moment they stop working. That crowd
goes off and they forget to come back. And this lazy
lout [pointing to Micuzr] lies down to snooze and you

_can’t wake him up with a hammer. From this day for-
ward, I forbid all going out for dinners, and all sleep-
ing. : g ‘ '

MarLge. Maybe you'll raise our wages, too, boss?

Zgire, What! What! What else will you ask?

Raise your wages! Indeed!

Levix and Sznpsr [refurn from the window with
loud laughter].

Zruie [very inguisitive. He forgets the réle he has
assumed]. What was that? What were you people do-
ing theve? [Runs over to the window, but sees nothing,
so he turns back to Smxorr and Lrrviz, who are stil
laughing.] Did that cranky old forelady come to the
window ? — What's the joke? Out with it! [Assum-
ing GownpiN’s voice and manner agein] And you fecl-
lows could stand at the window all day, flirting with the
girls! A fine bunch of workers I have! Not worth the
dirt they step on!

Luvic [stops laughing]. You sec, the old lady came
by. So he ... :

Marxe and TemMe [at the window]. Isaac is coming!
Isaac is coming! [4ll the workers rush to the window.
Micuer gets up from the jfloor. There are cries of
“ Welcome, Isaac!” . .. Greetings!” © Have you
got the machine with you? ™ . . ]

Qpxper. I don't sce him carrying any machines.

fhirys. He doesn't look any too cheerful.
workers turn to the door, expectantly.]

Zrvio. Let’s receive him with a loud hurrah and a

march of trinmph!

[The

Sits down upon Yosurg’s table and begins
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Isaac [enters, pale, sad, dejected. Ile is greeted with
a lusty * Hurrak! ”’]. '
Zrwuig [blows a march through his closed lips, waving
Jis hands like a music-director]. ' -
Yosuxr and Texam [hum the tune also].

Tsaac [steps aside from the crowd, sadder and more

dejected than ever, and walks over to the loom in the
lefi foreground. He is plainly suppressing a Dbitter
outburst].

Brrre. What's the trouble, Isasc? — Where’s your
new machine? ’ ’

Isaac [silent]. ,

Hirve. I guess it’s all up with the machine.

Isaac [throwing off his lLai, angrily and bitterly]. .

Shout “ Hurrah!” Shout!

Lervix. Isn’t the machine done yet?

Hizye. Isn't it done get, or will it never be done?-

Zsrie. Or did your sweet better-half drive you out of
the house? o

Sexper. Or are you pregnant with an idea for a
brand new invention? : o . ,

Isaac [busying himsclf about the loom. Angrily].
What are you pestering me for? . What worry is'it of

~ yours? , .
Micuer. Really, what worry of ours is it? Really.
Really.

Zzria. Hush! You mustn’t talk to our famous engi-
neer. Hush! Quiet. . . . [Walks on tiptoe, raising
his feet high in the air. An alarm clock sounds the re-
turn to work.
Zeric, Hive, Marxz, and TemMmE go io the center
table: Zuvic af the left, MaLgE at the right, TevmME ai
the back, and Hirye at the front; SENDER and Luivie go
to the table near the window: Levik at the back, SENDER

~at the front; Yosuxe goes io the table furthest back

Micupy and BERrE remain near Isaac. They, too loo}:

dejected, and are silent.]’ U

Isaac [sits down to his work]. ‘

. Micuzr [looks at him sadly]. Did it all come to noth-

. ing? — Was it too hard to put together? — Will it take

long? [Secing that he receives no reply, he sighs and
casts his eyes to the floor, crestfallen.] PR

Berer [sighs. Then both he and Micurr proceed io

their looms. Micuer near Isa
’ e ac, Be
the right]. , BERRE t0 the loom at

Orxz [appears at the door. Noticing Isaac, ke strikes

an atiitude, as if to say, “ Ha! He is here!” He is
ab?zzt to step into the room, but suddenly recalls some-
thing and relurns to the office].

L7 mr 1 e : 3

Zrrie [with a mock sigh]. Al!
fused to be invented!

Marke. And rhil t

¥ . And meanwhile he lost two and a half days

of work.

. . .
The invention re-

i 2 Tl 3
Trnve, t tbes iti
) H . WWell, let him not be so ambitious to become an
inventor.
T wrerry- [*Ty 042 1 e 2
Lervie. That's easy to say.  It's not 2 matter of merce

wanting to be. It’s a thing that's part of a person's
very soul. I remember, when I was a youngster, I had
a deep desire to become a painter, . + v
- .

izﬁn;:{x gvzzrxymsec?:pa Osfx g_n-pai.nt?r, p.erhaps 2. ’

. . a paper I'd pick up, I'd cover
with pictures: Pcople, soldiers, a horse .

Hrrvu., Yourself, in other words.

Lewvix, At home and in the Hebrew school I used
tg be whipped without merey, because all I did wes drsjw
pictures.  And when they apprenticed me to a lace-
raaker, I cried my eyes out. . . .

SENDER [with mock-tears]. Boo-hoo!

"Sj/“’« X

The men and women run to their places.
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Larvig. And to this very day, when I look at & good
_painting, I become so moody, and feel that there’s some-
thing in me that i is powerfully attracted to the picture.
" Zeue. Ahl In me, too!

Hirve, Ah!

Lzrvik. And at other times, when I sit ’chmkmg, T get
such a powerful impulse to draw. . . .

Zrria. And how I'd like to be an actor!

Hityn, A clown in the circus, maybe?

Zrrie. No, a real actor. And come out on the stage
and declaim. . . . [He places his left hand over his
heart, raises his right hand high in the air, throws back

Jis head and declaims.] ‘“ How dear thou arf, my
~ precious heart!” : :

Sexpzr. Ahl

 Zruc [continuing]. “ Thou angel .
Teummz. I, too, would really hke to go on the stage.
Marxe [sarcastically]. Well! What do you think of

' our new leading lady!

Hiwve [to Temme and Zeue]. T'll tell you what!
Why don't you two go on the stage in parhnemhap and
" make — a troupe.
Zeric rsuddenl 9 fai,ls to his knees before TEMME]

Teymz [frightened]. Oh!
Zevic [stretckmg out his hand]: Come to my arms,
crown of my head. [General laughter.]
" Micuer and Berre [look upon the merrimeni with
shaking of their heads. Footsieps are heard behind the

ofjice door].

Zerie []umps to his feet. The workers suddenly ap-

ply themselves very industriously to their work].
Micugr. There’s a crowd for you!
- Bzrre. One is worse than the other, X
Micuern. Not worth the earth they step omn. *..

Bzrrz, Tramps e o o loafers . ..

Orxr [enters, and walks straight over io ISAAC]
Well, how goes it with your invention?

Zrrie. It refused to be invented. ]

Orxr. What? Nothing really came of it? Have
you got it here?

Yosuxze. The famous engineer is too busy to be dis- -

turbed now.
Bzrre. You shut up, you'
ZeLig [attempis to pull Isaac’s chair from under

him].

Isaac [furious]. You clown, you. Keep your hands’

to yourself! .

Orxz. I told him right away, thc moment T looked at
the thing, that he was simply wasting his time at it. T
saw at once that his effort was all misspent.  And when

I tried to give Lim a point or two . .

Lzmvix, ‘”ho You wanted to show him how to do

it

Orxe. Upon my word, if he had only let me, I would
have finished the thing for him in a jiffy.

Zzue [erowing]. Cock-a-doodle-doo!

Yosuxz [sneezes mockingly]. Kerchoo!

Lrwvix [to Orke]. How long is it since you've become
such a smarty?

Senpzr. You can’t deny that he’s an cxpert glutton,

Isaac [turning to the men and women]. Much he
knows . . .

IiLve. That's it. Say something.

Orxr [sits down on the corner of the table wear
Zeric], But I tell you, he’s got some swell-looking girls
for neighbors! . . . [He is at a loss for words ta ex-
press his delz’ght, and scratches his head with hLis right

hand.]

}fL ‘:Ij* ol Y e ¢
CWRIT TG BosS waald hpue

44 ISAAC SIIR ’I‘EL o [Aer 1T

Szxprn. There! Now you said something worth
hearing!
Micuer and Berre [east significant glances ot one

another and’ sigh. The office bell rings. Onxe runs

inlo the office].

Zrric [calling after him]. Drat that bell! Has to
ring just when things are beginning to get interesting!
Lervix. My! What a connoisseur he’s become all of

a sudden!

Marxe. The simpleton! He can’t add one and one!
Berrr. I'd enjoy giving a drubbing to a swell-head

like that!

Micuer. His old man is just the same. Knows it all,

"Marxz., Only with his mouth,

Lemvik. Did he really want to show you how to do it,

Isaac?

Marge. You can’t talk to him to-day,— our silent in-

ventor,
Zerie. Not a word.

Lerviz. I can imagine how he must have bothered him

over there this morning.
Brerre. He's an awful bore, when he gets going.
Hirve. He doesn’t bore me.
Temme. I should say not.
‘Hivye. What are you blushing about’

Temme. If you two get fresh with me once more, B -

youw'll hear from me.

Zeuie [putting his arms around TeMmmz’s wazst] ;
What? You dare to hurt my little Temme? [Caresses
her cheek.] Tell me, dear little Temme, what dld the

naughty people do to you?

Trevmye [thrusting him away]. Let me go, you clown.

[Enter Onke.]

Marxze [to ORKE]. Quick now. Tell us some more
about those neighbors of Isaac’s,

Hivye. What do you want, anyway? [To Orge.]
She, too!

Orxx [lighting a cigarette, and puffing it so that it
will get well started, goes over to the center table and
sits down on its edge, near Zrrig]. I tell you, boys,
there’s something to see there. He lives in a _regular
Garden of I«;ge_:g [To ISAAc] What's the name of
that girl I left with?

Zruie. Quick work! “He’s been out with one of theny
already!

Orke. I should say! But what’s her name, Isaac? —
What'n the mattor with you, ninti, ava you ess gy Can't
you answer a civil question? [Gives Isaac g strong
slap over the knee.] Answer me, I say!

Isaac [Ris body twitches with pain; he speaks with
il-disguised anger]. Let me alone. You could have
asked her if you . ...

Orxe. This fellow’s too insolent.

Isaac. And don’t get so familiar with me, either, and
keep your hands off my knee.

Orxkz. Altogether too insolent.

" Berre and Micuen [motion to Orke fo keep quiet].

Mavrkze. I know his neighbors very well. The two
sisters Hinde and Sozyc—you know them too, Temme
— are rather good-looking. But that other one, Gelye,
I can’t stand at all. A big mouth . . .

Orxz. A Jot she knows about looks. [T'o Marxe.]

Do you call yourself good-locking?

Marxe. Gelye has a face dotted with freckles. Isn’s
that so, Temme?

Temme. Why, certainly. Just covered with them.
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Zzrie. He overlooked the freckles. ;

Orxe. Bah! A lot they both know what they’re talk-
ing about! You can take my word for it that .

Mazxe. Now I'll admit that Hinde and Sozye are
really good-looking girls.

Orxz. I say we ought to be more n'equent visitors to
Isaac’s place.

Zzre {to Isaac]. Why don’t you give a ball? . . .

Onrkz. In honor of the machine you didn’t make.

Micuzer [angrily]. What? What? What? It’s not
right to tease him so. [Shrugs his shoulders. ]

7 rric. And invite all of us.

Bezre. You clown, stop your anties,

Onge. What's it your business?
What do you care?

Bereze and Micurr [make gestures of despair].

Isaac [with suppressed feelmg] I ask no one to take
my part— [The office bell rmgs OrxE runs into the
office.}
: SILENCE .

_ Berne [sarcastically]. There’s a son for you!
Mrcuzr [the same]. A crackerjack! '
Marxe [loughing]. And Gelye is to his taste! “With
that big mouth of hers, and her freckles.
. Now the two sisters are really . . o .
ZELIG. I’11 bet he likes all three of ’em.
Senper. You took the words out of my mouth.
Hinye. Let’s leave it to Isaac, Eh, Isaac?
you say? Youll talk to us, won’t you? Eh?
I¢’s & very important questmn
Micuzer. Enough of your tomfoolery and your teas-
ing. Enough! He too! Orke’s chum! [Silence.
Soon ZELIG, Senper, Marke, Temue and YOSHRE com-

How?

mence to sing at thezr worl, all hummmg different tunes.]

SenpER. Isaac, here comes your wife.

Mavrxe [goes to the window]. Yes.
And she’s carrying . . .

- Zeue [sticks Marke with the point of a needle and
jumps back to his seat].

Marse. Ow! . [Looks around.] Who stuck me then,
¢h? — I can tell it was Zelig. [Begins to hit him.]

Zetie [defending himself]. Who? Who? I didn't
‘do it! ) ‘

Baviye [comes in. She is carrying a pot tied about
with o sheet that is wet from the contents. To her
“ Good day,” the men and women reply variously,

Goud year,”  Good day,” * Bon jour.” ]

be\c and Hwuye [silent]. :

Baviyr [going over to Isaac]. Here, I brought you
dinner. Eat, now. Do you hear?— [Bitterly.]
Take it, and eat— [More bitterly.] Enough of your

ovstinacy.

Isaac [quietly]. I don’t want to eat.

Bavuyr [despairingly]. ‘What do you mean, you don't
want to eat? Where are you going to get strength to
work?

Temyme. Did he really leave the house Wlthout eating
his dinner?

Baviys. Yes. Without dinner! And do you think
he atc anything before dinner-time? He got up at day-
break and went right to work, on that unlucky machine
of his, and hasn’t had a thing in his mouth since. [To
Isaac, wiih tears.] Ieve, eat something!

Brrez. Don’t be childish, Isaae. Lat.
call this, anyway? It’s foolish.

Bavive [weeping]. It's been like this for the past
three days: He hasn't slept, he hasn’t caten; cvery

Here she comes.

What do you

Do your work! ~

A lean, lanky

What do
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moment was given to that unlucky machine of his. [To
Isaac.] \\ull you eat or not? ;

Isaac [as before]. I don’t want to eat.

Baverye [to the workers]. There! Say yourself: how
is a woman to endure all this? [Wmlmg] I can’t
stand it! I can’t stand it!

MALKE: XVhat do you care if he doesnt eat? Pf!
A lot I'd care

Bavive. F ow can a person refuse to eal all day’

Berre [lays aside his work, goes over to Isasc and
takes him by the hand]. Don’t be foohsh, Isaac.
your work, wash up and eat.

Isasc. Plcase don’t bother me. I can’t eat.

Berre. What do you mean—“can’t eat”? What 4

Send for a schnapps — take
Here,

kind of words are those?
a little brandy and that’ll give you an appctite.

| Yoshke, bring him a schnapps.

Baviye [restmzmng her tea,rs] Yes, send for ‘8
schnapps.

Isasc. I haven't any money and I don’t care for any
schnapps. : :

Berre. It doesn’t need much money. I suppose some
one of us can advance it,
you, Reb Michel?

Micuer [shrugging his shoulders]. Not a ;{opeck

Zeiie [turns his pockets inside out and whistles,

touching FliLve with his foot]. You've got some, haven’t

you?

Hirye. How do you know?
pockets?

Levix. I can lend you the price, Isaac
a rouble.] I can lend you the whole rouble.

Bavrye [takes the rouble from him; to Is ‘.AC] Shall ‘

I send after a schnapps for you?

Brzrre, There’s no need of asking, Here, Yoshke.

run over and get half a pint,

Yosuxe [lazily takes the money]. Smirndvka?

Berre. Let it be Smirndvke. But make it quick.
[Pushes Yosuxe out, and speaks in a pleased manner.]
There, that's more like it.
cheer you up and then youll eat. [Sits down to his
work, and speaks with much self-satisfaction.] A drink
is the best remedy.
this, for that, for headache, for heartache,— a schnapps,
and the trouble disappears. [Turns to Issac.] And
don’t be a fool. Swallow the whole business 2 ‘,t one gulp.
You'll eat all the heartier for it.

Baveve., He hasn’t caten a thing for almost threc
days, I don’t know what he's lived on.

Markz. On the machine.

Bavrve., Yes. The unlucky machine.
only explanation.

Zrric, And what came of it all? Didn’t he finish it?

Bavrve. Tinish it? He worked and worked — the
whole three days it was Impossible to tcar him away
from the work table, and suddenly he seizes it, smashes
it on the floor, and .

Lervig [amazed]. H'm!

Bavrye. I began to tremble all over,—
fect, I shivered like a leaf.
staring eyes. . .

Marxe. An insane man.

Lervix. No-o. That’s not insanity. It's...it's...

Baveve. What is it then?
No. That’s not insanity!

Isaac [fo Bavrye]. Do me a favor and go home.

Bavive [looks at him angrily and frightened]. No.
That’s not insanity!

That’s the

handé and
And he sat down with

{Loughing ironically.]

[Acz 1T

Drop

IHave you any. change about ~

Have you been in my o

Youw'll have a drink—it'll. |

It’s the first thing I think of. For -

[Taiues aut o
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Berez, You really ought to go home. That would
make things much better. [Motions her to leave.
MicueL does the same.] ¥
Bavivs [insulted, prepares to go]. I'm the only one
that’s cver in his way., [dngrily.] Eat, you lunatic!
Beraz. He'll ecat. Go home, Don’t worry. Helll
have 2 drink and he’ll eat. ‘
Bavrye [to Isaac]. And remember to bring the pot
home,
Berrz. All right. He’ll bring it.
Bavrve [at the door]. Lunatic!
© Micugr. A woman is only a woman after all.
Marxz. I've known Baylye for cight years,— before
she was married. My! Wasn’t she the lively piece!
- And now, what a change! She looks something swful!
Breaue. And how did Isaac look eight years ago! To

[Eaxit.]

ﬁmt bowag

Yosuxr [enters with the brandy].

Brrrz [drops his work, goes to Yosuxz, takes the
flaslk: from him, together with the change from the rouble,
and turns to Isaac]. Here. Just swallow some of this
brandy and then cat a bite and you'll feel like a new
man,— the Isaac you used to be. [Takes down a glass
from the shelf.] Maybe you've forgotten the old-time
Isaac. Lect me recall him, then. Do you remember, just.
outside the city in Korobanovka? [Pours out a glassful,
looking enviously at the flowing brandy.] Do you re-

member how you used to ... Here ... take...

Well? Here, take it. . . . [Puts down the flask, takes

Isaac’s hat and puts it on his head.] Well, go to it.
'Say the blessing and drink it down.. [Takes the flask

cgain] Take it, Isaacc Don’t be a child. Here,

Isaac.

Micuzer. Bah! Isaac! Don’t be obstinate. Drink it
down and eat your dinner. Why are you acting so
foolishly, eh? - ~ -

Berne [bringing the glass to Isaac’s lips]. Drink, I
tell you! Chump!

Zevie [to Isaac]. Better take it quickly or he’ll drink

(it himself! »

Isanc [he tries to turn his head away. Suddenly he
seizes the glass and empties it at a single gulp].

Berrz [follows the disappearing brandy with envious
eyes. He smacks his lips, and makes a wry face, as if
he had felt the coolness and the bitter taste of the
brandy]. Now yow're acting sensibly. That’s the way
I Hke to see you. [Zakes the empty glass from Isaac.]
And now another one. [Pours anotker glass, sniffing it
as Lo does s0.] No waiting, cither.

Isaac [restraining Brare’s hand. Sinister]. Give me
the flask. [Takes the flask out of Brrre's hand, puts il
lo kis lips and swallows the entire contents at one gulp.]

Bente [who has given the flask unwillingly, follows
every movement of Isaac’s, stretching his neck forward
¢s he does so. After Isaac has emptied the flask, he
lakes it from him and offers him the glass]. And now
take the little bit that’s left in the glass, and make it a
full measure. You refuse? Then now for your dinner.
[Puts down the glass and the flask, and shoves forward
the pot and the bread.]. Now, eat your dinner.

Isanc [leans with both arms against the loom, and
hides his face in his hands].

Bunog, Bat, Iseac,  Dat,
about it. It’s cold already.

Isaac [places his head on his left arm].

Brrre. What have:you lain down for? I tell you,
take your dinner, [T'ries fo raise his head.]

And don’t waste any time

be sure, he always was a queer chap, but outside of .

- places with an exclamation: “ Crying!” They come
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Isaac [thrusts him aside with his right hand].

Berrz [insulted]. Very well, then. ILie there. I tell
you to eat. If you don’t want to, all right. Do as you
please. [Tuakes the flask and looks regretfully at if.
Then he casts envious eyes upon the glass.]

Hivve, Well, Berre! Here’s your health!

ereE. Don’t eat, then. I won’t bother with you any
longer. [Goes bacl to his place.] #

Leviz. Why don’t you eat, Isaac?
something solid in your stomach.

Berre [indignant]. I never saw such an obstinate
mule in all my days. »

Zerie. Tll bet he'll fall asleep altogether.

Micuer, Let him sleep, then. That’s the best thing
for him. :

Berre. Ah-h! I know whenever I take a swallow of
brandy. . .. I ... I ... I become a new man en-
tirely. And maybe Isaac wasn’t a drinker in his day!
Hm! I don’t know what’s come over him.

Lervix [to Zeric]. Is he really sleeping, Zelig?

‘- Zruig. I think so. [Shakes Ysaac.] Are you asleep,

Isaac? ‘ L o
Lziviz., You clown!
Hivye [singing].

»”

You must have

" Micuzr. There’s a crowd for you!

Teyae. His dinner will get cold. A[Arising.:[ rl

take it down to Ida’s and put it into her oven.
Isaac [sits up and takes out his handkerchief].
Temyr = [frightened]. Look. He’s been erying!
[Letviz, Brrre, ZrLic and MALKE jump up from their

over to Isaac and look upon him with deep concern.]

Micuzr [shakes his head and speaks in @ tone of bit- ‘

ter disgust]. Crying!
HiLve and Sexoen [look with curiosity towards Isaac,
but remain in their places, continuing their work].
Yosuxe [comes from his table and looks with curi-
osity at Isaac]. :
Berre. You're no kind of man at all, Isaac.

have urged you to drink. Really, you're no kind of man
at all, ¥

Hivve, Let him go home and sleep it off.

Berre. That’s a good idea. .Go home and sleep it
off. What are you crying about? Pooh! Upon my
word it’s a shame and a disgrace. Take my advice and
po home. So you won’t waork fo-day, either, Tmagine
you're still at your Invention. Go on home. Here. . . .
Here's the rest of the rouble. Take it. See? I'm put-
ting it into your pocket. Are there any holes in your
pocket? [Feels Isaac’s pocket.] No holes. Now go
home,

Isaac [sinks forward on his arms again.
body is convulsed wilh his quiet weeping].

Lervix. Really, Isaac, you're . .

Berre. It’s the first time in my life that I see any-
thing like this. .

Hiye [fo Senprr]. Look, will you! Temme is cry-
ing, too! ,

Tenue [drying her eyes]. Hilye, you've got a heart
of stone.

Levig [coming over te Isaac]. Isaac.
. « . Really. .

Isasc. Let me alone.
e« Imust ..

Benre [coming over fo Isaac], What must you,

Iis whole

It’s a shame.

... Let me be. ... I must

¢ e A ¢ Feg lgf_,: PN R o

¥ odiny hiy forlints .
i 2 7

) “ Sleep, little birdie, close your
sweet eyes. . . . : ot a o

owre no kind Pooh!
Upon my word. If I knew that, I certainly wouldnt .
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what? You mustn’t anything. Did you ever hear the
Like? He must cxy! :

Isaac [angrily]. Let me alone!
Burae [with o deprecatory gesture]. You see. It's
like dealing with a madman. [The workers return lo

. their places.]

N Levig {sadly]. H'm!
Brrun. It's the first time in my life that . . .
Marxe, Bah! I don’t like to see a man cry.
Zriio [moved]. The poor fellow!
Teave [takes the pot and goes out].

SILENCE

TIsaac [gradually stops weeping and finally is silent.
- The workers glance often in his direction].
" Gowuvix [eniers. Walks over to Isiac and makes a
gesture of astonishment]. What's he lying there for, I'd
ike to kuow! :
" Mauxr. He's just been crying. :
Gorpix. Crying? What do you mean, he’s been cry-
ing? Beeause his machine was 2 failure? [Waking
" Isanc.] Say, Isasc. What were you crying about?
Y Wake up! [Notices the brandy flask.] Who's been
* drinking here? Was it Isaac?
Marxe. He hasn’t eaten anything all day long, so
they told him to take some brandy for an appetizer.
Gorpix. In plain words, then, he got drunk, Bah!
First you couldn’t get him to move from his house, be-
cause he was fussing around a machine of his. And
- mow, when he finally docs come back to work, he gets as
" soused as a pig and falls asleep.
Isaac [moves mervously, raises his head. and lets it
fall immediately]. : g ‘
Goromy, If youre drunk, go home and sleep it off

there. 1 don’t need any drunkards around here—
Where’s Temme? »
Isaac [slowly arising]. Are you angry because I
didn’t bring you a third machine?
Gorpin, You pig, you! You and your machines can
" go to the devil together! Where's Temme, I say?
Mazxe. Isaac’s wife was here and brought him his
' dinner. And Temme took the pot to Ida’s, so that it
‘shouldn’t get cold. ‘ : :
Gorpiy. And hasn’t she anything else to do besides
warming his pots? '

easo, And if T'd have brought you the machine you

wouldn’t be so angry now. [Enter TEMME. ]

Gozpin. Where've you been? Eh? It's your busi-
noss Lo sit and worke— not talko eave of his potal I
‘dor't pay you or anybody clse to be his servant.

Isaac [scarcely able to restrain his anger]. I didn’t
ask hen

roye. Tt didn’t take more than a minute. His din-
ner would have got cold.

GouoiN. Not even a sccond. Let him eat it cold or
not eat it at all. It's none of your concern. You're
supposed to sit and work. )

Isasc, Is that how deeply interested you were in my

\ machine?

GorLpIN [fué'iaus]. To the devil with you and your
machines — I’ve told you once already. Now,— do you
anderstand?  For all I care you may . . .

Onxz [comes running in]. What's all the hollering
about?

Clorpiy. He comes here, gets dead drunk . . .

Isaac [banging his fist against the loom]. Stop that

talk about “ drunk,” I tell you! Do you understand me
or not?
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Goroin [his mouth agape with astonishment. All

work comes to ¢ standstill]. ; '
Onxe. My! My! The fcllow’s really angry!
Isasc. Don’t talk to me about getting drunk, Talk

to your own son. ) '
Goupix. You brazen-faced fool! You insolent pig!
Micner and Beare [surround Goupin].
Lrvix and Zerie [hold Isaac back].

Micurr. Stop it, Notte,—can’t you see what a fuss

you're starting?

Lemvix. Calm yourself, calm yourself, Isaac.

Orkr [to Isaac]. You needn’t drag me into this.

Brrre. Orke . . ah! .. Have some common sense. . .

Luwvix [to Isaac]. Calm yourself. Calm yourself.

Gorvix [to Isaac]. You're through working here.

Isaac. You bet I am. But before I go, you'll please
give me back my press and my braiding-machine,. 4

Onkr [pulting his hands to his ears. Mockingly].
What? Give you back what? I didn’t hear that. Re-
peat that, please. ,

Goupix. Your press and your machine? You were
well paid for them. ;

- Isaac [makes a threatening motion. Leivix and

Zrric hold kim back]. '

“Zzri. Calm. Be calm. :

Gorpry, The nerve of the man to want back his ma-
chines! His, he calls them. I paid you for them, and
they’re mine, not yours. o :

Orxe. His press and his machine! Such wonderful
inventions, such marvelous brain-products! ¥You can see

~ what you're good for. Fussed and fussed around for

three days. . . . : e

Isasc. “* Marvelous brain-products ”— Can you do
better?

Orxe. Pff! But where’s your new machine?

Isaac, I'm asking you. Can you do better?
~ Onxz. And I'm asking you: where’s your new ma-
chine?

Gorpin. What are you wasting words with him for?
Here, Yoshke. Run over and call Shmerel. Tell him
tlie job’s open for him, and that he can come to work
right away. And enough of this talk. :

Yosuxe [reluctantly prepares to go].

Isaac [arises, snatches his coat qnd walks slowly to-
wards the door, accompanied by Levik and ZrLig, who
are calming him. Suddenly he rushes upon the press,

_lifts it in the air, throws Limself upon the mackine and
_sm it under his fect so that its paris fly in all di-
rections]. Now T eanleavel o oo Mow Tenit lonve, o0y
[Lewvix end Zerie and Brnee try to restrain Lim from
Lreaking the machines.]

Gorpin. Call the police! Police! Orke, run for a
policeman!

Ouxr. Hilye, run for a policcman!

Isasc [still stepping upon parts of the machines and
smashing them]. Now I can leave! [Tears himself
out of the men’s hands and walks through the door as
calmly as possible.]

Gorpix and Orxr [rush after him. They are held
back].

Gorpin. Call a policeman, I say! Call the police!

Isaae [from the yard]. Take this! [4 stone comes
crashing through the window, smashes all the panes and
Lits Orxe in the side. A cry of “ Ol arises from all
the bystanders].

Onke. He's killed me!

Gorpix. Call the police! Police!

: CURTAIN




ACT ITI

Isaac’s cellar-dwelling. It is late night, of the same day
as the two previous acts. On the table burns a
lamp, whose glass chimney is thickly covered with
soot. The room is Lalf dark. Only shadows, black
sithouettes, are wisible. L s s

Guanwxr [sits in the forward bed, erying]. Mal
Mal! : . )
Pinye [standing close to kher, muttering]. Dead.
Dead. . e
Gismuwxe [crossly]. She didn’t die! Ma isn’t dead!
You're dead! _ o :

Pinve. Everything is dead. Dead. = ;

Gisnenke [erying louder]. No. She isn’t dead!

Pinye. Dead. Dead. Heaven. Earth. And God.
And God. Buried in the dead heaven. Covered with
the desd earth. And everything is cold and dark. And
cold. And dark. . .. . . T

Gusiiinke. Ma-a-a-ma! Where is mamma?

Pinve. Dead. All are dead. e T :

Gisiunke [at the top of her lungs]. No! She isn’t
dead! She isu’t dead! Mamma isn’t dead! [Gerve
enters from her room. Soon after her comes Hixoz from
her room. Both wear nightgowns and are wrapped in
large shawls.}] - T

- GeLYE [to Pinve]. What are you standing there for

scaring the life out of her? ~Go over to vour place.

tTa' Grsmwge.] Don.’t‘léry, Gishinke, Your mother

will soon be back." . :
Pinvye [walls back slowly to his place and sits down.
From time to time he uiters strange, tearful sobs].
Hinpz. What’s the kid bawling about?
GisziNke, Where’s my mamma? -
Grrye. The old lunatic came over to her. . . .
Gsminge. She didn't die, did she?
Gerye [continuing].’. .. And . . .

Hinpe [to Gisminxe]. Your mamma’ll soon be here.
Gruye. The poor child’s erying her eyes out.

Hinpe. Something must have happened to Isaac.
Goldin must have had him arrested. ~But why doesn’t

Daylye como baegk?

Gistanie [erying]. Mamma isn’t coming.

Garve. Go to sleep, Gishinke. Your mamma’ll be
right back. We'll sit down near you. All right?

- Gisuiwke. I want my mamma.

Gruye [wrapping the bedclothes about GisuiNke and
sitting down beside her]. There. Quiet. That’s a good
girl,  We'll sit right near you. Sce? Hinde has sat
down, too. And your mamma’ll be here right away.”

Hinoz. Sleep, Gishinke, sleep.

Gisuinke [a trifle reassured]. Mamma basn't died.

Guive. What put that into your head? Of course
your mother hasn’t died. .

Gisuiwke, Hasn't died? :

Gerye. No, no. You silly little girl. Your mawma
hasn’t died. Go to sleep.

Hrxor. The old fellow makes everybody sick with his
eternal chatter about dead heavens and dead earths.

Grsuvice. And my pape hasn’t died, either?

Grrye. Sleep. Sleep, Gishinke. Nobody has died.
Hinpe. Who can tell what's happened to Isaac?
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Havent you heard what took place in the factory to-
day? He had a fit of crying. : :

Grrye. They got him dvunk first.

Grsuinie, When'll mamma come?

Gerye. Scon. Soon. Fall asleep, now.

Hinowz. . . . And he smashed his press and the braid-
ing-machine.

Sozye [enters in petiicoat and jacket, her hands
folded across her bosom. She feels very cold]. Well?
What's the mnews? [Walls over to the bed.] Oh!
This is Gelye! I thought you were talking to Baylye
here. Hasn’t Baylye come back yet?

Gerve. Ncither Baylye nor Isaac.

Sozye. That’s very strange.

Gisuminke [fo Sozve]. Mamma hasn’t died.

Hiwpz. My! What a time they had there!

Gismiwxe [fo Sozve]. And papa hasn’t died, either.

Gerye. Sleep. Sleep. If you don’t go to sleep, we'll
go away and leave you all alone. -

Grsurvke. No. Don’t go ’way.

_ Geuve. Then go to sleep. [Runs her hand through

Gusuinxw’s hair and hums a lullaby.]

Hixpz. It must have been terrible there. He took a
big stone and smashed a couple of window panes. . . .

Sozve. Are you talking about Isaac?

Grrye. That’s why I reckon that Goldin has certainly

~ had him locked up.

Hixpe. It’s quite likely. They must have caught
him in the streets.

Sozve [shivering]. Brrr! How that son of his came
running here with a policeman, and searched our
room. . . . ‘

Gerve. Ours too. ER I A
-~ Hinpe. I shivered all over, like a leaf,

Geuve. I wanted to throw something in his face, . . .
Hinoz. The fop! : '
Grrye. The loafer! . :
Hinoz. The cheap sport! Clean shaven, curled mus-
tache, his hat on one side, rings on his fingers. . . .
Sozve [shivering]. And the way he dresses!
CGerye. This morning, when we left the house to-

* gether, he simply insisted that I tell him where I was

going, and that I let him carry my bundle . . . and he
asked what I do, and where I usually go walking . . .
. Hinpe. Do you think he’s handsome? I don’t take

S e A

him for a good-looking fellow, at all. His eyes are
SO . .. :

CGrrye. . . . And he asked where I go walking, and
with whom. And he made such queer motions, and bows.
.« . [Mocking Ornr.] This way, and that way. . . .

Sozve [to Hinoz]. Do you know whom he looks like?

Hwor [after a moment’s thought]. Whom?

Sozve. Like Kopelyovitz,

Hinpe. What? Not in the lcast. Xopelyovitz is
taller, and has blond hair. . . .

Sozve. Yes, but . . . His lips . . . his nose . . .

IHinpe. Youw're ’way off., You don't kmow what
you're talking about.

Sozve. . . . He escorted me up to Vichman’s door.
. . . I was bringing something to Vichman’s, you know
. . . and he took me right up to Vichman’s deor; I sim-
ply couldn’t get rid of hir.

Hinpe. And with all his other virtues, he’s such 2
coarse fellow too.

Sozyr. Yes. And he mentions such improper things.

Gerve. He said nothing improper to me. He'd have
caught it from me if he ever dared. But he kept pay-
ing such exaggerated compliments. [Mocking Orxe.]
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This way, and that way. “ You're such a clever young.
lady, and so . . .” [There is a knocking ol the outer
door. She jumps to her fect.] :
Hinpn. It's Baylye, I guess. :
Sozyr [shivering with the cold, she goes o open the
door}. Brrr. . . . Brrr. . .. :
Hinpe. I'm terrible anxious to know what’s happen-
ing to Isaac. : :
Sozve [erying out]. Ohl : :
Zeui [in the eniry]. Don’t be scared. I called to
see whether Isaac has come home yet.
Sozve [comes back into the room]. - ;
- Zeue' [following her. He wears a black coat']'. :
Geryr and Hinoe [hurriedly put their hair and

clothes in order. The ihree girls, attempling to hide .

their partial undress, come close together].

Zesic. Is he here already?

Hixpe. No. Not yet. S

Gerye. And Baylye isn’t here yet, either. ,

7ZeLnie. She must still be looking for him. I went to
several of his friends, looked through quite a few streets
—but he’s not to be heard or seen. - [

GeLve. If he hasn’t been arrested, I'm af;’aid he's
done something desperate to himself. .

Sozye. Goldin’s son was here with a policeman.

7eric. I know. Maybe we didn’t do our best to hold
him back! - C Lol

Hinpe. Came dashing in here. [Imiiating Orge.]
“YVhere is he? Produce Isaac at once! IIl..."

Sozve. And then he searched the whole place for him.

Zuric. Orke wanted to show off. [Imitating OrkE’s
woice.] “ Where is he? I wanthim!” . -

lered!

. ysrte. I know him inside out. [Imitating Orxe's
motions.] “ Where is-he? Produce Isaac at once! I

must have him! . . .7 [4U laugh.] ‘
Sozvr [to the others]. That's Orke to a dot! -

7u116. He was here early this morning, too, wasn t.

he? ; . R
Gerye [with an ironic gesture, and pressing her lips
together]. We had the honor. .

7zrie, And he went walking with one of you. .

GeLye [same as before, and with mock pride]. With
myself. F e e 4

Sozve [to the others]. Goodness! But how news
does spread! - : ) .

7oiia. And he's already been talking about being a
wore frequent visitor hereabouts. 1

fImyoe. As if we haven't enough troubles already.

Gernye [ironically]. We nced him badly.

Zerra, Bat isn’t he a handsome chap?

Gzrve. A regular picture!

Hixpe, Ugh! Such queer eyes. '

7rite. And yet he’s so popular with the girls. '

Grive [shaking her head and pressing her lips to-
gether]. H'mm! You don’t say!

Hivpe. He?! ) ‘

Sozve [looks at the other girls -and laughs in sur-
prise].

Gerve. He insisted on accomzz1 o
streets, and I just couldn’t get rid of im. rr

ZEL;G [shaking his head]. Oh! Orke, Orke! Bad
juck to you!

Sozye. 1 could swear that
(T'he door is pushed open from ot
" 7erie. Yes. Somebody’s there.
steps towards the door.) '

anying me through the

somebody’s at thg door.
ttside.]

Sozyr [lo the others]. Yes! That’s just how he hol-

* here?

[They take a few
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Berne [eniers.  Ie wears an expression of dejection
and worry, es if he felt guilty of what had happened.]

Zeriec. Why! It’s Berre! '

Burae. Zelig! [Looks about him.] Ys Issac here
already?

Zrrie. Neither Isaac nor his wife.

Berre. She must be running all around: the town.
And he isn’t here? He must be somewhere, sleeping off
his spree.

Zrrie. Unless Goldin has had him arrested, -

Berrs. About two hours ago, around nine o’clock, he
was at Rivve Shaynin’s tavern. , :

Zeric. Iiow did you learn that? ,

Berre. I was looking for him high and low, so I went
to Rivve Shaynin’s tavern, too.

Hixpr, That’s at the other end of the town, if I'm not
mistaken. ‘

Zevie [Hitting Berre over the shoulder]. I guess
Berre knows where all the taverns are. '

Berre. Clown! I went in to see whether Isaac was
there—— And he had really been there, stayed a couple
of hours, didn’t say a word to anybody, and drank down
one glass after another.” They say he sat there in such

& rage that everybody toakmlggm;}_foljl,a,,m,adél}ﬂn.am He left

the place dead drunk. Where he went, nobody knows.
Zrvre. I'll bet he’s lying in some ditch, '
Hixox [coguettishly]. Ugh! '
Sozve [with a shudder]. Brrr!
Zzeria, Are you folks cold?
Sozye. Just a strange feeling. . . . Brrr!
Zrrie. A young girl ought never to be cold.
Hinpr. She’s always freezing. . o
Sozyr, I don’t know. I feel so queer. ... Brrr!
Berre [who has been standing obsorbed in thoughi;

his gaze upon the floor]. I really don’t know where else
I can hunt for him. I went to several other tav-
erms. .« . . : ' o

Zzuig. That’s understood. :

Berre [scornfully]. Tfu! You clown! [The outer
door is opened.] : : v

Bavrye [comes running in]. What!. He is already
[Ske sees at once that Isaac is not there.] Not
here yet? [Bursting into lears.] I'm sure he’s done
something desperate to himself. O, God in Heaven,
what a misfortune has . . .

Hinpe., At nine o’clock he was seen at Rivve Shay-
nin’s tavern. : A :

Bruns, Yea, Nine o'elegle, And hao left the plaee
dead drunk. Where he went to, I don’t know. I've
been hunting for him all night.

Zrvie. I, too. But the city’s an awful bie place,

Bavrve [her woice choked with tears]. I searched
everywhere.  And I made a terrible scene at the Goldins’
home. I threw myself on the floor and begged them to
give me back Isaac, to tell me where he was.  Mrs. Gol-
din swore by her life that they hadn’t had him arrested.
[Moaning, wringing her hands.] Oh, I know he has
committcd something desperate. How can I bear it all?

Gevve, No. Not that. He must be lying some-
where, drunk.
~ Hinpe. In some gutter.

Sozye, Brrr!

Bavwve [lamenting]. Unhappy woman that I am!
That I should have lived to see this day!

Berre. They told me there that he was dead drunk —
that Le could barely stand on his {eet

Bavrye [as before]. Ohl Woe is mel .
borrowed a rouble, oo,

. . And he

[Aer I
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Braae. And it was I who put the change in his pocket.
If I had foreseen such an outcome . . «
Zzerie. Youwd have put it into your own pocket.. .
Bernu [angrily]. For shame. Clown! Nothing but
his jokes for any occasion at all. [ZzLig, Sozvg, and
Hinog laugh.] o ,
Bavive [hysterical, running about the room]. Oh!
May flames consume Rivve Shaynin and her tavern to-
gether. MMay all trace of Ler be wiped out in a single
night. When she sees that a Jew wants to get drunk,
she shouldn’t sell him any liquor. D .
Grrye. Much the tavern-keeper cares who wants to
get drunk. '
Hvne, Little difference it makesy— whether it’s a
. Jew or a Gentile. , S
Zeiw. As long as he has the price or something to
awn — Eh, Berre? : - e wd s
" Benre [angrily]. There’s no being serious with you!
- [Zzrie, Hinor and Sozve laugh.] ' o
Bavrve [as before]. Where shall I look for him now?
. YWhere can I even begin to hunt for him? Where can I

even begin to hunt for him? [Wailing.] I can’t stand

it any louger. Suicide is the only way out. Good God
in Heaven! [The outer door is opened. All move to-
ward the door. Enter Luvix and SENDIR.]

Lewvix. Well?  Is he alveady here?

Bavive. Not at all! May he so dwell among the liv-

ing.v . .

Lervik. Petrush, the watchman, told me that this" »

afternoon, around two or three o’clock, he saw a young

man in the woods. He says the fellow ran about wildly,
_beat the tree trunks with his fists, tore the bark from

them, bit them, and struck his head against them. .Ac-
~ gording to his description, I think it was Isaac,

Baviyve [bringing her hands to her head]. He's
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Hixpe and Sozve [look at GELYE; to see what she

thinks of the proposal). '

.GELYE. 1t’s a useless tusk. The trouble will be in
vaiu.

Bzerrr. That’s-so. Where can we go, for instance?

Sexver. And here we've just come from there, too.

Zerie [nudges SENper significantly, and nods his
head.in the direction of the girls],

Sexorr [with a wry face]. Ow! : »

Bavive [wrings ker hands], What's to be done?
What can we begin to do? What can we begin to do?

Beree, He'll sleep it off somewhere, I tell you, and
then come home,.

Gerve. And who knows whether it was really Tsanc
that the watchman saw in the woods? '

Lewvix. It was, according to Petrush’s description.
Middle height. Blond beard. Derby.

Senoer. There’s a deseription for you! Is he ths
only man that’s of middle height and that wears a
derby? .

Bayvye [running aboul]. What's to be done?
Where can we look? Where can we find him? [Sils
~down upon the further bed and weeps.] .

SILENCE

Sexuer [whispers something to Lervix, indicating the
girls. Lemvix listens, distraught], '

Zzvric [to the girls]. An awful night, isn’t it?

Gerve [sighing]. Yes. A night of horrors..

Hixos, Ah! Such a night.

Sozyr [shivering]. Brrr! e

Zerie [to Lrmvix and Senpzr]. Did you ever know a
young lady as cold as this one? s

Senprr. It's really an awful pity.—

[Acr TIT

surely gone mad. Oh! Ohl.

Leivix. So I called Sender, and we both went to the
woods, to the place where the watchman said he saw him.
But we found nobody. e

Senper. I claimed beforehand that our going was use-
less. A fine chance you've got to find a person in the
woods,— especially at night. S

Lrivic. Just the same I'd have kept on searching.
By the light of the moon. . . . : o

Sexper. Then why didn’t you remain there? -

TImnpm. At nine o’clock this evening he was at Rivve
Shaynin’s tavern. : N

Tinnne. Well, That's right near the woods.

Bavive [weeping]. Then he must certainly have
goue back into the woods. How can we look for him?
How shall we find him?

7arie. You'll find him dead drunk. Berre says that
lie was bazcly able to stand on his feet.

Berne, I didn’t see him.  That’s merely what I was
told. :

Bayrye. Where can we look for him? Where can we
find him? -

Hinpe. Maybe he really went back into the woods.

Bavrye. He got drunk and did violence o himself,
[Wailing.] What's to be done? What can we even
begin to do? Let’s be off to the woods.

Sexper. Ha! You talk like a child. Think of her
wauting to hunt for a person in the woods, at night. i
And hers we are, just coming from the woods our-

[Pause. Bavrye’s weeping is heard. Bermr stands
scratching his beard. SexpEr and Zeuie stand opposite
the girls. They would like to open a conversation with
them, and the girls are expecting it. Meanwhile the.
girls seele the best poses they can assume, and cast sym-
pathetic glances towards BavLye. LEIVIE, too, Jooks at -
the girls, but something is on his mind.] D

Zeric [to the girls]. I was telling Issac to-day to give
a ball here and to invite us. :

Bavrve, You see the kind of a ball he’s given.
[Weeps louder.]

Hixpe. What do you mean? Why should he give a
ball? [Zruia laxghs and looks at Szweszm, Grrye
shakes her head disapprovingly, and turns away.]

Sexprr [to Zeuc aend Lrwik, nodding  towards
jerve]. She understends why, I'll wager.

Gerve [as before]. Little enough to understend.

Lewvix. I'm wondering and wondering where we can
look for him.

Berre. There’s nothing left to do-now. We'll have
to wait till to-morrow morning. That’s all there is to it.
And now it’s time to go home. [Banvim conlinues to
weep, Pause.] Well, I'm going home. Good night
to you all, What's the use of my idling here? Good
night, all. [Eait.] .

Zriuie [to Senper]. Shall we be going, too?

Senprr. What else can we do? '

Zeuic. And you, Leivik?

solves. Luivik. We'd better go. We can’t do anything else
Lrivik. We could all go. ) now.
Zuuie [to the girls]. Do you want to come to the Zevig [fo the girls]. Well, as hard as it is for me to
woods? . tear myself away . . . ;

Berrz [his woice is heard from the street]. Isaac!
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Isaac! ([A4il rush to the door and run outside.  The
room is left empty, except for the sleeping GisHINKE
and old Pinyg.] oo '

Pinve [siands still at the door, and speaks in a moan-
ing tone]. Desolate! Desolate! [Moans.] _

Isaac [enters, led by Brrxe and Luivir.  Ie is still
drunk and cannot stand]. ' ' L

Zeric [following them, jumping and clapping his
hands]., Ye’s here! He’s here! He’s here! He's
here! [Bavrye comes back.] SR '

Berns [cheered by Isaac’s return, he speaks freely
and happily, as if his guilt in Isasc’s spree had been
redeemed]. 1 go up the cellar-steps and I see some-
body sianding there,— leaning against the wall. One

= ~ of his hands here, the other there,—and he is staring -

2t the moon,—like this. I take another look: it’s

-, Isaac!

!
‘ split your head open. I'll pour out all the bitterness of
. my heart on to your head,~— your whole body and soul.

... [Lhey try to quiet her.] -

Isasc [in a drunken, dejected voice]. What are you'
so happy about? T -
Brrun. Happy about? Why, man, we've been look-
ing for you all night. And there he was, standing like
this, staring at the . . . o E ‘
Bayrye.
you are? :
Isaac. I'm no longer there. e
Bznrn., I take a look. .
there, I ask myself. . . . ,

 Berue. But, no, ha-ha. . . A
Lord of the Universe, who can it be standing like that, .

at night, T ask myself. So I go up nearer-to him, . ., J

Bayryz. Il teach him to borrow roubles, and spend’

them getting drunk! [Beree angrily motions her to
keep quiet, Bavive sits down upon the further bed,

[,
f

weeps and mumbles to herself, every now and then

breaking into a curse.

Leviz [to Isaac]. VVeré'jbu in the woods?

Isaac [drops suddenly upon the chair near the bureau 3

and bursts into tears]. - RO
Zruie [fo the girls]. He cried to-day in the factory,
too. A .
Bayrys. Let him cry for his brains, and his wasted
days and years.‘ His machine is dearer to him than his
wife and children, .
Tsiven [appears at her door,
the matter?
Gerye [hastens to her]. Nothing.
TsippE. Has he come already?

What's he crying about? ‘ '
GeLye ['push;;zg her back inlo the room]. Nothing, I

told you. Nothing. You'll know all about it to-mox-
row, Go to sleep. v .

Tsrepe. And why are you still up? It must be late.

Gerye. Go, I'll soon come. '

Tsippm. What’s this crowd here for?
ding.

Gerve [fas
ing there for, seratching yourself?
into the room, and closes the door.] .

Tsrepn [behind the door]. What are you pushing me
about for? Hey? '

GeLye [refurns to her place.
at her]. <

ISAEC [raising his hands above his head]. How un-
happy I feel! How unhappy! How unhappy! . . .

only half awake], What's

Nothing.
Is that he crying?

regular wed-

A

t losing her patience]. What are you stand~
[Pushes her back

SenpER and Zrric s'milel

Where've you been wz’mderirfzg,' drunk as

. . Who can be Astanding“

- long.

Bavrve [to Isaac]. Il grab hold of ’something. and |

. Igo uf) nearer to-him— |

]~
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Bavrye. He fcels unhappy! Ma ‘uﬁﬁa. m i

‘ appy! ess blight

his whole life! CGoes and gets druni. .o P ’ &

Isaic. Leivik, I feel unhappy! Un-hap-py!

his chest.]

[Bubs

Lewvix, Why, Isase! Youve acting just like a child!

Brrrg. In all my life I’ve never seen such a person!

Tssac. Leivik, T am wretched. ’

Lrrvig, What do you mean, wretched? Don’t be
foolish. ’

Sexrper. Don’t be a chump, and go to bed,

Souys [shivering]. That’s really the best thing to do.

Isasc. I feel wretched, Leivik— Eyen you don’t un-
derstand me.

Lyrvix, I understand yon very well, -

Baviye [sarcastically]. He’s so deep,
study to understand him!

Tssnc. I feel wretched, Leivik— I was in the
woods. I was there . . .

you've got io

Lyivre, Petrush, the watchman told mé that he hed ,\

seen you there. We've been hunting for you all night
f'_\YLYE. He wasn’t worth the trouble. The druni:—
ard! ' : :

I advise all of you to go home and leave him alone to
sleep it off! That's the best thing, Well. Good
night, [Eait.] ‘
Luwvir, I guess I'll be going, too.
aud lie down to sleep. '

Toaac [seizing Lerviz’s hand]. I feel'wré-tched. I

feel wretched. [Lrivik looks at the others, and shrugs
kis shoulders.] ; S e d A

Zetia [to the girls]. T don’t feel a bit sleepy. In
fact, I'd enjoy a nice walk now. It’s such a beautiful
night. Who'll come along?

Grerye. Not I. I'd prefer to go to sleep.  Good
night, everybody. [Runs into her room. ]

I%E'LXG and SenpER [bowing]. Good night, mademoi-
selle! :

Zerig, And remember to dream of me. [To Hinpr
and Sozye.] Well, what do you say? [Sozve looks o
Hinpg for a reply.] .

Hinor [fo Sozyz]. Do you want to go?

Sozve. Trifle too late, isn’t it?

Hinpz., Well, then we'll go to slecp, too. Good night,

Sexper. We, also.

Z1xie. Ave you going to stay, Leivile?

Lewvik [shows his hand, which Isaac still clutches, and
shrugs his shoulders].

[Sexpzr and Zerie, Hinoe and Sozve, go to the outer
door, where they stand chatting and laughing, out
of wiew.]

Bavive [arises, going over to the forward bed and
bringing the cradle near to it. She turns down the wick

-of the lamp, takes off her shoes, places the sleeping -

Gisuinks nearer to the wall, gets into bed and covers
herself]..

Lervix. Lie down to sleep, Isaac. Go to bed.

Isasc. My heart is heavy. MMy heart is heavy,

Baxrye. Sober up and it'll feel light again,

Isasc. I was in the woods, I went there right from
the factory. You know I didn’t really want to zo there.
But I went, I had to go, Something made me g0,—
made me rush onward, onward, onward.

BI:YLYE. Say yourself: isn’t he talking like a mad-
man?

. Burne [motiom'ng her to keep silent]. Well, I'm g&)—":
- ing home now. Time to go to bed, Who’s coming
along? Nobody? Then I'll go myself. Good night,

Undress, Isaac, -




4 ISAAC SHEFTEL -

i

[Acr 1T

Levix. You shouldn’t have drunk the brandy that
Berre gave you. L

Bavive. To borrow money and get drunk on it!

Issac. I wouldn’t have drunk it. But he brought it
close ta my nostrils, and the smell of it went to my head, -
and through all my being, and. I had to drink,

Bavive. Had to drink! .He had to drink!
forced hira to! : o

Lervik. You should have gone home, and to bed.

Isasc. Something made me rush onward. I dashed
through the streets. And I came to the woods. The
streets felt so narrow to me. In the streets there was no
voom to think., Only when I reached the free fields did
I mysclf feel free, and unrestricted. And a heaviness
came over my heart. Ah, how heavy, how heavy, how
heavy! 4

Bavuye [angrily]. Go to sleep, and let me sleep, too.
Isaac. Then only was I able to think, to understand.
And I feli it all,—1I felt it all!— [From the outer door

comés the sound of laughter.]

The law

Bavryn., And those ninnies there are giggling, the . . . -

Doznr [from her room]. What’s going on there, any-
way? Hey? [The outer door is quickly closed.]

Hixos [from the outer room]. Isaac’s come back. . . .

Dosse [as before]. But who just went out?

[Silence.] :

Isaac. I felt that I was an orphan, after having de- -

stroyed iy press and my machine,

Lervis. Now, aren’t you the fool? You'll certainly
be able to . . . ) o
Isaac. And in my heart there was a gnawing misery,

because I was so helpless, so helpless, so helpless. Do

you understand? I have the will, the vision, but not the

can’t. - And yet, I can! Do you understand,—1I know
that T can. And ... And ... And ... You said to-
day in the factory that sometimes when you sce a fine
painting, you become so sad, and some one seems to be
inside of you, tugging away at your heart, tugging.

Lerviz. Just the same you see it doesn’t unnerve me.
It keeps tugging away until it stops. You've got to be
& man. . .. T S

Bavrye [furning around so that she faces the wall].
A fine man fe is! : R o

Isasc. I'm a different sort of a person. I raised my
hands in the open fields and began to shriek, shriek,
shrie-e-ek ! , '

- Bavivn, Shrick your hend off ]  What are you alivleks
ing now for? XLet us sleep! He'll wake the children
yet.

Isaac. There was something that I wanted to shrick
out of me. Before my eyes stood the press and the
braiding-machine, ruined, smashed to bits, wrecked. . . .
My press, my machine.

Lemvix. Say yourself, Isaac. Arven’t you the fool?

Isanc, But all that is nothing aside of the fact that I
can’t accomplish the things I feel in me,—1I can't, I
can’t, I can’t!

Bavive. Please, Leivik, go home. Then he'll go to
bed, too. '

Isaac. When I came to the woods I began to beat the
trees, to bite them, to tear them, strike my head against
them, my hands, my feet. And my heart didn’t feel even
one hair lighter. I threw myself down on the cartl,
syrithed and tossed about. . . .

Lewvig. IHeavens!

Isaac. 1 torc up the grass, bit the earth. And sud-
denly there rolled out of my pocket a couple of coins.

| ability. I want to do something, you understand, and 1

-Leb the cold earth cool my feverish head.
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. o« [His speech shows signs of his extreme exhaustion.]
And when I saw the money, I was scized with a desire
to drink, drink, drink. :
Luvic. Really, I thought more of you than that, -
Baviyr [srores, and says something in her sleep].
Pinve [arises, and commences to walk about the
room].
Lervie. Well, T’ll be going now. And you go to
sleep. And be a little bit more of a man. You mustn’t
lose courzge at the very first!

Isaac. The drinking didn’t relieve me. It still
gnawed znd gnawed inside of me. And I roamed

through the streets, everywh — and it kept on gnawing,
gnawing. Do you understand? - There I was, unable to
stand on ruy feet, yet my hcad was clear. .

Levix. Have a good sleep and you’ll wake up a dif-
ferent man in the morning. T :

Isaac. You can sleep off such thoughts.
[Shakes lis head.] No. TI’Il not sleep mine off. To-
morrow, aud the next day, and the day after next, I'll

" be consumed and crazed by the thought that I can’t ac-

complish what I feel in me,—that I can’t, I can't.
Chains fetter .my hands, heavy weights oppress my
mind. . . . :

~ Leivik. That’s why I'm telling you I thought you had
You know how badly I wanted to become

But I say to myself, “ Well, it wasn't to be.

more sensc.
an artist.

That’s all.
under!” :

Isaac. I'm different, I tell you. I’m a different sort

of person. No brandy can bring me relief, neither can

sleep. '
Lervix. That remains to be seen. Just have a good

sleep. :

Isaac [arises, uncertain on his feet]. You see? T can
barely stand, you see? Yct inside of me there’s that
gnawing at my heart, and my mind cannot forget. It's
a trifle dizzy, but it cannot forget. [L'ales a few steps
toward Lrvik, wavers, and falls with his head towards
the cupboard.]

Bavrye [aroused by the moise]. What's the matter?
What’s the matter?

Lewix. Isaac fell. I'll pick him up and put him to
bed. . '
Baviye [falling asleep again]. For my part ke may
sleep forever, E
- Isasc. Dor’t pick me up, Leivik. I feel all right this
way. Letme lie, I don’t need any bed,

Luwvix [raising him]. But you can’t lie like this oll
night long,

Isaac. I’ll lie right here. Don’t pick me up, Leivik,
I feel better
here.

Lemvik. You're
close the door?

Isaac. You may leave it open.

crazy. Well, good-night. Who'll

No thiceves will come

here.
Lemvix. Don’t you think I'd better put you into
bed? : )
Isasc. No. I prefer this place. It cools my head.

Leivir. Well, good-night. [£ait.]

Tsaac. Good-night, Leivik,

Hinor [from the outer room]. How is he? Aslecp
already?

Lewvik [from the outer room]. Not at alll He’s ly-
ing on the floor. [Lrwik and HiNpr eppear af the
outer door.]

Hinpe. Fie! Get up, Isaac!

But I —

If you can’t go over, you've got to go
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Lemvix. Isaac, hadn’t I better. . .. [Isaac is silent.
Letvix makes a geslure of despair and leaves.]

Hiwoe., Dead drunk. [Disappears after Lemvix.
Both remain italking for o while in the ouler room.
Hinor’s laughter is heard, followed by “ Good-night!”
from Lewviz. The street door is heard being closed.
Silence. Flnpe appears once more at the outer door,
looks at Tsaac, utters several expressions of disgust and
disappears— The room becomes even darker; the glass
lamp-chimney has gathered soot. Only a small circle of
light about the table is wvisible, barely revealing the form
of Pixye, who walks about slowly.] e e

Pixve [soon coming to a stop over Isaac]. Dead.
Dead. - 4 ce e
Isaac [sobbing]. Yes, Death. Death. - =

Pinve. [resumes his  pacing]. Dead. Everything.
Dark. Cold. Dark and cold. And buried. And de-
cayed. And devoured by worms. And dark. And
cold. . Cold. Cold. [Stops and utlers strange sounds,
sharp, sibilant, like those of a moaning dog.} =~

Isaac [ke has sat up and buried his head in his hands.
Suddenly he turns around and stretches himself out on
his stomack, with his face to the cupboard]. ,

Bavive [turning over and ialking in her sleep].
‘How terribly unhappy I am. Terribly, terribly . . .

" Pinye [ceases moaning and resumes walking about].
Dark. Dark., Dark. [Moans as before.} : -
Isaac [sils up suddenly wiil a horrible outery]. Bay-

lye, I've swallowed the rat-poison! Baylye! Quick!
I've swallowed the poison! I didn’t want to do it, Bay- '

lye, I don’t want to die! Baylye, quick! «
Baviye [jumping out of bed, terrified]. What has
happened? - Good God! What has happened? ‘

Isaac. Baylye, I didn’t mean to do it! I didn’t mean

. to! I don’t want to. I don’t want to . . .

. Baviye. What don’t you want? Good God, what has
happened? . .

Isaac [sitting up, his feet stretched out and his head
sinking over, his hands in his kair]. I've swallowed the
rat-poison. I didn’t want to die. I don’t want to die.

- [Bavrye goes info Rhysterics. Pinvs stands over Isaac,

inquisitively. The children wake up and commence to
cry— There is a sound of opening doors and pattering

of bare feet.] »
Isaac [shrieking]. I don’t want to die! I don’t

" want to—!

CURTAIN




