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SINOPSIS OF A PLAY BY KLAUS MANN3

HE s BVENTAHBH ANGE L

[ ]

THREE ACTS (SIX SCENES)

joneral Description: The main theme of this pluy is Spirituslism -
the commmnicution between two spheres: the world of the livine ("the
hiysiesl plane”) and the world of the desd ("the reslm of the spirits"),
The second theme 1s the coming end of the world -- an imminent cosmie
catastrophe predicted by the leading charceter (s medium and cleir=
voyent) and discussed throu hout the drems., The third (end meybe most
importent)theme 1s pure romence =-- & love effalr which besins under
rather pecullur clrcumstances, only to come to a quick and tregie end.
seese The structure of the drams 1s simple and tranaparent <= with the
whole setlion taking plasce in one room, in the course of three davs,
sess While not involving any particular technical difficulties, 1THE
SEVENTH ANGEL 1s by no meens an easy play to produce, it needs atmo=
sphere -=- stmosphere above 211} In other words, it needs a director
sensltive und experienced enough to mix and measure the various in=
redlents -- the poetic, the grotesque, the tragic, the mecabre --
of which this drametic orgenism 1s composed,

i
Drometla Person:e:

VERA VANSTRAATEN: wedium and clairvowendi widow of the “Master,™
Jan Vanstraaten. (Lesding charscter of 'the play. About 52 attrac=
tive -= of a delicete, romantic bamirty¥, but not hystericszl or
apsemic. Strong dremetie accents: outbursts of tenderness, anger,
fear, etec. -

TILL (The lending man, About 25; "obu"t, h nisow;, intellizenti some=
What on the adventurous side: & youn sbond == sliihtly irres~
ponsible, but full of dynsmics, charm, imf inztion.)

JUDITH VANSTRAATEN: Vera's sister-in-lsw, sister of the lute "Magter;"
sacretnry deneral of the Vanstruaten Soclety, (About &j puralyzeds
rovln sbout in a wheeled chalr, Very intelligent; hard, sustere;

5 Lominaerinh personality, conspicuously devoid of snv aenae of
muor . Unsenupulous, out of genulne funaticism: relentless, eruel --
but without mesn or nettv features,)

VERA'S SIX CHILDREN (PFrom 15 to 6-- the two most importent ones being
the oldesat .1r1, URSULA, and the youngest bov, DudkF, Lgke decisively
part in the sotlion; should commend phvsieal grace, & good dictlon,
intellizence, self-assurance,)

THREE OLCUIE SCHOLARS: UNCLE, LARUE, LI TS0 <=« representing the Vun~
stranten Soclety in the United States, Burope and the Fapr Lagt,
(Thﬂnn rotea11a cheracters in their fifties) huggard, haunted,
pathetlec == but not farciecall Men of resl learning and Lntqllectull
passion ~- even though muddled, neurotie, and somewhst ludicrous.)

TWO OLD WOMAN SERVANTS (Both in their 1rt1ﬁq; hurorous types with
e somewhat fantustiec touch: the old NURSE of an egiresslve, quarrel=
some and s?uhbo"n disposition; the old co0K .- wod=-natured, fat and
prin.i':iv‘ﬁ.

BALTASAR: a butler. (About 60; servile, ceremonious,)

JAKOB: &n old fisherman. (rbcn* 703 ﬁulf-crazy 'udtn-beurdad romentlc.}

JANE; sn orphen. (15; 2 halfewit; & natural child of the mpqtnr,
living in Vera's house,)




Place of Action: The home of the Vanstragten fumily -- sltusted
on u« small 1sland in the Pacific Ocean, off the Cunlifornisn coust,

deenes A large room on the ground floor, almost on 2 level with the
gurden =~ halfechapel, half-living room. Prominently displayed, « bust
of the late "Master;™ a portruit of Vera dressed as “priestess;"
4« colored reproduction of Bbeklin's painting, "Island of Death.,” ...
In the center of the backiround, an slter-like structure -- a pedestal
of white marble covered with magic symbols, .+ Two doors* one, st
the right, to the interior of the house; the other, at the left, is

,lass door which cen be covered with a curtaln of hesvy, dark materisl,
When the curtain is removed, &« part of the garden becomes visible -«
with palm trees and blooming bushes profiled ugainst the near oceun,

LT

The drames

ACT ONE

First Scenes Morning. The SIX CHILDREN praecticing the Dance of the
Seven Angels (from the Apocalypse), which they are tec perform the

same evening, on the occasion of & specinl séance, JANE, the helf-wit,
wants to take over the part of the Seventh Angel, but 1s derisively
turned down by the others. The youngest boy, VWARF, decides to ask
Mother to produce #2 seventh child. «.. JUDITH interferes, chides child=
ren for taunting Jene, whom she orders to participate in the dance as
bearer of the seventh trumpet, ... OLD WOMAN SERVANIS gnnounce excitedly
the aprrivul of three guests on the island, JUDITH gsends CHILDHEN to
fetch Vera from nearby "Contemplaution Rock." ... JUDITH and the THRLE
VISITORS: UNCLE, LARUE, LI TS0. The professors report sbout the sad
state of world affuirs: confusion, aprrehension in Americe, Surope,
nnd Asla. JUDITH explains why she asked the representatives to attend
the coming séances the "Master's" spirit is expected to materiulize’
His appesrunce will confirm und elucidate s vision Vera, the dium,
hud some time ago == & prophetic day-dream suggesting the immient

end of the world. +.. Exit PROFESSORS, VERA =2nd CHLLDREN from the
garden., DWZRFP asks his mother to present them with s seventh chlldi
VERA's emburrassment, Exit CHILDREN, ..., VERA-JUDITH, JUDIIH tells

her sister-in-law sbout arrival of juests, VERA pefuses to see them
is puzzled, intrigued, uncertain, frightened, She hopes fervently for
late husband's promised muterislizution, but is afrald he will not
appresr in order to punish her. Remembers an srgument she had with him
during their last excursion in a sailing boat, shortly before he was
drowneds his jealouay when she looked ot s young men in & blue sweste
passaing by in another boat, .,. Exit JUDITH, VERA slone* monologue in
front of the "Master's™ bust; she implores him to appesr, lest she
belleve he has ceased to love her,

Second Scenet The sume duy, evening; shortly before the beginning of
the sbence, The TWO OLD WOMAN SERVANTS, arranging the room for coming
cersmony; discussing Judith's secrecy, the coming end of the world,
the weaknesses of the Vanstraaten family, ete. later joined by the
THREE PROFESSORS, then by BATTASAR, the butler, and JAROB, the flsher=
maen in whose boat the Master mude his fatal trip. General conversation
in anticipution of coming séunce, PROFESSORS and SERVANIS pacull
other materislizetions they witnessed. JAKODB predicts storm. e
CHILDREN, in angel costums for apocilyptie dence, vUDITH opens meetin
with formal little speech informing assembly of probuble end of the
world, Verious reactions, ... lEusic; dence of the CHILDAEN; . rowing




expsetution == coming to s elimsx with the solemn entrance of Viith

who tukes plsce in the center of the cirele, as CHILDREN are performing
their puntomime. JANE's trumpet fulils to produce any sound; CHLILDIEN
join cirele, ... VERA, In somi-trunce, ecommunicates with husbend’ s
spirit; repests with increasing intensity her request that he keep his
promise and make himself visible, Her supplication finally assumes the
character of 2 violent puroxyam, As he criea out her demand ("Youn
must comped”), nolses are heard =t the lefts the pluss door 1s
opened frnm\fhe outside, & human figure moves behind the dark eurtein.
Dirkness -- with 11 the candles blown out by the storm. Fenle smong
the sitters a8 the humen figure falls into the room, VERA, 1in & breakin
voice: "From where do you come?" == The apparitiont "From down there...
from the depth..s" «s¢ CURTAIN.

ACT TWO

Third Scenes Noxt morning. The stranger (TILL) on & couch, covered
w1lth Dl.nkets; VERA, trying to bring him beck to life by magnetizin
him. As TILL moves and seems on the point of waking up, eshe leuves hin
= frightened, ("You &re not the one 1 huve been eallin: for?) ...
TILL, 8t11l ealeep, and the SIX CHILDREN, They take him for & domon
and try to oxoreise him by meens of & apeecinl exorcising dence with
terrifying mesks, CHILDREN run away &8 TILL awnkens. «es +4Lb, awske,
first 2lone, then with JANE, who presents him with shells and begs him,
not te let the world come to an end, Exit JANE, ..+ Next visitors
JAKOB, the h-lf-gcrazed fisherman, who psys homage to TlLL as & "delty
of the waves" and decorsates him with ses flowers, T1LL thinks himself
in sn inssune ssylum, Exit JAKOB,sa the TWO OLD WOHAN SERVANIS appecp
with « curious kind of breskfast. ... Humorous scene between 44l pand
the TWO OLD WOMAN SERVANTS, .. fihen the two old women are jone,
BALTASAR czlls on the stranger. In the course of the cunversntionjrluu
finds out thaut he 1s beinz taken for u _host -- or rather, & speciul
"messenzer" of the Master., ... TILL, «lone, greatly amuseds decldes
to contimue the ecomedy. Looking sround, he notices bust, ulter, etei
is fascin:ted by Vera's portreit. ... TILL aund the THR:s FROFASOURS |
They tell him sbout the setup and the functions of the Venatrusten
Soclety; he -- still Eoslng as "Messenger" -- demends to be confronted
with the "priestess," Exit PROFESSORS. ... TILL, JUDITH, Vira: Vers,
still afrald of TILL, hes been persuzded, 1f not forced, by Judith to
present herself to the "wessenger," TILL ssks JUDITH to g0s sse TILL -
VERA. She wants to hear his "message": What does he know ubout the
couwing end of the world? He -~ rather nonplussed at first == becomes
more eloquent as she begins to "megnetize” him agein, ceressing nls
forehesd with her fingertips, Half-hypnotized, he begins to deve lop
his plan for a possible salvation of the endangered world -- & detelled
Eroirnm of allegddly supernsturzl origin on which nrlestess end
messenzer” will have to collaborzte,

Fourth Scene: The seme day, evening., VERA-TILL - both somewhat ex=
Rtusted olter thelr long conversation. Having explained his pro Pum
of how to prevent the threatening disaster, he agks her to exeuse him
for = 1ittle while &8s he wants to return to the 'other world" and

get new instructions, Disappesrs into the zarden.: ... VERA with JUDLLH,
then JOLMQd by THREE PROFESSORS. She informs them about the "messen=
ger's® project snd his willingness to stay and work with the Venstresten
Soclety. JUDITH does not gquite shsre Vers's onthusiasm the messenger's
{des of saving the world by meens of soeisl and economic reforms fuils
to eppesl to the intransigent mystic. The PROFEISORS, on the other hand,




e
- are nuieck in grasping wﬁ;t‘Qn enormous chsnece
Vera's project »nd the presaence of the messenger mesn from the point
of view of business snd propagende, While they sre discussing the
coring campsisn "to save the world from disaster," T1LL peturns from
the gerden -- ncﬁfﬁhrin; a blue swester, (BALTASAR, in the ihird Seene,
hus tauken Ti11l's clothes awey, to have them driled and cleaned.) Vida,
seeinz him in his sailor-like ountfit, is momenturily perplexed, us
ne reminds her of the younz men who uroused her husband's jeulousy.
TILL asks JUDITH and the PROFESSORS, rather brusquely, to leave him
alone with Vera, ... VERA-TILL: long dislogue, lie confesses that he
has been cheating hers he is not a _host, not 8 "messonger" -- just
an ordinsry young msn who enjoys solitary sailing trips and whose
boat wes thrown by &« sudden storm apgeinst the roecks of this island,
First she refuses to believe him ("You are the Measenger) Lou came
st the very moment I called for youl"); but graduslly he succeedes in
econvineing her of the truth, She breaks down completely -- horrified
and humiliated, He tries to explsin how it heppened -- hls weekness
for pranks and disguisesj, his desire to please and help heri but she
remsins inconsolable, ¥inslly she ssks him to go. Before dolng so,
he tells her whrt he thinks of apirituslism ("Egybe there are ghostsé
I don't know; but I do know that we mustn't expect any help from themi”)
and urges her to find back to reality, lest she perish in madness,
He is on the point of leaving when she, all in tears, encourages him
to stev. Now he revesls his real feelinugs for her: "Yes, I a m the
one for whom you have been waiting -= but in quite a different sense..,
with increasing passion he trie§ to meke love to her - apesking of
his loneliness, his hard, restless life, his lonuing for & womsn
in whose arms he micht find pesce.., And VERA, evading his embraces?
"Bawore of mel Don't touch mel I sm the instrument, the victim, the
property of invisible powers who will destroy wvou if you vioclute the
tabool" -~ In the end, however, he holds her., They are in love with

esch other: "Nothing else mstters,” he seve., "1he world comes to un
Bnd..." 8w CUMAI“.

ACT THREE

Fifth Scene: Next morning. VERA, on the couch; TliLL, 1listening to

ner us she talks 1in her sleep. In her somnambul stute, she tukes
herself for "the Islsnd" -- "the lsland of Denth, the lgland of Love,
the Kaster's Msusolem" =« and sndvises the strsnger to explore the
besuties of har scenery. In particulsr, she wants him to have lonk
at the "Contemplation Rock" == :"mv most glorious spot, the favourite
place of poor 1little Vera...' As TILL wakes her up, she hue forgotten
a1l sbout her dream, Finding herself in his urms, she realizes that she
has offended against the la+ of the Islsnd, She urges 1111 to take her
away from this place where both, she and he, would be doomed. He 1s
over joyed. ("Is it true? You want to live with me? Wunt to become mv
wife?" ) They decide to flee right away, Discusalon of their future
1life: difficulties thev will heve to meet, ete, VAlli wunts to .o up=
stnirs to pack a few things; she begs Till, not to stay in the house
("H @ 13 here -- the Masterl Don't you feel his presence!"), but to
weit in the gsrden urntil she ealls for him, Exit T1LL, ,,, JUDLTH onters
as VERA is just about teo go upstairs, VERA tells JUDITHL about her
decision to leave the island and to live with ¥111, ("He is not &

host or u messenger of -hosts: he is & nman -- 1 love him'") JUDITH ..
petrified with horror. ("You can't do it! The powers will interferel”)
She reminds Vers of her oath, never te leave the island, but in vains
VERA expleins, defiantly, that she hau 8 to got "1 spm his mistress --
here, on this bed..." As JUDITH strikes st her, VEHA cries out her




soumglated bitterness. ("What kind of 1ife have I had in thls accursed
house? A mazile parrot -- that's what you have made of mel &n mutomat
repesting the messagzes of the desd... But now I am freel 1 love him\")
Axit VERA. ... JUDITH, first alone; then with the THREE PROFESSURS,
Short scene. They want to see "the priestess" to get further instructiom
from her. JUDITH explains that "something slizhtly unpleasant has
occured -- "z minor disturbsnce provoked by an inferlor entity that
tries to interfere with the Master's plans.” Bverything will be «ll
risht, howsvers "I am perfectly able to hendle the situstion.” bxit
PHOFE}SSORS- ese JUDITH sand the S1X CE}.ILDHI&E. Thevy are not too surprised
to hear that the so-called "messenger" (whom they never trusted,) is
in reslity sn evil spirit sent by "the derkest power" to bewitch snd
kidnep their mother. JUDITH hes "direct word from your father” thet
the demon hes to be "destroved." Having assumed 2 human body, he can=
not be exorcised, but has to be killed., The futher-chost wents the
children to tauke care of this necesssry job. ... While JULLIITH moves
her wheeled chalr to the gless door at the left, the CHILDREN 6 in the
foreground, have s 1littls strategiec conference. They declde to invite
74111 for a walk through the 1sland end to push @ him from the Lon=
tomplation Rocke «es JUDITH announces T111l's coming, She will glve him
& laust chence. If she succeeds in changing his mind, he may go in
peace; otherwise,... The CHILDREN are to withdrew to the gsrden while
she talks to him. One of them will hide near the glass door == weitin
for a certain cue from the aunt ("May the poweres puide and protect
youl") whieh indicatee that they have to go sheads eee¢ *4il, from the
garden, with JANE., He hesitates at first to come in, but then follows
JUDITH's invitation. He has explored the island but could not find the
place he was reelly looking for =-- the Contemplation Hock --, as his
"l4ttle guilde" (JANE) does not know the secret peth. He asks the
CHILDREN whether thev could show him the way to thuat particular spot,
but they excuse themsalves -- for the time being... Bxit CHILDREN --
with DWARF staving behind, hidden nesr the glass door, ..., JUDIIH -
TILL. She tells him that she knows evervthing implores him to re=
nounce Verz. As he remains sdsment ("1 love herl"), she seems to re=
si.n herself to the ineviteble. ("Well then =- if 1t has to be, 4
hope you will be very very happy together...") He -- deli,hted, .rate=
ful -- hu.s and kisses her, JUDITH pronounces the decisive words (“l.y
the powers...")s the CHILDREN return from the gurdens se. vl LDiren
propose walk to the Rocks TILL rccepts, JANE, who tries to warng him,
is silenced by JUDITH. The SIX CHILDREN put on their terrible "ox=
orclsing masks," us they surround TILL -- leading him to the garden.
ees JUDITH with JANE (whom she hes prevented from followlng the others/;
then the TWO OLD WOMAN SERVANTS, who znnounce excitedly thut Vera 1s
ready to leave the house and the island. ... VERA 6 dressed for the
trip, rushes to the ;lass door, calls for Till, JUDITH: "He does not
hear you." VERA soes on e¢alling: "Till.., Where ure you, my lovef
Don't you hear me%ses T11ll,.6 Ti1less Till..."

Sixth Scene: The same dav; evening., VERA - JUDITH, VERA, still in her
trivel clothes == sti1ll eallinz for Ti11l, She collapses as JUDITH tells
her, "He is gone," While VERA cries and whimpers in her lap, the older
voman speaks of the inexorsable hardness of "the Law," the necessity
of renuncistion, her own bitter experiences, ("What 1s the price we
have to pay for our privilege? Not less than -- everything...') Finelly
she encourrges VERA to appesl to the spirits aguin, Exit VERA, ..,
JUDITH, first alone, addressing the altar of the "invisible powers"
(®Porzive herl Give her strength! And forgive me, too, for what 1 may
have done wrong. All I wanted was, to serve you, beloved spirits..." )’




then with JAKOB and JANE -- carrying & covered bler which they leavse
outside, in the garden, It 1s Ti11l's body. JUDITH orders them to re=
turn the corpse to the sea, and not to tell anybody =bout their dis=
covervy., Also, she orders JANE to leave the house and live from now on
with 0ld JAKOB in his hut. ("You have dissppointed me, The failure of
your trumpet remsins nnnnrdnnuble. You are not good enough to aet as
the Seventh Angel,") Exit JAKOB and JANE, with bier., ,., JUDIIH with
TWO OLD WOMAN EEHVALTS and dﬁLﬁﬂﬂﬂR 1s tﬂr with THREE PROFESSORS |
SERVANTS prepare room for séance, rhi]e PROFESSORS try to explain
their plans for coming cempaign. The? are interrupted by JULITH, Vorse,
she says, has been 1lncorreetly informed by the tres gherous kessenger.
"Instead of trying to prevent or postpone the inevituble, it is our
task to prepare a doomed mankind.,." g IThe bulLDﬁnh appear in angel
costums, repdr for their dance; the "sitters" form their circle in
front of the altar -- waiting for fhe beginning of the séance, ...
Bnters VERA -- now(sgainJdressed ¢ "priestess,’y She asks everybody
to leave the room: only the LHILDRhN are to witness her dialogue with
"the other side," ... VERA and the CHILDREN; séence., First she comes
in contaet with T11l1's ghost who tells her about the clrcumstances of
his death. ("It was nobody's fault.., The ses attructed me.,.") dnother
volice -=- the Master's -- interrupts him, 31nrrelsom-. (411 this is not
to be heard by the audlence but becomes clesr merely through Vera's
answers snd reactions.) Then the two voices merge, unite, snd == havin;
become one twofold orgun -- dilsclose the great news: VERA 13 to give
birth to & seventh chlldl Will it he the angel whose trumpet announces
the coming of the apocalypse? Or will it be the savior? Upr just cenother
ehild...? VERA asks these guestione, but she receives no answer: the
spirits withdrew -- bidding her Farewell. This will be the lest time
thut she hears from them. From now on, she has & new ' ralson d'8tre,
new mission, & new dignity. ... #lone with the CHILDREN 6 she tells
them about her happiness: "You sre poinz to have a seventh brothes!”
As the others (JUDITH, the THREE PROFE iSSORS, the SERVANIS) return to
the room, VERA udzoniahes the CHILDREN not tﬁ betray the secret. JUDLIIH
and her friends -- svid for news sbout the end of the world -- are
diseppointed and a4@nry when told by VERA that she will not communiecste
vith the other world snymore, o matter what destiny may bring -- she
is not ufraid, nor does she want t0o Know. ... "Look at her'™ one of the
PROFESSORS whispers. "A glorv around her head.,." -- "4nd what sbout
us?" JUDITH asks bitterly., "Are we to remain in d rkneqs!' -= énd VERA -.
smiling, transfigured --: "Derkness ‘hﬂre is also in me, where new
life begins to grow. But no anxiety anymore! The bliss rPdlwting from
my brow -- r;oug too, mipght Pind it: 1f only you cessed to search for
itl,/ Pear not!l" .... CURTAIN.

L1}




PERSCNS UF THE FLAX:
VERA VANSTHRAATEN, wedium and clairvoyant; widow of the "Master",
Jan Vanstraaten

DR. JUDITH VANSTRAATEN, sister of the late Jan Van:traaten; Se-
eretary General of the Vamstrasatem Soclety

PROF. H. F. UNCLE, representative of the Society in thelUnited States

PROF. HECTOR LAKUE, representative of the Society in Burcpe

PROF, LI TS50, represemtative of the Society in the Far Sast
URSULA (14)
CASPAR (13)
CHRISTOFHER (12)
DORIS (11)
BETTY (7)

PUCK (6)

JANE (14), an orphan
NURSEKY MARY

KITCHEN MARY

JACCB, a fisherman
TILL

The action takes place in Vera Vanstrasten's
home =- the central seat of the Vamstrautien
Society =-, situated on & swall island in
the Pacific Cecean, off the Californian coast.

- ey e ERg Ry Ry ey =y




49




g

SCENE 1

(At the rise of the curtain, before the stage is illuminated, five
trumpet-blasts are heard, accompanied by the hollow beat of a drum.

A fine worning. The glass door to the garden is open. Garden and
sea which can be seen through the door appear gloriocusly iresh and
alive under a radiant sky.

In the foreground, the SIX CHILDAZN are standing, arranged according
to their height and age. From right to left ("right" and "leit"

of the audidnce), URSULA, CASPAR, CHRESTURMSR, DURIS, BETTY, PUCK.
The children are wearing dark suits of austere simplicity. Their
faces are covered with painted masks topped by wigs -« the features
frozen in a blissful, yet umcanny, smile under the barcoue crown of
luxuriant silver curls. In their raised hands they hold large silver
trumpets of eccentriec shape.

Somewhat remote from the others, at the extrewe rignt of the fore-
ground, JANE is souatting, with a large drum between her knees. She
is not wearing a wmask. Her face appears almost idiotic with its
watery eyes and half-open wouth. She, too, i1s dressed in black, but
the cut of her loose, dirty garwent differs from that of the neat
uniforms worn by the other children.

At the extreme left of the foreground stands a big black box Tull of
many-colored masks and costumes: Other theatrical properties -- wigs,
wings, weapons, musical instruments, and the like -- are scattered over
the floor.)

THE SIX GHILDREN: "And the sixth angel sounded..."
URSULA (produces the sixth trumpet-blast.)
JANE (beats the drum with increased intemsity.)

THE 51X CHILDREN (perform & few solemm steps, to the rhythm of the
dm‘t-)




SCENE 3

A large room on the ground fleor -- almost on a level with the
garden.

At once pompous and gloomy in appearance, the place seems to suggest
the combinationm of a scwewhat eccentric chapel and an elegant
living room. There are groups of chairs and swall tables, a couch,
a standing lamp, a little library, and variocus other pieces of col~
ventional furni . The center of the background is occupied by
an altar-like structure -- a massive cube of white marble covered
with magic trisngles and hieroglyphics. O(m top of this pedestal
stande a big gold candelabrum with seven Lranches carrying seven
tall candles. The following imscription is written in prominent
gold letters across tie entire width of the rear wall of the room,
behind the altar: BELOVED SPIRITS, GUIL. AlD PROTECT US, LEST Wi
@0 ASTHAY! == A medium-sized organ has its place not far from the
altar, in the center of the rear walle

In the foreground, prominently displayed, a bust of the late Jan
Vanstrasten, with a gold inscription raaaing. THE MASTER. The
white warble face -- cold and majestic, with ite acuiline nose and
imposingly &rched forehead -- seems o dominate the whole room.

The twe side walls are adorned with one colored picture each:
to the right, a reproduction of Armold Boecklin's painting, DIE

POTENINSEL (lsland of Death); to the left, a portrait of Vera

Vanstrasten presented as THE FRILSTESS -- an attractively ethereal’
face with closed eyes under a white head-band, emerging isolated
and disconnected from the darkness of cosmic space.

There are two doors. The ome to the right (of the audience) com-
nects the room with a spacious lobby and the adjacent staircase.
The one to the left is a large glass door which can be covered
with a curtain of heavy, dark, rough waterial. When the curtain
is removed, a part of Lhe garden bDecomes visible, with palm trees
and blooming bushes profiled against the near ocean.
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URSULA (comes to an abrupt stop, while the others continue their poupous
procession for sowe wore seconds. She removes her wask -- revealing &
bold, boyish face with expressive, dark eyes under a wane of dark, unruly
hair. She shakes her head, shrugs her shoulders): The whole thing
doesn't work. Our dance is no good -- that's all. There should be
seven of us.

CASFAR (removes his mask. His face is gemtle and dreamy, framed by soft,
8ilky ecurls. His voice, too, sounds softer than that of his sister):
But Ursulal What are you talking about? After all, we have never been
wore than six. Why should there be seven of us, all of a sudden?
URSULA: Because in the story Father told us everything went by seven:
seven stars, seven thunders, seven churches, seven seals, seven vials of
wrath. Don't you remember, Caspie? It was seven every time: The seven
last plagues, and the seven lamps of fire burning before the Throme,
which are the seven Spirits of God:. ZHven the great red dragon had seven
heads, and on his heads the names of blaspheuy.

CHRISTOPHER (removes hie mask. The face he shows to the audience is of
precocious gravity, with a pointed little nose and mear-sighted eyes.

AS soon as he has taken off his mask, he hurriedly produces a pair of
spectacles and, even before he puts thew on, he has already begumn to
speak in a pedantically earnest fashion): I am surprised at you,
Ursula. You're getting everything wixed up. It's not the dragom who
has the seven names of blasphemy; it's the Beast -- you know, the awiul
Beast that rises up out of the sea.

URSULA:  Well, what's the difference?

CHRISTOPHER: That's the way Dad told us the astory. The Beast he told
us about locked like a leopard, and his feect were as the feet of a bear,
and his wouth as the mouth of a lion. I rewmember Just how he put it.

The awful Beast and the great red dragon are not the Jame thing,

Not




at all. Do you want to change Dad's story?

PUCK (removes his mask. He has the clever,, humorous features of a
mischievous cherub. His high-pitched litile voice has cuite an
aggressive tome): I want to play the Beast.

URSULA: Ridiculous.

BETTY (removes her wask. She, toc, locks ilmpish enough, if somewhat
leses pugnacious than her little brother): and I want to play the dragon.
The great red dragon -- that's what 1'm going to plapl

DORIS (removes her mask. Her eyes are bDlue, wide and round in a cute,
doll-like face. She sounds cuite annoyed as she exclaims in a chirping
little voice): Always the little onesl Too 8illy! Always the two
dwarfse! Wwhy don't you let Christopher speak? Why don't you let him
finish the story?

URSULA (to Christopher): All right then, Chris, since you're so sumart
and know everything, you may as well tell us what happened after the
sixth trumpet-blast.

CHRISTOPHER: Why, of course, after the sixth trumpei-blast there was
the amy of the horsemen -- twe hundred thousand thousand oI thewm.

The horsemen hed breastplates of fire, and out of the mouths of the

horses came fire and smoke and brimstone. iy these three the third
partofmmindwﬂkille&-- by the fire, and by the smoke, and by
the brimstone, which issued out of their wouths.

PUCK: Wiy Jjust the third part of wankind? Why not all of them?
BETTY: What's brimstone, Chris? Doe¢s it hurt? And why did the smoke
harm the people so much? VWhat's wrong with a little smoke?

URSULA (to Christopher): Don't pay any attention to them. Just go on
with your story. And what happeued next?
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CHRISTOPHER: You knmow it yourself, Ursula -- don't you? You knmow per-

fectly well what -hlppenid. The nations of the world are amgry, and

"the great wrath is cowe, and the time of the dead that they should be
Judged"”.

CASPAR: And the seventh angel soundecC.

URSULA: That's it! The seventh angel sounded. And there are just six

of us« Not seven.

PUCK (giggles as he apes the worried tome of his sister): Just six --
not seven! Not seven of us -- just sixl

URSULA: Now, what's so funny about that?

PUCK (giggling): It's y o u , Ursula, who's being funny! Funny
Ursulal Always so excited, taking things so seriously! Just like

the grown-ups. Just as funny as the funuy grown-u s.

BETTY (giggles): Fumny Ursula -- always S0 grown-uppisn!

USSULA (rather irritated): Wwell, if I am “grown-uppish" == you two
are just babies, and pretty fresh babies at that. You'd betuier cdo a
little thinking, Puck -- and that goes Ior you, too, Betty baby. Den't
you see that we have plenty of reason to worry? After all, ét'scmot
just amother Demce of suticement we're practicing here; it's supposed
to be something differemt, sowething important! Dad has asked us
prepare a very special muamber Ior the Party tonight. The number he
wants us to do will be based on the stery he told us some weeks ago.
You remember the story, Puck?

PUCKs Of course! I know my stuff. In wy own way, I'm just as smart
a8 Chris who thinks he knows everything by heart.

URSULA: That's fine. Then it shouldn't be hard for you, Puck, to under-
stand that Father expects a dance of seven angels tonight -~ mot sixi

PUCK: But there only a r e 8ix of us -- not seven., It isun't our




fault -« or is it?

URSULAs We have to find some way out. Dad uusta't be disappointed. Not

tonight! That would be terrible. Mind you, this is the day we've been
walting for...

CASPAR: The great day for which Daddy has promised...

CHRISTUFHER: It's today that Mother thinks Father will... might be
ready tosee

URSULA: Now imagime! If our dance doesn't cuite come off, he'll be
snnoyed; and in his anger -- just to punish us -- he might change his
wind...

FUCK: What are you talking about, Ursula? Are you trying to say that
Dad way not come at all?

URSULA: Exactly. That's what 1'm afraid of.

PUCKs But he mu s t come!

URSULA: I don't think he will. Our dance isn't good enough. Six angels,
instead of sevenl |

PUCK:s ALl right, then we've got to have a seventh angel.

URSULAs I know it. But where are we going to find him?

PUCK: I'll talk it over with Mama. She'll get another little brother
for us.

URSULA3 How could she == in such a rush? We need the seventh angel by
tonight. Besides ... Well, anyhow, it's a silly idea. Quite ouf of
the cuestion. Just forget about it.

PUCK: I'll ask her =- I will. Mom can do anything. She won't let us down
ot Mamal

URSULAs Forget about it, Puck. Mother wust not be bothered. We can't
even talk to her -- you know that. Aunt Judith doesn't want us to talk
to Mother at all.
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PUCKs Then I'll ask Aunt Judith for special peruission to ask kama...
URSULAs It is against the Law.
PUCKs I'll do it. I will.
USSULA: Now li.ten to me, you stubborm little focles.
PUCK: I certainly will. You'll see. I'uw mot afraid of Aunt Judith.
CHRISTOPHER: There we are, wasting time with idle talk -- just six of
us, not seven! Where is the seventh angel?
TH: SIX CHILDREN: Wwhere is the seventh angel?
JANE (who has been scuatting motionless and aloof during the preceding
conversation, now points at herself, grins and stammers): Number Seven --
it's me, it's me +.. Don't you recognize me? Little Sister Jane -- the |
seventhe..
URSULA: Simple Jane -- the seventh angell what a jokel
JANE; Number Seven == it's me! The seventh litile sister, the seventh
trumpet-blast...
URSULA: Shut up. You don't belong to us. You're nof sister of ours.
JANE:s But Aunt Judith sgys...
URSULA: Whatever Aunt Judith uay sg, you m not a member of the
femily., A stranger -- that's what you are. And a half-wit at thatl
DORISs I dn't like strangers. OStrangers smell. Makes we kind of
gick == the strange smell of strangers.
JANE; Little Jane -= mo strangers... Your little sister she i8...
The number Seven you are locking 1for..
URSULA: That's enmough from you, idiot. Why, I wonder if you're any-
thing like a real human being. What about your finer organs, Jane?
Do you have a decent astral body? What about your vibrations? The
soul, the karma, the ethereal substance -- everything gome, I suppose?
The whole spiritual personality -- not culte developed, withered, shrunk




away?

PUCK and BETTY (begin to dance around Jane - giggling and shouting):
All shrunk away, all gome! The nicer organs, the astral vibrations --
all foul, all rottenl Fiel

JANE (bursting into tears): All shrunk aw&yess It's not wy faultes.
Too bade..

PUCK and BETTY (continue to caper and laugh with increasing ¥iolence):
Too bad, too bad'. Nothing left of Jame's finer stuffl All gone, all
withered -- fie! Shame on you, shrunken astral Jane!

JANE (in tears): No fault of mine... Too bad...

THE 51X CHILDREN (nmow united in their derisive dance arcund the weeping
Janel: Shame on you, shrunkem astral Jame! Pish, pish! Fie, fiel
Phew, phew! A seventh angel without finer organs! All withered, shrivel-
ed, crippled -- what a shamel

(while the CHILDREN are shouting and jumping sbout, DH. JUDITH VANSTRAATEN
woving in a wheel-chair, has entered the rocw frouw the garden. She is a
woman in her late forties or early fifties; dressed in black; a figure
of austere dignity; grey-haired, with sharp, intelligent, ascetic
features. Half-paralyzed, she handles her wheel-chair with remarkable
dexterity and assurance; she has the air of an Oriental potentate on a
litter).

JUDITH (with great authority): Quiet!

RHE SIX CHILDKEN (stop capering, as if petrified).

JUDITH; Are you cut of your minds? You're ascting like little demons,
like common poltergeists -- 1 am shocked! To turn handsprings -- here,

in the sacr-d Parlour, just a few steps from your father's pust --i what

an outrageous thing to dod Your unspeakable conduct will certainly be
wought to the attemtion of your wother who, in her turn, will inform

iy



your father.

PUCK: Don't tell Mama, aunt Judith! Please, don't tell Mawa to tell bad
that we haven't been good. We'll always be good Irom now om.

JUDITH; Wwell, 1'11 think it over. Why is poor litile Jane crying?
URSULA: You know how she is, Aunt Judith. Cries without any reason.
JUDITH; Was there no reason now?

URSULA: I didn't mean to hurt her feelings. It was Just... Well, you
see, I just teold her that she doesn't have amy astral bedy.

JUDITHs That was very cruel of you, Ursula, -- &nd, woreover, very ig-
sorant. If you had paid sny attentiom to your father's lectures, you
would know that e v e ry individusl possesses an astral body =--

the simplest fool as well as a genius or saint.

CASFAR: We shouldn't have teased poor Jane -- maturally, we shouldn't.
But, you Bee, Aunt Judith, what wmoyed us 80 -- or rather, vhat struck
us a8 kind of funny was that idea of hers to take over the part of the
seventh angel.

JANE: Mumber Seven == it's mel! Poor Jane is the seventh you're looking
forees

JUDITH: The seventh angel with the trumpet, in tonight's Dance of

Enticement? Whyy of course, that's June's rélel

URSULA: But, after all, Aunt Judith -- Jaue doesn't belong 10 US...
DORIS: We dom't like strangsrs. Have no use for theu.

CHRISTUFHER: Besides, June doesa't kmow how to dance. Never will learn
to, either. Too clumsy, 1 Buppose.

JUDITH: Children! I am surprised. Don't you remember vhat your father
told you -~ not once but repeatedly? Don't you know your father wants
you to treat poor Jane a 8 4f she werae your sister?

URSULAs Yes, Aunt Judith.
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JUDITH: And what is a good child's foremost, sacred duty?
THE S5IX CHILDREN: To obey Father!

JUDITH: That's right: to obey Father -- at all times, under all

circumstances! ... 50 that's settled: Jane takes over the seventh
trumpet in tonight's show. And now, will you please remove your stuffr
irom the floor and get the room cleaned up. There are visitors coming.
URSULA: What 1s comingees?

JUDITH; You heard me ths first time. I'u expecting guests.

URSULA: People from the outside world? Sirangers?

JUDITH: Not stramgers, child. The people I expect are friends. They
come frowm far awsy .

PUCK: What for?

JUDIT:: I have invited them to attend our gala tonight. And also to
deliberate with your wother and we on ma.ters of the greatest urgency
and importence -- and T wean, the greates t!

(NURSERY MAKY flings open the door tov the right and remains on the
treshold, breathlesas with excitement. She is about seventy, dressed
in black, her head covered with a large, beribboued hood of the type
worn by Duich peasant wouwen.)

NURSERY MARY (still out of breath): Miss Judithe...iiss Judithes.
people«.. there are people coming!

JUDI'Hs I know it, Nursery Mary.

(KITCHEN MARY asppears by the side of Nwrsery Mary in the open door.
She, too is in her late sixties or early seventies. Her dark dress and
cap are of the same style and color as Nursery Mary's. Kitchen Mary,
however, wears a grey apron on top of her heavy skirts. Even though
spparently of a steolid, sedate disposition, she seems now just as
excited as her colleague.)
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KITCHEN WAKY: Three of them! Three wen with funny hatsl Oh, dear me,
dear me! Just arrived in a wotor boatse«.

FURSERY MARY; Strangers -- omn o ur islandl it's an outregze, an in-
Vasion...

JUDITH: Didn't you hear what I said? I've been expecting those gentle-
wen.

WURSERY wAHY: Now realiy! If you knew they wers coming, Miss Judith,
you might at least have given us a little himi, a warningl

JUDITHs I'm sorry I forgot to mentiom it. Where are the gentlemen now?
KITCHEN MARY: ‘I don't knowe Can't be fargf, I suppose. Ge, how silly
they looked with their big sun glasses and their umbrellasl

JUDITH: Now listen Lo we, both you Maryes! Those gentlewen come a
long way, almost around the world, Jjust to accept wy invitatiocn. I
want them to feel at howe here -= understand? So you two had better get
busy. Nursery Mary, you will fix the guest rooms for our friends. And
as for you, Kitchem Mary, you'll prepare sowething to eat.

WURSEY MARY: Thne puest roous? Sounds like they intended to settls
down here for good.

KITCHEN MARY: Probably they're meat-eaters, too? In other words,

from mow on 1'm supposed to cook dead animals twice a dey?

JUDITHs My friends believe in the Law by which our diet here is regu~-
lated. Besides, they're not going to stay with us long -- Just a
couple of aays or 80.

EITCHIEN WARY: Well, that sounds a little better. Now then, what kind
of snack do you want me to Ifix Ior thew? Wwhat asbout that spicy broth ==
you know, the new recipe that caue through a few weeks ago?

JUDITH: The Comsomé % la Paracelsus? An excellent ideal
NURSZKY MARXs Too good for thed, if you ask we!

JUDITH: That will be all. Show the gentlemen the way up to the BOUSC.
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Try to be niece to theml

NURSERY MARY: Niecel Vegabonds, tremps, dirty streangers -- end e deeent
perscn 1s sapposed to be niece to theml

(NURSERY MARY and KITCHEEN MARY, exit to the right.)

URSULA: You aren't golng to receive the strangers h e r e , Aunt Judith?
Not in the ssered Parlour?

JUDITH: That's exaetly what I'm going to do, my desr, Incidentelly, you
don't have to wait for them, if you don't want to, chlldren., But Vera,..
where is your mother? She should be here to weleome our guests,

URSULA: ¥other hssn't eome back yet from her morning walk. She's still
meditating, I guess, up there, on the Rock of Devotion.

JUDITH: She ought to be here, now... Listen, Ursul: ~- do you know the
seeret path up to the Reck?

URSULA: Mother qged to take us along when we were still allowed to talk
to her. Yes, I suppose I'd find the hidden peth all right.

JUDITH; Thet's fine., Be & good girl then, and run up to the holy place
to feteh your mother: she 1s needed here, Ask her to come at onece.
URSULA: Went me to tell her about the visitors?

. JUDITH: Certainly not. You are not supposed teo telk to her at all --
you know that. Just deliver your message, and then keep quilet., Is

that elear =snoucht

URSULA: Yes, Aunt Judith, i

JUDITH: Well then, you'd better hurry.

URSULA: Do I heve to go all by myself, or may the others come along
with me?

JUDITH: You!ll be safer with your brothers snd sisters.

URSULA: Yes, Aunt Judith, (To the other children): Aunt Judith wunts

us to feteh Mother at the Roeck of Devotilon.
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PUCK: Okay, Let's go.

JUDITH (to Jane, &8s the other children are moving towards the glass

door)s You run along with the others, Jene.

JANE: Number Seven doesn't want to run along with the others] Is afraid
of the hizh, steep rock -- Number Seven is}

JUDITH; Nonsense, ehild, There's nothing to be efrald of,

JANE: But you don't know the others the way I do, Auntl Negty children
they are == may push poor little Number Seven from the high, steep rock...
THE SIX CHILDREN (stending neer the gless door, burst out laughing -~

not in » malieious way, just heertily amused.)

(NURSKRY MARY sppears at the door to the right to let the visitors in.)
NURSERY MARY: Well, here they &re.., You've ssked for it, Miss Judlithl
(She withdraws as soon &s the THREE PROFESSORS have entered the room.)
(The three visitors -- PROF. H.F. UNCLE, PROF. HECTOR LARUE, &nd PROF.
LI T80 -- linger near the door, awe-struck and self-consclous, All three
of them tre white~hauired, bespectactled, dressed in black, burdened with
prief e¢ases, umbrellas, end slouch hats., 0f gluomy but respectable ep=
pearence, they look like the representatives of an expenslve undertaking
esteblishment. UNCLE, stending between his two colleagues, 1s tell and
lean; wheresre LARUE, to his right, is of short stature -- fragile,
nervous, his sallow little fece half-covered with & wool seerf. LI TS0,

with his unmistakably Mongolian features, hss the frozen,




unfathomable smile of a Chinese idol.)

THE SIX CEILCREN (have been staring at the visitors with icy curiosiyy
and unconc-aled distrust. Now they produce a grunting, grumbling
noise, while escaping into the garden with deer-like shyness and
agility. JANE follows them.)

THE THREE PROFESSORS (smile uncomfortably.)

JUDITH: Never mind the children. They're a little shy -- that's all.
(Rolling towards the guests, them with cordially outstretched hands):
And now -- welcome, sy friemds! 1It's so good to see youl

UNCLE (in a deep, hollow voice): It was good of you, Dector Van-
straaten, to allow us to come.

LAHUE (in a high, whining falsetto): We are happy to be here. In-
finitely happy, ghire amie.

LI T30 (Bowing deeply): It is & great honor: the greatest!

JUDITH: Had a pleasant trip?

UNCLE: DNot at all, CQuite the contrary. 1 daresay the difficulties
were all but insurmountable.

LARUE:; Te travel from Paris to the Californian coast == guite an
adventure, these days! Almost too much for me... Our usual jJourneys --
the wmental excursions into cosmic space -- are certainly wore con-
venient.

LI TSO: The trip I had to wmake frum shanghai wsy have been =ven worse

than yours from Zurope, dear friend. Yet I do wot complain. Are we
not phileseophers -- detached, aloof, above the hardships of an evil,
chaotic world?

JUDITH: Are conditions still so bad, out there? I'm surprised to
hear that. After all, there is no war on, right now =- if I am not
mistaken...
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LI T50: No peace in AsSife..

Et No peace im Europe, either...
UNCLEs Ner in rich, prosperous America. Nowherel
JUDITH: Nowhere -- except herel Surrounded by crime and folly, this
island remains untouched -- an oasis of wisdom and beauty.
UNCLE (with a sigh of relief): Yes, there i8 peace...
LI TSOs One breathes freely here, in the aura of friemdly spirits.
LARUE: what comfort, what relief for owr tortured nerves'.
UNCLE (looking around): So that is what the inner sanctum looks like--
the Master's haven, the heart of our cult! How wonderful to be herel
To see these sacred things -- the bust, the altar, the portrait of
the priestess...
LARUE: May we hope to be presented to Madame Vanstraaten?
JUDITH: NKaturally. Soom. Vera will be back before long. AS usual,
she spends the worning hours up in the wountains, pray ing and wedi-
tating.
UNCLE; Up in the mountainS... 50 the illumineta likes to retire
the majestic cliffs we passed in our wotor boat as we approached the
island?
JUDITH: The scene of Vera's spiritual exercises is what we call the
Roek of Devotion -- & umnicue spot, lovely and isolated. It's mot a
place for people inclined to giddiness, though! The cliff hangs over

sn abyss, a chasa. Down below, at the foot of the steep slope, there

are more cliffs amd rocks -- washed by the surf, covered with water
at the time of high tide. Il was there, on those rugged stones, that
the Master's boat, on his last, fatal tripse. It was there that my
brother passed from this 1ife to higher forus of existence.
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UNCLE: A holy place. Let us go there end meditate,

JUDITH; Vera doesn't like strangers to lmow the-secret peth leesding up

to the Roek, But I mey show You the way, You belong to the family, after
all,

UNCLE: Thanks, Madam Secretary General, We can hardly welt...

JUDITH: Patience! We heve quite & program., (Opening, ss it were, the
offieis]l pert of the gﬁSEﬁEn conversation): Friends, before disclosing

to you my own news, I'd like to hear your reports, How is our Soclety
getting salong, these days?

UNCLE: We're trying hard, Doctor Venatraasten. You may rest assured thet
vour orders are alwsys followed most conscilentiously.

JUDITH: And the results?

UNCIB: Satisfaetory -- to put it conservatively, Of course, 1t was not
easy to re-organize our internation:l movement -- disrupted as it was

by the Wer, We succeeded, however, -- thanks to your reelistlic adviee,
Madem Secretary General, end, sbove all, thanks to the inspiring mes=
sages we reeeived from the Master through the courtesy of our beloved
Prieatess,

LARUE: Medeme Vera's prestige 1s eonsidersble in oecult circles all over
Europe -- and it goes on inereasingl

LI TSO: In ~sia, too, ouwr eult is becoming more end more popular with
the intelligentsia, Thonsands of men and women in Chins, Indle, and other
eountries, hoping for comfort and enlightenment from the Mester, venerste:
Vera as his legitimate mouthpiece snd prophet,

JUDITH; Execellent! I'm delighted to hear of your success -- delighted,
but not surprised, How could it be otherwise? The present confusions and
tragedies on the temporal plane cannot but help our cause. The more
desperate the situstion of the material world, the greater the appezl

of immeterialized intelligencesl]
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UNCLE: Certainly. No doubt, But the more desperate our followersa, the
more diffieult our task!
LARUE: There 1s indeed ® universal sense of spprehension, fear, uncer=
tainty, ® general malaise end uneasliness, People everywhere ere sfrald
of the future =- 1ts unknown dangers, its mysterious challenge...
LI TSO: Will onr race survive? Where lies the galvation? How do we find
the way out of the present crisis? These questions are on everybody's
mind, are in the ailr -- dlsturbing, frightening...
UNCLE: The Master knows the answers, But he wes gllent for the pest few
weeks, Why?
LARUE: We have been hoping, walting...

LI TSO0: ... waiting in humble patienee...

=

LARUE: ... &and yet with ever-growing anxietyl

UNCLE: You may imegine, dearest Doctor Vanstrasten, how much your




- Y &

precious, unexpected call, your gemerous invitation meant to us, &t
this“eritical juncture. No doubt, the news you're going to reveal
come from the other side -- from him. We're all expectation...
JUDITH: You will not be disappointed. Friends, our great Teacher in
the spirit world will not only speak to us again -- he will glve us
a sign, a visible token of his grace and loyalty!

LARUE: A token...?

UNCLE: eeevisible...?

JUDLITH: Be prepared to witness tonight the first materialisation of
Jan Vanstraaten's spirit!

LAWUE: Tonighte.e? Here...?

JUDITH: Imn this very rooum.

UNCLE: To hear his voice -~ to see his face againl

LI T50s 4And to receive his wmessage! A uessage he chooses to deliver
in person, visible, wust be of singular significance.

JUDITH: The subject wy brother wishes to discuss tonight is indeed not
without interest. To be brief, he has promised us socwe first-haund
anformation about the imminent end of the world.

LARUE{ with a little outery): BEnd of the worldeee?

UsCLEs I take it that you're using the term in a purely symbolie
sense?

JUDITH: Not at all. We have reasons %o believe -- in fact, we are
alwost certain that this planet will scon be destroyed by a cosmic
explosion.

LARUE (shuddering)s S5o0oNess? Did you say ® o o n , ghdre sule?
JUDITH: That's right. It seems % be a question of wonths or weeks --

not years.




UNCLEs And how did you find out...?

LI TSO: wWas it the Master himself who told yOUesse?

JUDITH: Not directly. It all began with a vision Vera had, one
beautiful morning, on the fock of Devotion. She was sitting there
as usual, cuntemplating the sea. Under her very eyes the blue water
changed its color, turmed red, the red of blood. From the ocean of
blood emerged a city -=- a mighty fortress with high walls and seven
towers. It was night. The city gleamed in the darkness. It was a
gpectacle of great beauty, Vera says, but at the same time very
frightening --: the phosphorescent towers profiled against a dark,
stormy sky.

LARUSs Phosphorescent LOwer'Se.. This is breath-taking! «.. And
thenes«?

JUDITH; Then there was lightning --- seven blinding flashes, seven
streaks of celestial fire, followed by seven bursts of thunder. The
towers collapsed -- swept away by the twofold rage of sea and sky.
At the same time there was a downpour of hail -= a heavy shower of
wetallic stones, covering everythings the fiery sky, the ruins

of the eity, the blood-colored ocean. And a voice from heaven
eried, "Woe betide you == woel" These awful words were spoken seven

times --1 seven times, the deadly malediction from abovel Before

the seventh "Woe," there was a pause == & short silence of in-

describable suspense and Lerror. After the seventh cry, and ex-
plosion of extreme violence shattered the universe. And that was
the end.

LARUE; The endee.

UNCLE: A cuestion of weeks, you said?

JUDETH: Vera had the same vision seven times, seven days in suc-

cession, always at the same hour. Nothing changed: 1the purple
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flood, the phosphoresecent towers, the metellie heil -- seven times
she hed to endure their sight] But already after the first wvision,
the elairvoyeant had understood, The world is eoming to an end, she
knew. And soon! The end is near, Anv dasy the seventh "Woe" may sound,
LI TSO: And the Master? He confirmed Vere's prophetic dream?
JUDITH: He has indeed, The ultimete disaster -- he told us, without
mineing his words -- has been agreed upon, uninimously =nd irrevoecably,
by 211 the Powers in Charge. Man's more and more perfected depravity
hes sesndelized the spirits. Our perverted raee hes been disturbing the
peace of the universe leng @nough with ever new erimes, ever new blas=
phemies, ever new disbolieel inventions. The viciousness of modern
eivilization exceeds all bounds, It is a disease that eannot be cured:
it will be exterminated.
(A silence. Then):

lm'CI.E‘I GVGI‘th‘- lminga e bevond Wﬁr(13- .o
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LAUS: Just one ocuestion, ghire suie: Why has this tremendous
revelation been concealed from us, up to now?

JUDITH: Vera insisted on this secrecy. She wanted to be cuite sure.
UNCLE: Is the Master's word not enough?

JUDLTH: She wanted wore -- a sign. He promised it to her.

LAHUE: Tonight's materializationeees

LI TS0s The coming séance will bring us the aecisiounl

JUDITH; That's why I wanted you to be here today, my friends. As

representatives of the Vanstrasten Society you are entitled, indeed,

are duty-bound to be present at the crucial meeting.

UNCLE: If he gives the sign, if he sppears ~-- the were thought is
stageeringee.

LI TSO: Among millions of blind, ignorant mwen =- we, the only ones
to know! We, the initiated, the iliuminatil

JUDLTH: A privileged positiom involving both unicue opportunities
and enormous duties! Imagine, friends, the role our Society may be
destined to play during this last phase of the huwan drasal Ours
will be almost unlimited authoriiy, unprecedented powers.«.

UNCLES «se if he gives the signl

(A knocking is heard at the door, of f=right)

LARUE (starts nervously)t What's that?

JUDITH (with a smile): Not the sign. Not yet. Just one of our
Marydies. Come 1Rn.

(NURSERY MAHY opens the door the right.)

NURSERY MARY €from the door, without entering the rToow)? Breakfast
4s served. Up in the cabalistic library.

JUDITH: Thank you, Nursery Mary. And will you please show the
gentlemen upstairs. (To the professors) s 1'1l join you later,
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friends., Right now I1'1ll have to be execused, just for s little while.
Vers must be here eny moment -- I'd like to talk to her, before pre=
gsenting you.

UNCLE: Of eourse. Only too understandable, under the circumstances...

LI T80: But what about our projeeted plilgrimage to the Rock of Devotion?
After what we just heerd, we are more anxlious than ever to spend some
hours of solemn contemplation at that hellowed plece,

JUDITH: Quite so., As soon 28 I'm through with Vera, I'll draw youm &
1ittle road map., I'm sure you'll enjoy the walk, But be ecareful not to
lose your footing. The seeret path is dangerous.

UNCLE: Don't you worry, Madam Seeretary (Genmerasl. I am an acecompllshed

mo mtain=-¢limber ~= 1it's my only hobby.

JUDITH: How niee. Well then, goodbye for now, And try to relax over
vour food,

NURSERY MARY: Nothing to relex sbout. The Pareeelsus soup smells burnt,
LARUE: I'm afraid I don't have much of an spperite, anyhow -- for one
reason or #other...

(The THREE PROFESSORS shake hands with JUDITH; then, exlt, to the right,
with NURSERY MARY.)

e
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JUDITH§turning her head, them alsc her wheel-chair): OCh, there

you arel (to Vera): How are you feeling, dear?

VERA (with an absent-minded smile): Thank yoUses A little tired.
URSULA: Mey we g0 now, Aunt Judith?

JUDITH: Of course, my dear child, of coursel You rum along and play
in the garden.

URSULA (reproachfully): Not in the garden, Auntiel It's high time
for our yoga training hour in the Indisn boudeir. You know, the

new breatbing exercises Father dictated the other day -- we have to
practice thea, or else Father will be mad.

JUDITH (slightly irritated): All right, all right, you do your exer-
cises. What are you waiting for, any how?

THE S1X CHILDREN: So leng, Mother.

VERA: Goodbye, children... Yes, 1%m sure those exercises will do you
a lot of good. It's apiy 1 can't Jjoim you.

URSULA3 Why don't you, Mother?

PUCK: Gee, that would be funld

VERAs Not todaysee I can't... ABother time, maybe... Well, run along
now, children.

(THE SIX CHILDREN, exit, to the right)

JUDITH: I hope you'll forgive we, dear, for having disturbed your
worning weditation.

VERA (still rather vague and distrait): That's all right. CQuite all
right, mwy dears

JUDITH: Of course, I wouldn't have bothered you, if it hadn't been
for an important ma.ter. Do you recall the name of Professor H.F.
Uncle, the representative of the Vanstraaten Society in the United

States?




VERA} I'm afraid I don't.

JUDITH: But you m u 8 t rewember the nawe of Professor Li Tso,
our agent in the Far East!

(PUCK sneaks into the roocm -- tiptoeing from the door at right te
his aunt's wheel-chair.)

PUCK (whispers eagerly): Aunt Judith...

JUDITH; What's the ma.ter now?

FPUCK: Just want to ask you if I can ask Mama a little guestion.
JUDITH: You know perfectly well that you're not supposed...

VERA: That's all right, Judith. -- Well, what's on your wmind, wy
son?

PUCK (close to Vera): It's Just... You 8e€ <o« I was wondering...
VERA: Spesk up, dear. What is it?

PUCK: Nothing uuch. We need ome more little brother -~ that's all.
Or a little sister. Couldn't you get us one? But it has to be in a
hurry.

VERA (taking her hands from his shoulders; rather perplexed): But,
childe..

JUDITH: Nonsensel

PUCK: It's because of the Dance of snticement tonight. ihe one
with the trumpets, you know. There should be seven trumpets and
seven angels to carry them -- that's the way Dad has ordered it.
Well, we're short of one angel. 5o I thought Mams wight help us out...
JUDITH: That's cuite emough, Puck! You get out of here, and cuickly! |
PUCK (withédrawing towards the door to the right): I didn't mean to
say anything wrong -- homest, I didmn't. It's just that we'd like to
do a good job tonight. And since Dad wanis to see a dance with seven

mg.l.oo-
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JUDITH: You hesrd wheat 1 seid, you little 1imp, Get out.
PUCK: All right, Aunt Judith, 211 right. But don't bleme us if any=
thing goes wrong tonightl It won't be our feult, Aunt Judith, 1if enything
goos wrong. (Exit.)
VERA: A little brother -- just like thetl In = hurryl Whet en 1des...
JUDITH: Too childish. Too absurd,
VERA: You know, they frighten me at times -- the children do. They don't
heve mueh to tell me, it would seem -- exeept, onece in & while, something
extremely puzzling.
JUDITH: Let's forget about 1it.
VERA: The dunce of the Seven Angels... It 1 s rather strange =-- 1s
it not?
JUDITH: I don't quite understend...
VERA: Whet eould have been in Jan's mind whem he asked the children to
perform that pertieunlsr rituel? After 2ll, there a r e Just six of
them, .. Whom does he want to play the seventh engel? Simple Jene, perhaps?
JUDITH: Fpankly, Vera, the whole issue seems ﬁ? me of comparatively
minor importance, What I wae going to tell yous..
VERA: I don't think we should ellow Jane te danee with the other children.
I'm strietly ageinst it. Why, 1it's bad enmouzh to have the poor thing
attending our séanees...
JUDITH; H 4 s orderl He insists on her presence.
VERA (irritebly): I know, I knowl Xou don't heve to remind me of his
weakness for the little wreteh., I know he's erazy about her == some=
times I ean't help thinking that he likes Simple Jene more thun eny of
his legitimste children.
JUDITH: You know better, dear, But let us change the subject,...
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VERA: And then, why shouldn't he? He must have been more in love
with Jane's mother than he wes with me -~ otherwise he wouldn't have
betrayed me with her, in the first yesr of our marriage.
JUDITH: Why do you say such things? Jane's mother, as you know only
too well, was & homely, humble ereature. If the Master was good to her,
his motive wes pity rather than desire,
VERA: I don't know... And what wes the motive behind his feeling for
me? Mavbe that wes plty, too...
JUDITH: Veral I am surprised.
VERA: #re you? -- Never mind., Don't pay any attention to me., 1I'm
nervous -- thet's e8ll...
JUDITH: I'm sorry, my dear, to find you in such e condition. Just
today I'd heve liked you to be st your very best. We're having guests,
VERA (completely flabber asted)s Whet was that...?
JUDITH: Guests, visitors, my dear. Three representstives of the Van=
straaten Soclety.
VERA: You're not trying to tell me that those three =~ representetives
are here, risht in this house?
JUDITH: That's exaetly whet I've been trying to tell yon for the
past ten minutes,
VERA: And what are they dolng here? How dare theye..?
JUDITH: I've asked them to come,
VERA: You did indeed! But it's sgalinst the Lewl Never would Jan

have permitted... This place has alvays been out of bounds te all his




friends and disciples.

JUDITH: I know that. But in an emergendy...

VERA: Emergency or not - 1 don't see any reason...

JUDITH: Be sensible, dearest! Try to understamnd. Tonight's séance
may turm out to be an event of unicue significance, a turning point in
huuan history. Suppose he gives the sign, sppears, materializes...
VERA (closer to Judith; whispering): You think he will...?

JUDITH; I d not doubt it. But as for our guests...

VERA: Dom't speak about them. Don't! I1'd like to forget that there
are strangers hera.

JUDITH: In other words, you do not intend to see them?

MERA: Not now. Not before the séance.

JUDITH; As you wish. They'll be dissppointed, though. You can't
imegine how impatient they are to talk to you.

ViRA: I have nothing to tell thams If they are puzzled and upset --
80 am I, BEven more than they are, perhaps. This painful, terrible
uncertainty...

JUDITH: But there is mo umcertainty, wy dear! You'd betier stop
fooling yourself. -- When you mt.ered. this room, just a few minutes
ago, I was re-reading the minutes of our recent séances. (Pointing at
the papers she picked up from the desk,) There can't be any doubt
that it was h e , the Master, who sent your vision. His message is
as clear as it could be. He confirms expressly -- or almost expressly-
what you have known for weeks by instinct and intuition. The Day of
Judguent 1s near..

VERA (tormented): I domn't believe it -~ don't wan t to believe it,

J\Iﬂith---
JUDITH: You mu 8 t believe it, child. His word is beyond cuestion.
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VERA: But was it really h ¢ who spoke %o me? I'm not so
Sure... There was something peculiar about his voice, the last few
times I heard it. IR didn't ring quite true... Perhaps it was some
demon trying to delude me?

JUDITH; How could you mistake a demon's voice for his?

VERA: I don't knowe.. Why did he sound so cold, so casual? "The
world is coming to an end..." Such terrible alocfness! "The world
is doomed, the world will go to pieces..." Just like that -- as if
it were a minor accident, something without importance. I cam't
get over it -- his callous tome, his utter lack of pity!

JUDITH: Pity is weakness. They are hard, those im the higher
spheres.

VERA: I'm sure they are; but I'm different. I lock around, and
my heart contracts with sorrow amd compassion. (with a gesture
towards the garden):; How beautiful it is -~ this poor, doomed
world of ours! The trees, the little flowers, the leaves of grass,
the birds -- they are so pretty, and so pitiful, so helpless in their
beauty! They want to live, to grow, %o multiply; but they must
perish. The innocent adventure of their being here is couming to an
end.

JUDITH: There is no end -- you know that. Or have you forgotien
the fundamentals of the Master's teachings? Nothing is ever lost,
the Master tells us; nothing is ever wasted -- Do energy, ne
substance, no idea. Death is metamorphosis, a purification, a new
beginning on a higher plane. why should the death of our planet,
the so-called "end of the world", be more terrible or wore final
than our own individusl passing over?

VERA: Maybe you are righte.. And yet... (With a sudden outburst):




Oh, Judith, Judith =~ I'm frightened...afraid...

JUDITH: Afraid -- of wh a t 7 The coming Dey of Judgment?
VERA: No, it's not that what worries me. Not the explosion -- mo.
It'e he. I'mafraides.

JUDITH: Of his waterializatiom?

VERA: If I could be sure that he will really come!

JUDITH: But he has promised youe.s

VERA: I know he has. And 8tille..

JUDITH; And still you doubt that he will keep his word?

disappointed me too often. Oh, if you knew how desperately I kept
begging him for a sign, a token! How fervently I asked him to
appear, to materializel But he never did. Why not? To punish we,

of course.

JUDITH: To punish you =- what for?

VERA: There are so many things... You see, 1've never been guite
worthy of his love. At times he told me so. That last eveming, for
instence, in the sailing boat...

JUDITH: What happened? Did you make him impatient? Did you argue
with hia, naybe?

VERA: How would I have dared do such a thing? Oh, 00lees But you
know how diffiemlt he could be at times. That evening, on his last
trip, he was in one of his wmoods. So gloomy, 80 ill-humored, I
didn't know what to do. I kept trying W cheer him up, but I got
nowhere; he didn't even seem to listen when I talked to him. Just
Sgnored me. And them that white boat case alomg.

JUDITH: What about that boat?
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VERA: Nothing unusual, really. Il was just am ordinary boat --
with white sails; nice to look at. There was a boy in the boat.
JUDITH: And how was he? Also nice to look at?

VERA: I don't know. I couldn't see his face. A silhouette --

that's all I saw of him; a dark silhouette profiled against a pale,

silvery sky. He was tall and strong, and he was wearing a blue

sweater. The kind of sweater sailors wear, you know; with a round

collar.

JUDITH: How distinctly you recall these details! You must have been
cuite interested in that silhouette.

VERA: Naturally I was. A strange boat in this area -- imagine!

Quite an exceptional sight -- isn't it? So of course 1 watched it.

And when I noticed that the boy was waving at mwe, I waved back.

The boy laughed, and so did I. That's why he was S0 cross.

JUDITH: Who? The boy?

VERA3 No -=- h e . He sald that I had exchanged signals with the

boy in the blue sweater -- had flirted with him. Wwhat an idea!

JUDITH: He was overworked smnd over-wrought. In such a state, even

the wisest man is likely to exaggerate, to make mistakes.

VERAs Maybe he wasg not mistaken. I often wonder... Perhaps he was
right, after all. Not about the flirtation exactly -- that was

8illy. But in a wore profound, wore sublle sense. Perhaps there

was something in my attitude. I shouldn't have looked at the boy in the °
imxth '




blue sweater. And I shouldn't have laughed.| Faeweehewwyaiy=ug™husband

If I hadn't =~ he might not

have been drowned that night.

JUDITH; How do you figure that out?

VERA: He was angry at me about the boy in the boat and my frivelous
attitude., Thatl's why we didn't talk for the rest of the trip. He
insisted on sailing out into the opem sea. There was storm in the air:
0ld Jacob told him sc. 0ld Jacob tried to warn hime. I should have
wamed him too. But I didn't. Yes, it was all wy fault.

JUDITH: It wasn't, dear! Wiy torture yourself with painful, futile
thoughts? His time was up. The Fowers wanted him. He had to go.
VERA: Why didn't he take we along? Why didn't I let myself sink, be
drowned with hiu?

JUDITH: Think of your mission, Vera. If you had gone with him -- what
would have happened to his work, his wessage? You are the intermediary
between him and us, you are his voice, his heir! What an inspiring
task! vhat vast responsibility! -- vaster than ever now, at this hour
of destiny, at this very moment.

VERA: Too much for mwe. I don't feel up to it. This fear -~ it para-
lyze8, OVErpowers we... Do you know this anguish? No. I suppose you've
never experienced it -~ this agonizing sense of dread and utter alone-
ness. You are strong snd resolute. You've never been frightened, to
the roots of your being.

JUDITH: Not since I have found guidance and comfort over there, in

the spirit world.
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VERA: I know, I know == I, too, ought to have eonfidence... But how
ean 1? If h e helped me, 1f I could rely on h i m == yes, then 1
might regein my fortitude, my faith,.. OCh, I'm all mixed up. Go awey.
JUDITH: You went to be alone?
VERA: Yes,
JUDITH (moving towerd the door at right): I didn't mean to upset you,
my dear,..
VERA (follows her to the door; with & essusl esress): Don't be eross
with me, Judith,
JUDITH: Why should I be?
VERA: Beeause I'm so foolish. Ahd want to be alone.
JUDITH (pointing at the bust)s Alone with h i m | Thet's only

nn*nrsl. (EXi‘* Il)

VERA (=lone, walks slowly, with bent heed, from the door to the fore=

ground; stops in front of the bust. A long silenece. Then, in a low

a
L

voiece): Emmwmammlovenss ésn you hear E’E?’:_.': Yes, 1it's me again..,

You know whet I'm going to ask you for..,. Do it, please... Appeer to=
nigcht, Make yourself visible == just for a little moment! P 1l e a s e,
do it === pleese, please, please,.. Whetever I have to know == it's
from y o u pasesy I want to heer it} If the end of the world is really
elose 2t hand -= all right, but come and tell me sol Not that I like
the idea,,, It's o u r world, after all; the world where you and I
have been happy together,., We h e v e been happy here -- hsven't we%
disanestsedows? , ., But 1f 1t has to be; 1f higher suthority has deeided
to liquidate our plenet; if the impleeeble Lew requires the apocsalyptie
- explosion ~- I shan't complein or tremble, I'1l try to be brave snd

philosophieal and to prove worthy of your econfidence., But you must help

me, darlingl You must tell me exactlvy what I'm supposed to do. ¥You
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must give me a sign, You must sppeaer. Pleuse, dolesss 1If you don't,
if you let me dowm «=- oh, then that deadly feer will cover and sub=
merge me like a huge, hiék wave: I'11 go insene, I'1ll perish,.. That
suffoeating, murderous anxlety =-- you know what ceuses it, I couldn't
tell vour sister; but you know, I fear you mey not love me anymore ==
or, whieh would be worse, that you have never loved me... Without your
love, how eould I go on 1living, in this world or 1n eny other? How eould
I besr the burden of my visions, the eurse and glory of my priesthood
== how? To you I owe whetever strength I heve, I am weak, Forgive me
for my weakness, So shamefully -- so unforgivebly week 1 &am thet 1 do
need a sign, a token of your love. Be good, let me have it. Appesr to=
night. Please, dol... For merecy's sake... for love's sake,.s ploase...
please... plesse... (She stands with her erms leld around the bust,

her tearful fsce pressed against the stone, as the light dims snd goes

out.)




SCENE I

(Barly evening of the same day. The palm trees and bushes outside,
visible through the open glass door, are darkly silhouetted now against
a cuiet, silvery sea. Twilight inside the room.

RURSEXRY MARY and KITCHEN MAKY are busy preparing the place for the
coming séance. The altar has been decorated with white flowers. In
front of the altar, a heawy aruchair, Egyptian in style, adorned with
hieroglyphiecs. Around this central seat, a number of lower stools forw
a neatly arranged semicircle.)

NURSELY MAXY (keeps a griwm silence while dusting the throme-like chair.
Suddenly she bursts out laughing.)

EITCHEN MARY (in the foreground, decorating the Master's bust with
vhite flowers): What's so fummy, Nursery Mary?

BURSEEY MARY:; Nothing, I was just thinking.

KITCHEN MAKY: Must have been a mighty good joke you were thinking of.
NURSERY MARY: It was something funny, all right. Or don't you think
she's a scream -- rolliing about in her wheel-chair, all puffed up with
pride and secrecy?

KITCHEN MARY: who is all puffed up? Our Miss Judith?

NUHSEXY WARY: Imagines she's pretty smart, our sweet Miss, our darling
little Judith! wants to be smarter than everybody else -- smarter than
her old nurse and governess! But she won't fool me =- mot m e !

That secret of hers -- I know what it's all about!

KITCHEN WMARY: Wwhat secret, Nursery lary?

NURSEKY MAHY3 There's something cookingse«.

KITCHEN MARY: Probably Jjust your imaginationd

NURSERY MARY: My imagination, eh? That just goes to show how little

you know!,,, And
"hat do you think those three weird visitors




from the outside world are doing here?

KITCHEN MAKY: You've got me there. What are they doing here?
NURSELY MAXY: And all that fuss about the gala tonight -- doesn't
that umake you suspicious?

KITCHEN MARY: well, I suppose I'm mot suspicious by nature.

NURSEKY MAKY: I'm sure you aren't. But I am. That's why I know that
there's something cooking.

EITCHEN MARYs But you don't know wh a t .

NURSERY MAKY:; I do, too! Even a simple old women can have enough
gense to figure out a few things -- especially since our poor Madam
talks so much in her sleep.

KITCHEN MAKY: I don't get it. What has the talking of our Madam %0
do with Miss Judith's secrei?

NUSSERY MARY: Cuite a lot. She says the wost interesting thiugs --
our poor Madam does, in her somnambulistic eonéiition. You'd be sur-
prised!

KITCHEN MARY: But she does her sleeping and talking at night when
you aren't with her. How do you happen to know what she says?
NURSEXY MAHY: Usually she's still aslee, when 1 cowe to ner room in

the morning, with a cup of sugared lotus tea and some Nirvana Pap.

Well, and then she prattles away == and how! Gihe fun I have, listen-
ing!

KITCHEN MARY:; What does she talk about, wostly?

NURSEKY MARY: Various things. You see, it all depends on what she's
just dreaming. Ome day, she'll be a sguirrel in her dream; next
time, a cloud, or a bee, or an apple. And in each case she'll talk
accordingly. Now, for the past few days she was dreaming that she
was the earth -- you know, Mother Earth, the plamet, the phyeical
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plane we're living on.

KITCHSN MAXY: Well, 1'll be tiedl And what did she have to say?
I've always thought I'd have to be ploughed six feet under before I
ever found out what Mother Earth sounded like.

NURSERY MARY: She was scared. "I'm the Earth, and I'u secared," ahe
kept yelling. "I don't want to be blown up. Don't let we be shot to
pleces.”

KITCHEN MARY: What a crazy thing to sgy! Who on earth would be mean

‘enough to shoot our poor lMadam to pieces?

NUKSEAY MAEY: But it wasn't our poor Madam who said those things --
it was Mother Earth! Don't you get that, Kitchen Mary? Mother Emrth
was scared; Mother Earth kept yelling that she didn't want to be blown
up.

KITCHEN MARY; I don't want Mother Earth to be blown up, either. Why,
if enything heppened to our planet, that would De...

NURSERY MAY; That would be the end of the world. Catching on,
Kitchen Mary?

KITCHEN MARY: Are you trying to tell me that the end of the world is
neaxr?

NURSE{Y MARY; If you ask me -- that's the great, big secret that
makes our poor Ma'am 80 nervous and Miss Judith so arrogant.

KITCHEN MARY: Do you really think 80.s.?

NURSERY MARY: I certainly do. Miss Judith and our Ma'am must have
received some kind of information from the other side.

KITCHEN MARY: Oh, stop ity Nursery Maryl! You're just trying % get
me frightened.

NURSERY MARY: Wwhat's so frightening about it? Let the world go to
pieces! VWho cares?
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KITCHEN MARY 3 Well, I don't knows.«. I suppose I d o care, in

a sense. It's o u r world, after all -- isn't it?

NURSEY WARY3; A rotten world, a vale of tears, a place of uisery --
that's what it is, particularly for poor folks like us.

KITCHEN MARY; Even poor folks are kind of fond of dear, sweet life.
NURSERY MARY; What has been about your life that makes you so
attached to it? It hasn't treated you too fwell, as far as I can
see. People like you and I -- we have nothing to losel

KITCHEN MARY: And what about my life insurance? If I think of all
those premiums I1've been paying, year after year!

NURSERY MAHY: Never uind your life insurance, you money-smtoxicated
old capitalist! All that matters is that we'll finally get rid of
this foul, wicked plamet and ite outdated social order.

KITCHEN WARY: But maybe the end of the world will be even tougher
on us than our present condition. I'w afraid it's going to be kind
of painful...

NURSERY MARY: Fiddle-sticks! You'll have no time to get hurt when
the cosmic explosion comes. There'll just be a big noise -~ bum!
Like that. And then it's all over. Wait and seel

KITCHEN MARYs It's going to be gquite & shock, though, even if it
doesn't take long.

NURSEHY MARY: What's the difference? I tell you, the end of the
world will be a good thing for us underprivileged proletarians.

Why, it's going to be something like the world revolution we've been
waiting forl

KITCHEN MARY: Don't be too sure of that. I reckon there'll always
be two classes -- Servants and masters; on the one hand, we, the
ordinary folks; on the other, the -- what do Lhey call it? -- the
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"illuminarky," the ones in the kmow, people like Miss Judith and our
Hadam.

NUGSEHY MARY: Our Madam, indeed! She belongs to the exploited class,
if anybody does. Poor thing! First she was at the beck and call of
Master Jan -~ his slave: that's what she was! --; and now she's under
the thumb of our sweet Miss Judith.

KITCHEN MARY: I wouldn't say such things if I was you, Nursery Mary.
KSeiGhixtaittrx It's dangerous to say such things, believe me. Our
Miss Judith has a lot of pull, up there, in the highest guarters. Her
word may carry quite a bit of weight when the Day of Judgment comes.
NURSERY MARY:; We'll see about that. My conscience is clear -- what
Should I be afraid of? Haven't I always been a hard-working, Law-
abiding citizen? There's no taboo or regulation Nursery Mary has ever
brokenj whereas our Miss Judith...

KITCHEN MARY: Hush! ©She may be listening...

NURSERY MAHY: So what? I'm not saying anything wrong -- or am I?
It's 8 h e vho keeps offending against the Law, more and more openly!
Teke tonight's session, for instance. Do you think it's fair or just
to allow simple Jane to dance with the other kids?

KITCHEN MARY; She's Master Jan's daughter, after all...

NURSZHY maRY: To me, She's just a bastard. The illegitimate child of
a crazy chambermaid has no business prancing about as an angel. It's

an insult, a grave offense. And who is responsible? Our virtuous
Miss Judith!
KITCHEN MARY: I'm sure she knows what she's doing.
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NURSERY MARY: And what ebout those three forelgners she assked to sit
in tonight? Thet isn't legal, either! Whv, she's even shown them the
way to the Roeck of Devotion! Iméaginel Those vegsbonds know the secret
puth == but we don'tl If that 1sn't an insultl
KITCHEN MARY: Well, I suppose those three gentlemen were kind of chummy
with our Master Jene...
NURSERY MARY: Chummv, my footl His stooges -~ that's what they werel
You know how he trested their sort,.. No, I don't think Master Jan wented
those three to visit the saered Rocl. And es for the séence tonight --
just walt and seel I wouldn't be surprised if he refused to come through,

with all those outlandish vibrations spoiling the etmosphere...

(THE THREE PROFESSORS, wesring long, black robes, enter the room from

the right.)

UNCLE: All set for the great occasion? #t what time do we start?

NURSERY MARY: Won't be long now,

UNCLE: I just happened to heur you spesk esbout vibrations, my good woman,
Are you versed in ocecult selences?

NURSERY MARY: Even you would pick up e few things, mister, if you spent
your whole life with & bunch of illumineti. I've been with the Van=
straatens for sbout fifty yeers,

UNCLE: Pifty vearsl! How I envy youl

NURSERY MARY: Whet do vou envy me, mister? Fifty years of hard labor?
Fifty years of loneliness end boredom?

LI TS0 (to Kitehen Marvy): And you, my friend -- have you 2lsec been in the
Msster's house for sueh an impressive length of time?

KITCHEN MARY: Pifty-three years and eight months. Thet 1s to say, in the
beginning it was not yet Master Jan's house, of course, but the house

of old Eynheer Vanstrasten in Amsterdem,

LI TSO: What en experiencel You must have seen an infinity of wonderful

thingal




UNCLE (to Nursery Mary): Do you have any psychic talents, wy good
woman”

NURSERY MARY:; In a sense. At organ-playing I'm pretty good.

UNCLE: Organ-playing? That would rather seem to indicate a muscial
disposition.

NURSERY MAXY: Not at all. In fact, music gets on my nerves: I
hate it. As for wy organ-plgying, that's supernatural, inspired --
if you know what I wean. OSowebody moves my hands -- a very talented
spirit, the ghost of an organist. Lived way back in the eighteenth
century, in the Geruan city of Bremen.

UNCLE: Interesting. (He produces a little note book amd jots down a
few words. Then, to Kiichen Mary): And what about you? 1 take it
you had similar experiences?

KITCHEN aaY: I am the Kitchenm Mary; I am mot inspired, It is
true, most of wy cooking is dome according to instructions our
Madem gets from the other side. But that is not to sgy that I'u pmx=
peychic wyself. I just do what I'u told -- that's all.

UNCLE: Quite so. I appreciate your modesty. == Now thenl... what
time is 1t? I must admit that I am rather nervous. The suspense,
the expectation... Have you girls ever witnessed a real materializ-
ation?

NUGSERY MARY: VWhat a cuestion! After all, materializations are the
speciality of our Madam. Sometimes it was great fun. For instance,
that evening when Fresident Linccln showed up, quite unexpected,
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after the end of the sdance. There he was, sitting on the couch,
with his high hat between his knees, looking kind of bewildered. My
word, what a time we hadl

UNCLE: vhe President's apparition seemed amsing to you? Interesting.
(He takes down some wore notes.)

EITCHEN MARY (laughing heartily): And that comical skin doetor, the
late L. B. Blitzstein of Chicago, Illinois -- remember, Nursery Mary?
He fluttered and hovered about, Jjust like a little bird. In the end
he flew through the glass door into the garden -- through the closed
door, if you pleasel The cutest thing he was!

NURSERY MARY: Blitgzstein was one of the best. But the ome I liked
most was that French actress, Sara Berman, or vhatever her name was.
She was so pretty to loock at I could have kissed herl But of course,
you never can tell what happens when you touch theml...

KITCHEN MARY; Yes, we had uany lovely visitors. But the one our
Madan was waiting for, Master Jan, he never came. Kind of "frus-
krafng," isn't it?

Ll TSO: He will appear tonight.

NURSERY MARY: well, you mever can be sure. I wondere..

(JACOB, the Tisheruan, enters from the garden. White-haired and
bearded, he is a vemerable and picturesque figure, with strangely
fixed, wide blue eyes in a weather-beaten, tanned face. Wears a black
cloak and sandals.)

JACOB: She wonders. They're always wondering, up hers, in the villa.
But the sea is the vay it is -~ nothing to wonder about. The sea is
powerful and wonderful. That's the way it is.

LARUE: vho is this man?
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NURSERY MARY: It's Jacob, the fisherusn. Don't pay sy attemtion to
him.

KJIICHEN MARY:; He lives all y himself, in a hut on the beach. Never
shows up, except when there is a ghost party. Parties he's erazy
about; hasn't missed one since the dey Master Jamn passed over.
NURSERY wARY: Not that we like having him around! we domn't. It was
in his boat, you know, that Master Jan... Jacob was navigating
when it hsppened. lNo wonder he's a bit touched. (She points to her
head.)

(The THRE: FROFESSORS move shyly away from the fishermsn.)

LARUE (terrified): He killed him...

LI T50: This poor old wan? Oh, nol He was werely a tool -- used

by the Invisiblej an instrument of dark, unimown powers. :

JACOB: Yes, the sea is dark and powerful... Look at it' How smeoth
it is! How quiet! Just a8 it vas that evening... The saue lovely
sunset! That weans stormsss A8 if I hadn't warned himl But he
didn't listen... (Suddenly addressing himself to Larue, aggressively):
Do yuu know how to swiw?

LARUE (starting back): I beg your pardoRs..

JACOB: I bet you don't.

LARUE: Mais c'est un fou...

JACOB; H e didn't, either. Cou.dn't swim at all! That's why he
was drowned. Landlubbers you are, all of youj cowards afraid of water;
comumon rats, creeping things, ugly reptilesS.s.

LAXUE: What a tiresome old fooll Most irritating.

JACOB (sitting down near the glass door): Doesn't know how to swim!
And there is storm in the air. Bad Weather, the kind we had that
other night when my boat weunt down with the Master. dJust as bad,




I tell you «es
LARUE: What is he talking about? Wwhy should there be a storw? The
sky 18 clear; no clouds...

JACUB: See that dark little spot, Jjust where water and sky touch each
other? Wiateh out, landlubbers! It way loock harmless to you -- a
tiny cloud, mothing to worry about. But just you wait a whilel
1t's going to grow, that cloud -- ama rast! It's going to darken
the sky and the sea, and there will be a terrible battle between the
dark, angry waves and the dark, angry cloud. Just as it was that
other night, just the same kind of thing...

(The door at right opens noiselessly: the SIX CHILDREN emter the
room, dressed in loose, black garments with silver wings on their
shoulders. Rach child carries a trumpet in his right hand and, under
his arm, an angel mask. The white, suiling faces of the wasks are
turned towards the sudience -- creating an uncanny impression in the
lowering dark of the room, The procession moves guietly to the
center of the stage.)

LARUE (with a mervous little outecry): What's that?

PUCK (with a high, silvery giggle): Jusi us... Just the kidBess
LARUE: And I thought the psychic phemowena were already startingl
URSULA: We are the angels. Unfortunately, just six angels, so far.
(Jane, also wearing a long, black garment adorned with wings,
stumbles inte the room. The mask she carries under her arm looks
like & sad caricature of the angelic pattern.)

JANE: Number Seven == iil's mee..

URSULA (Contemptuous): Look at her! What a mess!
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FUCK(giggles): Her wings are all erocked! And that funny mask of hers
-- is8 that suppesed to be the face of the seventh angel?

JAKE: It's mot wy faultese Don't laugh at meees please, don'tese
JACOB (mutters a1 by himself): Common rats, ugly mice -- even the
little cmes! Nasty vermin, bats... What do they have those wings for?
Should have good, solid fins insteadl Wings are no good in the water;
wings won't help them when the sea 18 roughe..

(JUDITH, from the right. The festive dress she wears reseubles her
usual costume in shape and color but is made of richer and heavier
sturf,)

JIIDl'nit What's the matter here? Why are you people sitting in the
dark? You there, Nursery Mary, light the candles, cuickly! and you,
Kitchen Mary, close the glass door, draw the curtain. It is getiing
chillyees

NURSERY MARYs ALl right, all right, Miss Judith -- don't you get all
feathered-up.

JUDITH: You should knmow by now, Nursery Mary, how to prepare this roou
for a gala.

NUASERY MAHY: what do you expect from a poor servant who isn't told
any thing?

(NURSESY WMAHY lights the seven candles on the altar, while KITCHEN MARY
draws the heavy, black curtain over the glass door.)

JACUBs Go ahead! Just go ahead, you fools! Leock yourselves ind
Creep into your hole! Hide in your meolehill, so you won't have to see
the sky. That little eloud over there -- you don't want to watch how
it grows and darkens. Go ahead, hide from the storm, if you Calles.
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JUDITH (to the Professors): I hope the queer old fellow hasn't been
bothering you, my friends, He can be tiresome, but he!'s perfeetly herm=
less,

UNCLE: We've heerd of his terrible -- experience. We feel sorry for him,
JUDITH: Quite so. That -- experience hes done something to his mind...
Incidentelly, did you find your wey to the Roek =1l right, Professor?
UNCLE: without too mueh difficulty. It was a wonderful walk,

LI TSO; The most wonderful one, indeed, I've ever had in my 1lifel
LARUE: Coming from t he r e =-- from that most saered shrine --, one
feels so ealm, so confident and fearless., All nervousness la gone,
UNCLE: Yes, now we're ready to hear whatever the Master may have to
tell us.

JUDITH: It's sbout time to stert,

JANE (to Judith, pointing to hgraelf):'lﬂ NHumber Seven pretty? wWill
Father be pleesed with his newdadial?

JUDITH: You're all right, child; quite all right. Don't you worry.

(She moves her wheel=chair to the eenter of the room; then ¢lasps her
hands ond eries): Friends! May I heve your attention!

(THOSE PRESENT gether around the speaker -- execept JACOB who rema ins
apart, near the eovered glass door.)

JACOB (@b 1ifts e corner of the curtain convering the glass door

to take & peep at the sky)s Wateh out, landlubbersl Carefull It isn't
so smell enymore -~ the small, dark cloud over therel It's growing fast
enough now, It's getting fatter and blscker -- just aqfdid that night
when 1t swallowed the Master...

JUDITH: Hush, Jeeobl =- And now, friends, I want to remind you onee more
of the extreordinary signifieance of tonight's meeting. As you know,

we heve resson to hope that our 1llustrious Teaecher on the other side
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mev honor us with his person2l visit,..
(Generul nods of exeltement and approval,)
PUCK: Is Dad going to bring us presents from over there?
DORIS: How long ie6 he going to stay?
CHRISTOPHER: ¥ay we ask him some direet questions?
CASPAR: It's so exeiting -« almost like Christmas Evel
URSUL:: But, Caspiel To me, Dad's first meterieslization isa mue h
more exeiting than Christmes end Eester and Sente Claus combinedl
JUDITH (=ileneing the tumiltuous chorus with the asuthoritetive gesture
of an experienced publie speaker): Quiet, pleasel There will be no
meterislization, unless you children behave vourselves and coneentrate
on vyour denece, Tonight you really want to be at your best -- don't you?
URSULA: Of course, we do, Aunt Judith, But we're safraid Simple Jane may
spoil our whole performence.
JUDITH: Nonsense. Jene 1s going to do & filne job == I'm quite sure
of that.
JACOB (peering through the glass door): There it is elreedy == the
stormj; there 1t 18 now, ..
JUDITH: Be seeted, friends. Nursery Maery, let us heer some musie,
NURSERY MARY (rushing to the orgen): I prey my dear orgenist is not
going to let me dowm...
JUDITH: Get ready, children! Your masks!
THE SIX CHILDREN (slip the masks over their faees end fall in line for
the opening of the dsnee,)
JANE (stends spart, struggling with her mesk. As she has finally sue=
eeeded in putting 1t on): Number Seven all setl Ready to blow the
trumpet !

NURSERY MARY (with elosed eyes, as if in & tranece -- has started
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plaving at the orgen; first just sporeadie, diseonnected chords out of
which develops s fugue-like composition in the style of J. S. Bach.)
JUDITH (has moved her wheel-cheir to the right side of the centrel sest
in front of the altsr. Inviting Unele to join her): If you please, Pro=
fessor!l Right here, to the left of the mediwm...
UNCLE: Next to her heertl A privileged plaee, I appreeciste your courtesy,
Madem Seeretarv Gemeral, (He. sits down -~ followed by LARUE and LI TSO0.)
JACOB (st1ill near the glass door): Now it is getting wild, the seal
Look st those big, Dleck waves with their white, angry heads... Just as
it was that other night -- #a just as wild, just as furious...
KITCHEN MARY: Let's go, Jncobl?%he gitting is about to begin., (She leads
him to the semieirele of stools; both sit down.)
THE SIX CHILDREN (open the dence == solemnly striding about to the
rhythm of the orgen musie,)

JANE (stends apart, trumpet in hend -- waiting.)

(After a few moments of music snd deanee, VERA enters the room from the
right == her white gown adormed with white flowers, her face transfigured
in pellid besuty under the white head-band. Her gait end expression are
those of a sleepwalker as she strides slowly, with fixed eyes, from the
door to the Egyptisn throne.)

LARUE (whispers)s The priestess...

JUDITH: Husheee

VERA (has resched the chair and sits down -~ rigldly erect, her eyes
sightless with coneentration,)

THE SIX CHILDREN (eontinue their dance with growing intensity -- imi=
teting pentomimieslly the horrors of the Apoecelypse. They brandish in=

visible swords, fight imeginery dragons, pour out the viels of wrath

over their vietims, Finally all six of them form a row in A
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the middle of the stage and raise their trumpets.)

JANE (Joins the others, summoned by a gesture from Ursula.)

FUCK (preduces the first trumpet~blast, whereupen the other children
cover their faces with their hands, in a gesture of horrer.)

VERA (leans back and closes her ¢yes at the sound of the firet trumpet.)
THE SEVEN CHILDEEN (stand motionless, except the one who is just
blowing the trumpet. After Puck, it is BETTY's turn; then, in fairly
ouick sequence, DOR1S', CHRISTOPHSR's, Caskail's, and URSULA'e. Bach
trumpet blast is followed by a hollow echo from the organ and, on the
part of the dancers, by a gesture of horror. Now it is JAlZ who puts
the instrument to her mouth. She blows, but there is nc tone. She
tries it again -~ snd is unsuccessful. The others stand wotionless --
waiting, Finally the SIX CHILDAEN take off their uasks snd stare at
the desperate Jane. Unsmiling, with cold, merciless curilosity, the
CHILDAEN watch on a8 JANE struggles with her silemt instrument.)

VERA (moves irritably, opens her eyes.)

JANE (has taken off her wmask and stares helplessly at the recalcitrant
trumpet; whispers): All shrunk awayeee It's Dot my faulte.. ALL gone..
JUDITH(with a sharp, hissing whisper): That will do. Join the circle,
all of you, imsediately. I'll talk to you later, Jane.

THE SEVEN CHILDAEN (rush to their places around the altar -- JANE,

a few steps behind the others, weeping noiselessly.)

VERA (whispers, almost without woving her lips)s Close the cirele...
Cuiet...

NURSERY MAXY (who continued playing after the end of the danca, now gesy
up, careful not to wake any noise, and blows out the candles on the
altar, except for one liahi in the center of the candelabrum. Then
she sits down cn the only stool still vacamt.)
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VA (mutters, almost tonelessly yet distinetly understandable in
the profound stiliness): Close the circle... close it «¢¢ 1 an
readysse

THE "SIITEAS" (now forming a sewicircle, take each other by the hand.
The two persons sitting next to Vera -- JUDITH and UNCLE -« touch
#ith their finger tips the medium's wrists lying on the aru-rests of
the throne-like chair.)

VERA (whispers): He is not far... 1 sense his presence... He is in
this roomeess

(A long silence. The howling of the storm is heard from outside.
Then) s

VERA (always with closed eyes, im a trance-like state): 1Is it you,
dear?

JACUB: No == Just the atorumees JUust &8 1L was that nightee.

JUDITH: Hush...

VERAt Yes, it's you «= I know it..+ This breath of air touching wy
brow -~ it's you: You are here...

URSULA (with a halfe-repressed outery): I feel him tocs.+ The chilly
breeze -- right here, on Wy necke..

OTHER SITTERS: Me t00.+s Me t00.++ He touches wy hand... wy fore-
neade.s How colld he 18l ICyese

JUDITH (whispers to her neighbor): They are in comtact. He's coming
throughs ..

MERA (listening attentatively to inaudible voices): Yes, dear, yeS«..
I can hear youese But you are far awayese Why is that?... Speak up,
dear..« I can't get youse.

LI T30 (whispers, awe-stricken): He is talking to her...

VERA (listeming): Yes, I suppose now it's a little better... ¥hat




were you sgying, dear?sss No, I will not repeat that... Why not?

Just because... Well, if you h av ¢ to know: DBecause I do not
like that unkind, bitter tone of yours... That's right: I resent it...
It hurts wy feelingSess yeSese That's the way things are? I have to
face the truth?... All right, all righte.s The world is bad..s 1 Knowe.
The human race will perish... Yes, you sald that before... Always the
same reproaches, the same threatal ... Stop it, dear... Enoughl ««.
No, I don't want to hear it any woress.

JUDITH (whispers): Be patiemtl

VERA (without paying attention t0 her): Words, words, words... And
your voice sounds so strange again... Is it yo u r voice, dear?

Is it really y o u who is speaking 0 we? ... Well, if it is you --
why do you not appear? Don't you remewber what you promised we? All
right then, make yourself visible. Do it, pleasel ... Just as a Tavor
to mej Jjust to wake we happye++ please, pleass, please. s

URSULA (whispers): Flease, Father, please...

THE OTHER CHILDWAN (with the emception of JANZ, join in, whispering
fervently): Please, Father, pleasee..

VERA: Do you hear them, Jan? Appear, sppear! If you don't feel like
doing it for me == do it for t h e i r sake, do it for the children!
They want 8 o much to see you. Are you going to disappoint thenPese
I don't understand you, dears You used to be such a kind, thoughtful
father. But the way you're acting now == that's cruels.. Yes, dear,

you're being cruelssscruels.s Oh, how very cruel you arel

JUDITH (hissing): Carerull You know how touchy he is.

VERA: Do it for your friends and disciples -- for those present here,
and for the others scattered all over the world. In all their anguish
and uncertainty, they are looking to y o u for coufort, guldance,
help. Give them the sign for which they long amd pray. It is the




Master's duty to be with his flock in the hour of danger and de-
cision. Your du ty , Yan Vanstraaten -~ do you hear me?

JUDITH; Carefull Doxt go too far.«.
VERA (with inereasing intensity): Your du ty , to inform us, %
reveal your secret! You have told us so much that you are now obliged
%o tell us everything. We have a right to know what is in store for
us. Come before us and speak! Appearl I have your word, your
promisel You m B 8 t appear, or elbe...
JUDITH: Control yourself, Vera, pleass...
VERA: Or else, your priestess will lose her faith in you. How can
I believe in anything you say if you do mot keep your promises? I
shall uwo longer believe that you share the wisdom of the higher
spheres; I shall no/ longer believe that the end of the world is near;
I shall no longer believe that you love we -- 1 4if you do mot
appear!
JUDITH; This is blaspheuyese
VERA (getting up from the chair, with a great gesture): I dewand

t you appear, Jen Vemstrasten! I insist on itl I erder iw
(A gentle tapping is heard from the left.)
VERA (standing up, her eyes still closed): Is that you, Jan Van-
straaten -- you, knocking at the door? Make yourself visible!
(The knocking om the lett side of the stage repests itself -- this
tiue accompanied by a rasping noise as if human hands were scratching
the glass door from the outside. Some of the sitters -- UNCLEj LARUE,
URSULA, CASPAR, CHRISTOPHER -- have jumped from their seats.)
VERA (with eecstatic intensity): Appear! Appear! Whatever you may
look like ~- asppear, waterializel We can stand your sight, evem if
it is terrible! We are ready to receive youl Ve want youl Couel
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Appearl
(The tapping and scratching noises increase. All those present, except
JUDITH and JACOB, have jumped from their seats by mow. The THREE
YOUNGER CHILDREN, LAHUS, and KITCHGN MAKY rum in paniec to the door at
right.

VERA (with extreme fervor): I knew you would come, my beloved! You
are here, you have respondsd to wy calll Enter this rooml Be
visible! Appeari

(The glass door opens from the outeide: &  ust of wind blows into the
room. In the flickering light of the single candle, the contours of a
tottering human figure become visible behind the curtain covering the
slass door.)

VERA (with a last delirious outery): Appear il

(The human figure staggers, collapses, and falls his full length into
the room. At the same time the candle is blown out by the wind.
Complete darkness. A scream from the assembly.)

VERA (in a bresking voice): Fromsee.where...de you come?

THS VOICE OF THE UNKNUWN MAN: From down there... from the depthles.

BT AL







SCEHE 1

(Next morning. The Egyptian throne and the stools have been removed.
The glass door to the left is still covered with the heavy curtain.

The éim light seems to be focussed om the couch, whieh is mow placed

near the glass door.

On the couch, a human figure -- lying motionless, covered with a

VERA (bent over the stranger, whose forehead and temples she strokes
gently with her finger tips): Awake, stranger, awake.ss« Let me see
your eyes. Tell we who you are.. Awake.es Who are you?... I want %o
hear your voices.. AwBKSs + s AWAKEe o »

THE STRANGER (TILL) (stirs in his sleep)

VEGA (starting back): You are alivees .You breathe... Who are you?
From where do you cowe?..e I8 1t y 0 U == disguised, rejuwenated?.s.
No, it is mot ¥y O W ese You are not h @ ««s Who are you? Who has
gent you here? Are you h i s messenger?s«s Tell me... Wake up,
and tell We... Wake Upsss WaKE UDsss

TILL(raises his head a littlej tries to open his eyes; speaking very
slowly, with great difficulty)s It'Beee WmBess

VERA (withdrawing trom him, with horror): No, it isn't you... MO,
NOsse

TILL (stretching out a trembling hand for her) ! Don't g0 awgyess 10U
are beautifule..

VERA (still withdrawing in the dircctiom of the door at right)

ves I am frightened... You are not h i 8 messenger...Your eyes are
gtrange..« You have a stranger's voice... I do not know you,
strangersss Oheso (She escapes. Bxit, to the right.)




Till (staring after her): Gone... vanished... Too bad... (He sinks
back into the pillowsj; falls asleep again.)

(After a few mowents, the SIX CHILDREN tiptoe into the room, coming
from the garden.)

UKBULA (whispers): He wust be here, on the couch. I'd like to have a
look at him.

CASPAR (whispers): Me too. But it's so dark you can't see amything.
CHRISTOPHER: Suppose we draw the curtain from the door?

CASPAR: Can we risk it?

PUCK: I can. (He removes the curtain from the glass door.)

(It is only now, in the full dgylight, tuat TILL becomes plainly
visible for the first time. He is a goodlooking, athletiec young man
of about 25 «- his features, for all their vigor and freshness, al-
ready marked by early adventures. Some seaweek is hanging in his
thick, tousled hair. He wears a long, blue bathrobe of rough material
-- mow 8till covered by the blanket. Next to hiam, om a chair, lie his
own clothes -- a blue wool sweater and a pair of old blue linen pants
==, Boaked with water and mud.)

URSULA (studying his face): WUhat do you think of hiw?

CASPARy Pretty nice, 1'd say.

URSULA: He doesn't look like Dad, though.

PUCK: Not a bit.

CASPAR; Aunt Judith sgys he is Dad's wessenger.

DORIS: Is he a ghost?

URSULA: I guess ®o. He was cuite dead, you kmow, when he arrived last
night. Mother woke hiw up by playing the magnetic game with him. The
whole night she kept rubbing his forehead with her finger tips.

BETTY: Looks kind of heavy, for a ghost. Kind of grown-uppish.




CASPAR: I suppese he's all right.

CHRISTOPHER: You mever camn tell. Maybe he is a demon.

CASPAR: But, Christopher! How should a demon find the way to our
island? And just last night when we were expecting Dad's wateriali-
zationl

CHRISTOPHER: That's just it. We were waiting for Father, but he did
not show up. Why not? Because our Dance of Enticement was not goed, |
not enticing encugh. Seo Father, in his anger, went away -~ leaving
the house without protection. A demon took advantaze of the opper-
nitye..

URSULA: Chris has got something there. maybe he 1 8 a demon,
after all...

CERISTOPHER: Maybe he is the Beast that rises up out of the sea.

(He tries to serutinize Till's face, peering intemtly through his eye-
glasses.) He has got cuite a wop of hair -« hasn't he. That's
probably to cover up the names of blaspheuy.

DORIS: And he hides his feet because they are like the feet of a bear.
BETTY: And his wouth, when he opens it, is like a lion's mouth.
CASPAR: I'm sure you are uistaken -~ all of you.

URSULA: Maybe they are. But then, we wust not take any chances.
Suppose there is sowething wrong with him, he is an evil power or at
least a nasty poltergeist. Why, he might bewitch the whole placel
TILL (stirs in his sleep.)

THE SIX CHILDHEN (frightened, withdraw from the couchjwatch him sus-
picicusly from a distance.)

URSULA: He has to be exorcised -- right now, before he wakes up.
CASFAR: I am aginst it, Ursula. If Mother wanted us to exorcise this
ghost, she would have told us soc.




CHRISTOFPHuK: Coward.

CASPARY I have as much courage as you, but 1 don't want to do anything
against tue lLaw.

URSULA: But it 4 8 n ' t against the Law, Caspie! Look, our little
exorcism won't hurt him at all, if he is really good. And if he isn't
-~ well, then we have to get rid of him amyhow. So you see, there is
no risk invelved.

CaSPAn: Well, I suppose that's true...

URS.LA:3 Of course it is.

UHAISTOMHER (rummaging through the bex of cestumes): VWhat do we wear?
URSULA: Full dress. The exorcising set number one.

PUCK: The masks with the big horms and teeth? That's dandy!
CHRISIOPHER: Whistles?

URSULA: Naturally. The screaming whistles and the Chinese gong.
DORIS: Hurry upd He's stirring againe..

THE S1X CHILDREN (cover their faces cuickly with the "exorcising”

masks =~- diabolicsa grimaces, painted in glaring colors, with long,
pointed horns and tusks.)

PUCK: I want the Chinese gong. (He takes it.)

UKSULA: All right, Betty, Doris, you two make as much noise as possiba
with the little flutes. The scresuing whistles are for the big three.
CASPAR: well, I certainly hope we aren't doing anything against the
Lawe..

URSULA: Nomsense. We're just putting him through a test -- that's all.
In a few minutes, we'll know vhat's the matter with him. And now, let's
gol

THE SIX CHILDHEN (begin to perform a wild dance wround the couch =« pre
dueing at the same time shrill noises with thedir whistles and the

s s
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Chinese gong. While striding and gesticulating, they recite the
following words): Demon, demon, fly awsy! -- Friendly ghost we want
o stay.
TILL (awakens; sits upj stares at the disguised dancers -- flabber-
gasted.)
THE SIX CHILDREN (withdraw a few .Etlpl, but go om dancing and whistling.
CHRISTOFHER: He 4 8 a demon! Look, nis awful eyes!
CASFAR: He is all right. The ritual has no power over him.
TIlL (still speaking with difficulty): Hello... you there.,. you
little devils! ... Where the hell am I?... In hell? (He stretches out
his hand for PUCK, whe has ventured too close to the couch.)
PUCK (dodges Till's grip with a horriried cry; escapes to the garden.)
THE OTHER CHILDREN (follow Fuck, in penie.)
(THE SIX CHILDREN, exit to the left.)
TILL (staring after them, terrified): I'll be dammed... What am I
Sgying?eee I am damed, for all I know... iais must be hell... To
hell with it... (He sinks back, pulling the blanket over his head.)

(After a few moments, JANE enmters noiselessly from the garden.)

JANE (standing a few steps away from the couch, she looks in silence at
Till's covered figure. Then, in a shy whisper): Strange ghoste..
Dear stranger... (As TILL fails to react, she sneaks to the box con-
taining costuwes and instruments, picks up the big drum she was using
in the opening scene of Act ONE, and begins beating it.)

TILL (peeping out from under the blanket): Another little devil? Go
away -

JANE: Not mes.. Dot Wees. Am not one of the little devilS.e. Don't be-
long to the familyeee Nob messs
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PILL: If this isn't hell, it must be a madhouse. In fact, she looks

mad s helll

JANE (beating the drum): Don't be mad at me, strange hostlees The trum=
pet didn't work... I eouldn't help it -=- honest, ghost, I couldn'tl

No tone: a1l gone, all shrunk awey... Was it my feult? Is Number Seven
guiltvy?

TILL: Well, I suppose you didmn't quite know what you were doing, kid.
JANE (with growing spxietvy): Yes yes, Number Seven is guilty; so she
sust do something niee to make good for the wrong she's done., Is there
envthing nice I eonld do for you, stranger? Ike my drum?

TILL: Prenkly, I don't.

JANE: Or my shells? Number Seven gives you all her shells: that's niee
of her =- isn't it? A niee thing to do. Here they ure. (8he produces
a hendful of shells and showers them over Till's head.)

TILL: Thet's very aweet of you, kid, But 1if you want to do something

r o2 11y niece, just tell me where I em and how I got here.

JANE (withdrewing shyly toward the glass door)s Don't esk poor Number
Seven... Poor Number Sevan does not know, een't tell you... Ask the
ahel1lsl Thev know... Mégic shells: know all the answers,.., all the
atoples... stories of storm and ses,.. Ask the shells =< not me...
(She disappears into the gerden,)

PILL (=lone, puts one of the shells to his ear)s All the stories of
storm and ses... That doesn't help me, elther... (He drops the shell,
diseonrsged, After a silenee): If I only knew...

JANE (appeers once more in the freme of the open gless door, With a
eovly eoquettish smile:) Number Seven will think of something even

nicer to do for the niee strenger -~ something so terribly niece that

it makes the stranger for;et a1l ebout Number Seven's gullt, Yes, f%

She't .
think of something to meke good for the nesty trumpet... (Exit.)




“ 58 -

TILL: Poor, crazy thing ... Crazy place... How did I ever get stuck
here? ... Oh, my poor head is spinming... ( He closes his eyes.)
(OLD JACOB enters from the garden -- carrying a garland of seaweeds,
algae and aguatic flowers.)

JACOB; Prince of the waves...illustrious uix... stately son of
Neptune...

TILL (opening his eyes): God, another lunatic...

JACOB: I am Jacob, the fisherman: It vas in my boat that the
Master went down to your watery kingdom. (Pointing to the garland):
This is my offering to you. Or would you rather have some crabs

and jellyfish?

TILL: No jellyfish, for God's sakel

JACOB: You speak of God -- and are a god yourself! That's funny.
(Looking at him admiringly): I enjoy looking at you, lord of the
ocean. How godly you are! How handscwe! How powerful, even while
resting here -- your bed adormed with shells, your mane full of
pretty little things from the depth...

TILL: Pretty, little things...? (He removes a plece of seaweed Irom
his hair and examines it): Very pretiy!

JACOB: Wait, I'll make you even prettier. (He puts the wreath of

aguatic flowers around Till's meck; then, beaming with satisfaction):




You couldn't be prettier. Divine and wild: Just perfectl... Yes,

the sea 18 divinely wild, wildly divine, the wost dangerous lover.

I tried to warn him, but he did not listen. How is he getting along,
down there?

TIIL (covering his forehead with his hands): If I have to take much
more of this, I'll go mad myself!

JACOB: And last night again -- the same story! I knew there was going
to be heavy weather. Didn't I tell them all about that cloud? But
no, they wouldn't believe me! Just ignoreluy warnings -- landlubbers,
rats, ugly reptiles they arel

TIlLs Sure, Grandpa, surel I believe every word you Sayess

(NURSERY MARY and KITCHEN MAKY enter from the right -- the former,
carrying a tray with pitcher and glass; the latter, presenting a
covered dish.)

NURGERY MARY and KITCHEN MARY ( stop a few steps away frow the couch):
May the Powers guide and protect youl, emtity.

TILL: Good morming. You are nurses, I presume?

JACOB: Landlubbers -- that's what they arel Vermin, ugly mice,
cowards afraid of water! Leook at them, how they tremble! Are

afraid of you -~ lookl

NUGSERY MARY: Not exactly afraid; but a poor old servant had betier
not take any chances -- especially when it comes to dealing with un~
known visitors from the other side.

JaC0B; Jacob, the fisherman, finds it impossible to stand the presence
of these two wretched hags. 014 Jacob prefers to get out. Farewell,
dear prince of the waves, handsome deity, wy stately nix - farewelll
TILL: So long, Grandpa. Take care of yourself. (To the two woman ser-
vants): I'm surprised you let him walk around without a guard.
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JACOB: I'll be back with jellyfish and crabs. Don't worry. I'll

be back as soon as possible. (Exit, to the left.)

TILL: Jellyfish, of all thingsl! That kills me«.. (To the two women):
Well, and what is it you're bringing me, my beauties? Something good,
I hope.

NURSERY MARY: Deoctor Vanstrasten has sent us with the libetion.

TILL: Medicine? But your doctor doesn't even know what's wrong with
we .

NURSEKY MANY: It is the Osiris punch. Our finest mixture.

KITCHERN MARY (presenting the covered dish): And here you have a dish
of Orphic pancakes -- the latest intuition of our Wadam.

TILL (examines distrustfully the offered #irink and food; then): And
vhat about a real, ordinary breakfast? kot coffee, fried eggs with
bacon, and some buttered toast -- that would de the trickl

NURSEHY MARY (ouickly): Coffee is against the Law.

KITCHEN MARY: To sgy nothing of bacon and eggs! Practically every-
thing is forbiddem, these days. The diet regulations from the other
side miem are getting sc tough it isn't even funny.

TILL: Sewms to be a mighty difficult man, that doctor of yours. Is
there no way of getting arocund his silly regulations?

KITOEER MARY: To begin with, our doctor is not a wan but a very
distinguished lady -~ namely, our iuiss Judith.

TIll: A woman doctor in charge? That explains everything.

NURSERY MARY: Besides, you have no business calling our regulations
"gilly". We resent such irreverent talks The Master certainly knew
wvhat he was doing whem he ruled out bacon and eggs.

TILL: OuKey, OuKe == let's forget about the bacon and eggs. But a cup
of coffee and some toast couldn't do any harm -- or could it?




NURSERY MARY3 Coffeel Toast! Since when are such profane things
mentioned in our sacred parlour?

KITCHEN MARKY3 And just now of all times, with the Day of Judgment
so close at handl

TIlL: The Day of Judgment...? -- There we go againl
NURSERY MARY: I wouldn't be so hoity-toity, if I were you, strange

gpirit. BEven if you belong %o the ruling class over there...

TILLg To the ruling classg? That's interesting. Why don't you tell
me what kind of rank I have?

NURSEHY MARY (exasmining him with a sharp, penetrating look): A
ticklish cuestiom. I don't want to say anything wrong or offemsive.
TILL: Just go shead. Meke a guess. Cuite unofficially; off the
record.

NURSERY MARY: Well, suppose Miss Judith is right sbout your being
Master Jan's special messenger... Why, in that case you ought %o be
at least an astral cherub second grade. Or maybe evem one of the first
category.

TIiLs An astral cherub of the first category? Not bad. But even so
I can't have any cofflee?

NURSSKY MARY: COffee, coffee, coffeel -- that's all you're thinking
of! A spirit of your distinction! You should be ashamed of yourselfl
TILL: Now don't you get excited, murse, or whatever you are...
NUESERYMERY: Who wouldn't get excited, with that kind of sacrilegious
talk going on, right here, in fromt of the altax? I know perfectly
well what you're up to, entity; you can't fool me: I1'm guite egual
to your triecks. It's mot the forbidden coffee you're really after --
not at alll Trying to tempt a pper old servant -- is that the idea?
Probably working hand in glove with our sweet Miss, our class-
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comseious doctor -- hub? Why, if that isn't the meamest, most
reactionary maneuver I've ever heard ofs..

KITCHEN MARY; You'd better calm down, Nursery Mary. Don't insult
the strange intelligence: maybe he has a lot of pull on the other
side.

NURSEIY MARXy I don't care. I've fought the bigshots om this planet
for the past fifty years -- and I'll probably go right on doing it

in the next world, toe. The class struggle is permanent.

EITCHEN MARX: Let's get out of here, Nursery Mary. This influential
spirit is probably hungry end thirsty after his long trip, and wants
to devour his sacrificial meal without being watched by us two
wiserable mortals.

TILL (to Kitchen Mary): You there... you seem to have more sense
than your girl friemd. Will you do me a favor before you go?
KITCHEN MARY:; If it's nothing against the laws and regulations...
TIlL: Not as far as I know. (Pointing at his clothes om the chair):
See this stuff here? Awful mess, isn't 1t? Must have fallen inte
the water, or something. Be an angel and see if you can fix it up.
KITCHEN MARY: It's mot m e who is an angel, if you please...

TIlL: Well, anyway, just have it dried in the sun, and go over it
with a brush. Oksy?

AITCHEN MARY (to Nursery Mary)s Think we can risk it?

NURSEHY MARY: That's up to you. If you feel like doing any extra
WOrkKeae

KITCHEN MARY (touching the clothes in a gingerly way; to Till): Are
your things made of ordinary material, like our own mortal clothes?
OFese?

TILL (laughing): Why, a8 long as I have an ordinary mortal body, I1'¢

better wear ordinary mortal pants. They dom't @elt in the gyp:




you can be sure of thatl

KITCHEN MARY (picking up the clothes, mot without distrust): Well,
of course, 1 wouldn't like to have the whole astiral wardrobe fade

awsy on me, like one of those flimsy materializations.
TILL: Don't you worry, sister.

NURSEY MARY (near the right-hand door)s And no wore of that foul
language, spirit! Bacon and eggs! I can't get over it.

(NURSERY MARY and KITCHEN MARY exit to the right.)

(TILL (elone, bursts out laughing): Astral charud of the first
categoryl That's a good onel Oh boy, oh boy! (He jumps fromw the
couch and paces the room -- still laughing, barefooted, with the
garland of seaweeds around his meck. Standing before the Master's
pust) s what do you say, buddy? Looking mighty arrogant -- aren't
you? Who do you think you are, axyhow? A super-cherub, or scue-
thing? I dom't like that haughty expressioa of yours. Let's see a
nice little smile mow, mister! Come on, come oN... (He pulls the
bust by the mose, then comtinues his imspection. In front of the
altar, reading the inseription on the rear walll: "Beloved spirits,
guide and protect us, lest we go aStTEY«" eee Am I & spirit? MNeybe
1 am, without knowing ite.. (Touching his own body)s No no, I seem
to be all right; it's all there -~ solid stuff, nothing ghestly
sbout it. (Ee moves omj pauses in fromt of the Boecklin painting,
becoming wore serious)s "The Island of Death"... I8 that vhat this
place is called? What a name! Slightly on the clamwy side, I'd say.
(He shudders, then comtinues his wandering, mnow at a slower pace.
Lingering before Vera's portrait -- now cuite serious --)1 "The
Priestess” ... Haven't I seen this face before?... But when?... And

where?ees




(He stands absorbed in the sight of the portrait, when the THREE
FROFESSORS enter the room from the right. They are still wearing
their long black robes.

THE THREE PROFESJOHS (hesitale respectfully near the door)

(A silence; then):

UNCLEfclears his throat.)

TILL: Vvhat's the matter? Are you guys judges, or what?

l_Nt‘:.LEl On the econtrary, we are ready to be judged.

TILL: What are you wearing these long robes for, then?

UNCLE: Our festive garb -- only for festive occasions, like the
present one.

Tills All dressed up -- in my honer? Very nice of you.

UNCLE: Don't mention it, illustrious Messenger.

LI TS0: We are walting,full of awe, and eagerness, for the message you

will graciously reveal to us.

LARUE: The fate of our planete..

LI TSO: Man's future...

UNCLE; Let us hear the worst.

TILLs I have nothing to tell you.

ULCLE (perplexed): Nothinges.?

TIL (quickly): Well, of course, I ¢ ou l d tell you quite a few
things, if I wanted to. But I'w mot in the wood -- thai's all.
UNCLE: Omly teo understandable. You wust be exhausted, dazed. A
sudden reincarnation, like the cne you Just experienced, is undoubted-
1y a trewendous shock.

TILL: That's right. The whole thing happened rather suddenly. To
tell you the truth, I'm still feeling kind of shaky.

UNCLE: Have you taken any material nourishment yet? You will find




it indispemsable, om this physical plane of ours.
TILL:s You've got something there, brother. A bite To eat, once in a

while, does you a lot of good. Suppose I try some of this Orphie
pudding... (He does so; then, pleasantly surprised): Not so badl

In fact, not bad at all... (He eats and drinss with increasing sest.)
LARUE: We thought this particular dish wight please you. A new re=-
ceipt, Jjust commmicated frow the other side.

TILL (speaking with a full mouth): Tastes all right. The punch tooj
cuite refreshing. -- Now 1'm feeling up to scme polite comversation
again, Will you guys tell me whe the hell you are, anyhow?

UNCLE: My name is Uncle =~ H. F« Uncle of Boston, lMassachusetis.
In the daye before wy illumination, I was active as a professor of
psychology.

LARUE: I am le professeur Hector Larue ~- formerly of the Acadéude
des Beaux Arts at Paris. I used % be known a8 one of the last repre-
sentatives of the decadent-aymbelistic school. That was, oI course,
before the Master gave me a new faith, a real paiscn d'Stre.
LI T80: If I, too, may introduce wyself --: Professor Li Tso, in
former timee professor of philesophy in Shanghai.

TIiiLs: Three scholars! I'm delighted.

LARUE (with a wry suile): Scholarsl vhat scathing iremy!

Tili: MNet at alll Why should I try to be sarcastic? I have the
greatest respect for learned people -~ honest, I dol Psychology,
philosophy, aesthetics -~ I wished I knew & little wmore about those
thingsl

UNCLE: Wwhat is peychology? 3Sluff and swindlel. Our peychic life is
ruled by unknown, unfathomable laws. To scrutinize the secrets of
the soul, you have to be free of all waterial bondage -- have to be




soul yourself, You spirits look through the complexities of our
human mind. AS for us, our eyes ars untrained, dull and ¢louded.

Mortal Man is blind.

LARUE: What is beauty? It 18 not without bitter shame that I recall
my past career as sm artist and sesthetician. Thirty years of
#triving for aesthetic values! Three decades of self-delusion! As
if there could be anything like beauty on this wulgar, perishable
plane! It 48 in y o u r sphere, kessenger, in the spirit world,
that grace and harwony are to be found -- not here below. MNortal
Men is ugly.

LI TSO: What is wisdom? Maybe we Orientals are somewhat closer to
the light of Truth than western barbarians and materialiste. But
East or West -- what is the difference? The same ignorance, the same
illusions everywhere! JMortal Man is stupid.

LARUS: The humen intellect -- guelle blague, ouelle barbe, cuslle
honte!

UNCLE: Common sense -- what obsolete prejudicel

LI TS0: We proclaim the end of emlightenment, the bankruptey of
sciencel!

TIlL: In other words, the tree of you are bankrupts.

UNCLEs Not exactly. We represent the greatest occult wovement of
all time -~ the Vanstrasten Society.

TILL: Wwhat's that? Some kind of spiritualist club?

UNCLE: The internmational organization founded by the Master for the
purpese of intensifying and deepening the contacts between our two
worlds -- your epiritual sphere, illustrious Messenger, and our
physical plane,

TILL: Now, let's get down to earthl What's your special racket?




Table~repping, or what?

LI TSO: We use mll sorts of methods and techniques to communiecate with
the other side.

TILL: And whet kind of. news do you receive from over there?

UNCLE: It's not news we're after; 1t is the Master's teachings.

TILL: All right then, what does he teach?

LI TS0: Renuncilation of sll worldly desires and smbltions....

LARUE: Spiritual pesce attained through contemplation of the higher
Spheres, ..

UNCLE: The goal iﬂiﬂnctitv.

TILL: A besutiful goal, all right. Pretty hard to reach, though.

LI TSO: He shows the way,

UNCLE: All we hesve to do 18, to live aeccording to his Lew,

LARUE: His instruetions are simple, elear, specific, He tells us how

to eduerte our ehildren, what to eat, what kind of elothes to wear,
what books to study, He 1s our doetor, our eook, our finenciel advisor,
our paternal friend, our lover. Whitever he says 1s aecepted as the
ultimate law by thousands of followers in five continents.

TILL: In five continents? Sounds impressive,

II 7803 The sucecess of ow movement 1 s Iimpressive, Messenger, if you
allow me to say so. We appeal to the mésses -- which meens thet we are
negded, that our message responds to a universsl demand,

UNCLIE: Ten or twelve years ago, our group eonsisted just of s hendful
of loyal friends; todey, the Venstreaten Soelety boasts 260,000 reglstered
members =-- 182,000 of them in my administrative gzone, the United States.
We maintein loecal branches in 51 different ecountries; our finencial
situation is more then sstisfagtory, our moral preatige increases from

yesr to year, Moreover, we control five monasterles in Indla, twelve
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traeining sehools for young mediums in Europe
onehundred=and=fourteen public eating houses
with speeial diet --, eighteen hotels, forty

houses, two depertment stores, and one redio

TILL: Quite a setupl Pity it isn't being used

UNCLE: I beg your perdon...?

TILL: Never mind., I'm really quite ispressed,

seem to be demned c¢lever, in your own way.

end the United Stetes,

-= Vastraaten reastaurants
megezines, three publishing
station,

for more sensible purposes...

you kmow, You three guys




UNCLE: It is not w e who deserve your praises, lessenger; we are
just humble agents of the wmagic cult. The brain of our enterprise is
the Master's sister, our Secretary General, Dr. Judith Vanstraaten.
This sacred island -- inaccessible even 10 the wost faithful friends --
is the center of operations and of authority. From this headguarters
Dr. Vamstraste directs the activities of two-hundred-and-iwenty-seven
local groups. She plans and organizes; she interprets and distributes
the auguries of her illustriocus brother.

Tilis Is she a psychic too? I wean, does she receive those wessages
herself? -

HNCLE: Ancther woman whose name I hardly dare pronounce serves as
intercessor. During the Master's lifetime, mome of us was allowed to
lay eyes on her. It was only yesterday, on the occasion of the
historic sance, that we uade the acquaintance of that great clair-
voyantee.

LI TSO: eees the Master's widow, our Priestess...

LAKUES ee« The most distinguished wedium of all time...

UNCLES ese Madsme Vera Vanstraaten.

TILL (peinting to the portrait): That's supposed to be her picutre?
LARUE: An inadequate attemple..

TillL: Wwhat's her name again? Vera?

UNCLE: You do not know her?

TILL: I was just wondering when you camé in and disturbed me. Yes,
she d o e 8 look familiar -- definitely. Themn again, I'am not

BUr@sse
LI TS0: It is only natural that her features should seem at once

strange and familiar to you, Messenger. You do not kmow her tempor~
sppearance but are acouained with her astral body. The vibratic-
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which led you to this island -- she sent them forth, she emanated
them. It is thanks to her that we are now enjoying your gloriocus
company. Her call summoned you to this place.
TIlls She summoned me?
UNCLZ: To be cuite exact, it was the Master whom she tried to con-
Jure. You came instead -~ in his behalf, as we presune, as his
personal representative.
TIli: Quite so. Whom should I represent, if not the Master? I am
his wmessenger, that's understood. Now then, a8 for my message -- he
wants me to deliver it to this young lady here. (He points at Vera's
portrait) : To her personally. Where is she at? I wish to see her --
now, imuediatelyl
UNCLEs She iSeee welless I don't knowess
LARUE: The exertion of last night's séance left Madame Vera in a
state of extreme fatigue. She has retired te her private roous.
TILL: Ask her to come here. Now, at once. What are you waiting
for?
UNCLE: You will forgive me, Messenger, but 1 am not ocuite sure if
our Priestess is prepared to see you right awaye..
Till: How is that?
UNCLEs You understands the shock, the disasppointment...
TILL: Disappointmente..?
UNCLE: She has been looking forward to the Master's visit with all
the fervor of a loving wife...
TilL: Loving wife or not -- I want to see her.
LARUE: Nous sowues navrés...But, frankly, we are not authorized...
TILL (stamping his footj; very threatening): That's emoughl Enough,
I saidl My teuporal sappearance may seew harmlessy but don't you
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foel yourselves! Ome wmore word out of you, and I1'll change, make
wyself terrifying, belch flames, blow up this place, devour yous
wretched dwarfs! Get out of herel Bring we your priestess! Hurry
upld Or elseee.
THE THRE< PROFESS0LS (withdraw towards the right-hand door, shaking
with fear): Of course...Certainly... We will try our best... Don't
be angry at us, illustrious Messenger... (Exit.)

TILL (alone, continues mutiering, but already with a grin om his
face): You phonies, fools, impostors -- I'll teach you a lesson!
Sanctity, my foot! Detachment! Remunciation! Hot airl A lot of
wind -~ that's what it isl (He paces the roomj then stops in front of
Vera's portrait): And a8 for you, my sweet, I have a little bone to
pick with you. The loving wife was dissppointed -- huh? The lady is
oo proud to say Hello to me? You should be spanked for that, angel-
face. A nice little spanking would do you a lot of goodees

(The door at right opens: JUDITH rolls into the room -- followed Ly
VERA, who lingers on the treshold.)

JUDITH: Illustrious kessenger...

TILL (without turning his head): 1Is it you, Mademe Vera?

JUDITH: My name is Judith Vamstraaten.

TILL (turning around abruptly): Kow, what's the idea of... (Noticing
Vera)s Oh, there you are at lastl

JUDITHs I've brought her.

TILL (te Vera): So you had to be forced to come == is that it?
JUDITH; I persuaded her. Vera had doubts at first vhether you are
indeed h 1 8 Messenger.

TILL (always looking at Vera): You did not trust me?




JUDITH;: She was upset and frightened...

Tillt The High Priestess -- frightened? That's bad.

JUDITH; Forgive her, Messengers These last weeks were very hard on
her...

TILL (his eyes fixed on Vera): I'll try te forgive you.

JUDITH: And may we hear your message now, dear spirit?

TILL: My message is for the Priestess om 1l y .

JUDITH: Well, I should think that 1, in wy cepacity a8 Secretary
yeneral of the Vamstraaten Societye..

TILL (sharply): I said for the Priestess only, Miss. That will be
all. Goodhye.

JUDi’El (moving to the door at right): ALl right, all right... May
I at least expect Lo be consulted at sowe later point?

TILL: We'll see about that. Goodbye.

(Exit JUDITH.)

(A long silence; then):

TIlL: So you were scared?

VERA: Yes. A little.

TILL: Scared -- of me ?

VERA: Also of you.

TILL; But now it's all gome, your feax?

VERA: I don't know... Not yet a l 1l gone; but it's not so strong

any HoYre.

TILLt At least you should have understood by now that I am the one
you called for.
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VERA: If he still loved me -- if he had ever loved me, he would have

come himself!

TILL: Quit thinking about him, just for a little while, He 1is not here;

I em, look a8t me =- pot £t his marble facel

VERA (look! et him): Yes... you ere here, 1t was good of you to come.
I thank vou, Messsnger,

TILL: Seo wou do trust me at last? That'e batter,

VERA (lookinz at him):t I suppose I doO... Yes, now I trust you, Messenger.

I want to hefr vour message.




TILL: My message...YesS...of course...

VERA: Is it true? No hope left? We are doomed?

TllL: What are you talking about?

VERA: The end of the world -- what else?

TILL: The end of the world -~ that's all you have in mind, you
funny people here. What's the watter with you folks, anyhow?

Why are you so impatient Lo see our world go to pieces?

VERA: Impatient?... No... On the contrary...

TILL: I've heard them talk, those strange birds around herel

They 're burning to have the universe smashed up. And I know, why!
Because they are so old, and all fed up with life. Your whole
household consiste of wummies who want to fall to dust. But you
are different. You are young.

VERA: I wish I were a little older. 0ld people are detached and
wise. I am mot. I am frightened.

TILL: Well, if the end of the world frightens you -- why discuss it?

VERA: It behooves the Priestess to overcome her fear. Tell me

everything. (She sits down on a bench in the foreground, ready to
listen to him.)

TILL (paces the room, stops, scratches his ear, seems embarrassed.
A silence; then): Now then, to make it short... Well, you see..

I don't ocuite know how to put it. That human language of yours --one




kind of forgets it in the 5:)1.1‘1"- worlde e
VERA: Take your tiue, Messenger.
Tills To tell you the truth, Priestess, I don't feel so good, right

nows The sudden reincarnation was cuite a shock, you kho:. Leaves a

swan kind of flat; kind of daged and exhausted, if you know what 1
wesn. This new body of mine seems s0 heawy: i1t's hard to get used to
itess Say, Priestess, would you mind if I joined you there, on your
beneh?

VERA: If it hnelps you to recover frouw the shock...

T1Li. (sitting down mext to her): Thanks, I appreciate that. ( A
short silence; then):

VERA: Wwhat do you have to tell we?

TILL: The péint of the watter is... Well, as you know, the world, the
universe... it doesn't loock 80 good. There is danger shead, no doubt.
One of these days, your whole planet way blow up -- like thatl

VEHA: The cosmic explosion... My vision, then, was genuine, sent to me
by highest authorities?

TiLLs What visione..?

VERAt You kmow, my terrible day-dream about the towers and the
lightnings! 5o it was no delusion?

TILL: Unfortunately mot. As a matter of fact, it was only too ge-
nuine, that terrible dreas of yours.

VERA: And what about the silence before the seventh call Irom above?
TILi: Was there a silence? Frankly, I didn't notice amything...
VERA: But, Messenger, try to rewmember now! Before the seventh "Woe,"
there was a pause, a prolonged interval. What did it mean® I have to
know, it may be wost important...

TILLy I'@ be glad to tell you, Priestess... if I only remembered. but
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my poor mind -- you see, it's going Al blank again. This
fatigue, this awful weariness -- 1 can't get over it...
VERA: Do you think there might be some kind of connection between
that l}lmi and the failure of the seventh trumpet at last night's
gala party?
TILLs Coqld be; not impossible... The trumpet... The pause before the
seventh w... I don't seem to find the proper words...
VERA: I implore you, Messenger, try to remember! Pull yourself to-
getherl
TILL: I'm getting dizzmy... Things are beginning to blur in wy minde..
That alway® happens to me when I am very tired or execited... Want to
help me, Priestess?
VERA: If I camess
TIlLs Well, you see, this morning, just before waking up, I hadf a
dream. A pleasant drean it wasj souething about a hand -- a nice,
cool, soft little hand -- rubbing wy face, right heré... (He puts her
hand on his forehead.) It felt wonderful -- just like a massage in
heaven...
VERA (caressing his forehead with her finger tips): Like this...?
TILL (with closed eyes): That's right... Go on, go on... Oh, that
feels goodessld
VERA: Just relax... Forget the burden of your new appearanceé... For-
get amd relax, wy tired kessengers..
TILi: May I put that tired head of mine on your shoulders, Priestess?
VERA: Just relax, and remember... Forget about the burdem... Recall
the message... Tell me everythinge..
TILL (With his head om her shoulder): Good... Just go on rubbing wmy

temples... Yes, that's fine, that's perfect... Just go om...
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VERA: RelaxX... Forget... Remember...
TILLy 1 Go remembérees YeSess My lovely dream this worninge..
Was it y o u r hand, Priestess?
VERA: Recall the message! Why did he order a dance with seven
angels, seven trumpets, when he knows quite well that I have Just
8ix children?
TILLs Are you trying to tell me that you've got six kids?
VERA: Your messagel! lelax... Hemembers..
TILL (always with closed eyes): You don't lock as if you had six
kids. Yoll certainly don't, Priestess. -~ Don't take that hand
away! How do you expect mwe to remember -~ without your hand?
VERA: Wwill you tell wme everything?
TILL: I promisel AS long as you keep your hand right vhere it 1s...
VERA: Why did he ask for seven angels when there are just six? What
was the wesming of the silence before the seventh call?
TILL: Wait... yes, of course, that's itl I've got it nowess The
silence before the seventh call =~ that weans & kind of merciful
delay, a reprieve, a last chance for you wortals. There is still
hope, a8 long as there is one angel missing. But with the coming
of the seventh angel, all hope is gonNG«..
VEKA (caressing his forehead): RelaXess ITOTgetee.. remembers..
TILL: The seventh trumpet blast amnounces the end of the reprieve =--
did you get that, Priestess? The seventh angel brings ceath and
disaster.
VERA: HKEnod how much time is lefte...?
TILLs That depends on you mortals here below. _
VERA: But we depend on invisible, unfathomable powers.
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TiLLs Not altogether. You are free to act.
VERA: How can we act, unless the powers guide us?
Till: Hew can the powers guide you, unless you cooperate? This last
chance you're getting now -~ what do you think it is for? You are sup-
posed to use it -~ understand? Take advantage of the short reprieve.
Get busy.
VERA: Busy -- how? What is the order from the other side?
TILL: Something has to be done -- something big, important! Let's
launch a vast campaign, a last-minute effort Lo prevent disaster|
Yes, let's save the world! I have plenly of ideas, you knows..
VERA: Remember...
TIlL (taking her hand from his forehead; rising): Steop that now. I
do not need it any wore. The whole message has come back to we. --
Look, this uystic club of yours seems to have guite a machinfat its
disposal. That kind of set-up could be mighty useful, employed for a
good cause. But you folks of the Vanstraaten Society dom't preach the
right things. All that talk about "detachment" and "sanctity" doesn't
help anybody. What people need, at this peint, is practical advice --
some kind of program that tells them how to cope with their imwediate
problems. Let's have a program, a constructive pianl And that's
exactly what I have to oifer.
VERA: A program -- designed on the other sicdee«.?
TIlLs I got it from the powers -- word Ior word, Jjust the way l'm
going to tell it now. Listen, Priestess! I've been around and
studied conditions on this teuwporary plane -- an abtral cherub of wy
rank has to keep his eyes open. Believe me, the thingsl've seen wersnlt
80 very pleasant. I've seen people go hungry, almost starved to death,
in Bureope, in Asia, everywhere. And I've seen the powerful amo the
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rich profit by the misery of others -- bad, irresponsible leaders,
exploiters, war-mongers. I1've seen what war is like, and I kmow
that a bunch of selfish wen in high pesitions are cquise prepared %o
risk another slaughter, rather than give up any of their privileges
or money. How much longer are you mortals going to stand for this
kind of social order? Do away with itl My prograu shows you, how.
My program will bring peace and justice and prosperity for all
peopleg, all over the world...
VERA: Tell me everythinges.
(The light dims and goes out, as TILL continues to gesticulate and
speak -- mow without being heard by the audience -- and VERA sits
absorbed in listening.)
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~SCENE II

(Barly eveming of the same day. The sky, visible through the open
glass door, is a pale, hazy blue.

The group in the foreground seems not to have changed since the end
of the preceding scene: VERA is still sitting on the same bench,
with TILL standing next to her.)

VEfA: Have you teld m; everything, lessenger?

TilL: Not mearly. But I feel the moment has come for me o make
a little break.

VERA: I could listen to you for ever.

TIlL (laughing): What an awful ideal

VERA: Your program is wonderful. So simple, 8¢ convineing! Our
great campaign to prevent the end of the world should be launched
immediately =- better today than tomorrow! But who is to be the
leader?

TILL: You, Priestess! Wio else?

VERA: Am I strong emough? Maybe -- if you stayed with me...
TIlLs I'll be with you, Priestess, as long as I am needed.

VERA: Thanks. With your help, Messenger, I feel equal to any task.
vhat am I to do first? Wwhat will be the initial step?

TILL: Now, let's see... Unfortunately, my orders are a little
vague, So far as this early phase of our operations is concermed.
Suppose I make a quick flight back to the spirit world and ask ay
home office for more specific instructions?

VERA: You want to leave me?

TILL: Just for a little while. The whole trip won't take me more
than a few minutes.




VERA: Promise?

TIlLs I promise.

VERA: Remember, Messenger, I'd be lost without youl

TILL: Don't you worry, Priestess: I'll be back in practically mo time.
And now close your eyes: I mustn't be watched by amy mortal when I
transform myself and take off for the other side.

VERA (her eyes closed): Don't be long.

RILL (walking backwards, on his toes, to the glass door): Neo, I
won'tess (Exit, into ghe garden.)

(VERA, alome, is sitting wotionless, with closed eyes. A silencej then
the door at the right is opened carefully, and JUDITH appears on the
treshold.)

JUDITH; He 1is gone?

VERA (opening her ayes): He will be back.

JUDITH (moving cleser to VERA): Has he told you the message?

VERAT Most of 1t. He will continue later.

JUDITH: It took him long. A whole day! And he is not yet through.
VERA: A whole day, you said?... Yes, you are right, we started in the
worning, and now it's getting dark. Curdous, how quickly the hours
passed...

JUDITH; Don't you want to tell me about the message?

VERA: Yes, of course, with pleasure... It's only... Well, you see,
Be has not yet ouite finished it...

JUDITH: Then you will kindly repeat to me what you have heard so far.
May I invite our friemnds to join us?

VERA: What friends?

JUDITH: Our guests, the professors.
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VERAf with a gay little laugh)s Oh, those queer little men -
I've forgotten all about them! Wwhy, of course, wall them in, if you
want toj they won't disturb me. In fact, nothing could disturb me,
the way I feel nmow. I am 8o happy, Judith...
JUDITH (ealling to the right): You may now cowe in, gentlewen, if

you pleasa.

(UNCLE, LARUE and LI TS0 =- wearing their street clothes again, in-
stead of the long black robes -- emter from the right.)

UNCLE: Is the Priestess ready to give us a full report?

VERA: I'll try, friemds, to explain to you in a few words...

JUDITH; To begin with what is wost important: Has he confirmed the
authenticity of your vision?

VERA: Yes, my vision was genuine.

UNCLE: In other words, the end of the world is near?

VERA: Not necessarily. The situation is eritical, to be sure. But
do not lose hope, wy friemdsl The seventh angel has not appeared as
yety the reprieve is still in effects The cry of woe that reached me
from above was not the finmal walediction -- just a warning. Now it is
our turn to warn the blind masses.

JUDITH;: will they listen? How often, how fervently have we admoinish-
ed them to twm away from idle worldliness, to concemtrate on
spiritual values!

VERA: That's just it. The new message sounds different. No longer
do the powers want us to look down upon profane affairs; on the eon=
trary, we are advised to fuce the great political and social issues of
our time, to turn worlddly, active, practical. ‘

JUDITH; A completely mew ling -- most surprising...

VERA: Surprising or not -- that's the way it is! M




The spirits, concerned about Man's predicament, are sending us

a program -- almost an ultimatum. It's our last chance, says the
Messenger. If the people accept this final proposition and act
accordingly, they can be saved. Otherwise...

JUDITH: And what kind of program is it supposed to be?

VERA: A comprhhensive scheme covering all the aspects of human

life -- moral, social, political, ecomomic. The liesssenger says that
a sweeping campaign will have to be launched at once to prevent dis-
aster.

JUDITH: An inspiring idea; but not without confusing implicatious...
VERA: Don't you see? The apocalyptic crisis we are passing through
can be overcome with the help of the other side. The powers have
chosen us as executers of their gemerous project. I, for ome, am
determined to live up to this enormous task. I will appeal to the
nations all over the world...

JUDITH (euickly): You must not leave this island. Never! Remember
your vow.

VERA: 1I'll make myself heard, wherever I may be. Besides, my voice
will be joined by another -- a more powerful, wore persuasive organ.
The Messenger staye with me, as uy collaborator, mentor and adviser.
JUDITH: He stays with you? I thought his incarnation was not per-
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manent...

VERA: He has agreed to stay as long a8 he is needed.

JUDITH; So manmy unexpected changes -- I don't know what to say.

(Te the three professors): What is your opinion, gentlemen?

UNCLE: We do not have any opinions, uy dear Secretary General. AS
Taithful agents of superior intelligences, we carry out orders without
cuestioning. It is true, this "comwpletely new line" -- as you put it
80 aptly -- comes rather as a surprise. Ome might almost speak of a
sudden reversal of pelicy. Confusing is the werd.

LARUE: 1I'll have to study ecomomics. No easy thing for a veteran of
the decadent-symbolist school!

LI TSOs We will be forced to revise sowe of our basic ideas and prin-
ciples. But if it is the Master's will and order...

VERA (quickly): It 4 s his will, there can't be any doubt!

UNCLE: Then it behooves us to accept the mew directives, to accustom
ourselves to these bold imnovations.

JUDITH: Let us be cautious, friends! The Messenger has not returned
as yet...

VERA: He'll be back any momeht now!

JUDITH: As for his prograu, we know little about it...

VERA: Vvhat has been revealed, so far, is guite emough to indicate the
general direction.

(TILL appears on the treshold of the glass door -- nowwearing his blue
sweater and linen trousers.)

TILL (in a low voice): Vera...

VERA (turns around; sees him as a silhouette against the evening sky --
tall and slender in his sailor-like outfit. She starts, represses an

o




ontery -- and puns awsy, leaving the room through the door to the right,)
JUDITH ( following her towerds the door): What's the metter, deer? Any=
thing I ean do for you? Wait s 1little... (Bxit, to the right.)

tlewrse boes
THE THREE PROFESSORS (whisper in low, worried voleces among M)

Vervy strang®ess 8lorming... her nerves,,. somé kind of shockss. Let's see

how she's doing... (They follow Vera and Judith; exit to the right.)

TILL (=«lone, eontemplates the elosed door Lo Lhe right; then he shakes
his heed, shrugs his shoulders): Toc bed... Poor girl,.. poor little
WOMEN .+ 4 o
(THE SIX CHILDREN, having followed T11ll from the garden, appeer in the
frame of the glass door =-- watching the astranger with silent, wide=eyed
eurionity.)
TILL (notieing the presenee of the children): ILook at thatl The little
devils are after me... What do you sey, little devils? Goling to do enother
one of vour lovely dsnees?

Messe gV
URSULA: We're sorry we Dothered you this morning, .
PILL: That's quite ell right -- don't mention it, young lady.
URSULA: It wes a wisteke, We took you for a demon. Thet's why we triled
to exorelse you -=- seef
PILL: Tried to exoreise me -- huh? But I'm e tough eustomer -- not easy
to get rid of. So, neturelly, your little trick didn't work.
URSULA: It would heve worked, though -~ if you were & demon. but you are
not. You are good.
TILL: Are yon so sure of that?
URSULA: Quite sure, Only & good entity can survive the great exorcising
ritual Nuoher One.

Jé

CASPAR: Cne r:r.—l:u/‘l vou're goodﬂ == 1t ghows 1n your eyes and

211 over your fsee, You wouldm't do anything bad to us or to Mother =--
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I ¥now you wouldn't,
TILL: Right vou are, son., I won't do anything bad to you klds or to
your mother, Meybe I meent to, at firgt. But I've ehanged my mind. I
won't,

. Messesger
PUCK: Tell us something niee, =twmpmwer. Tell us cbout the end of the
wor 1d.
TILL: What's so niee sbout that?
PUCK: It sounded niee, the way Dad deseribed it. #1th all those funny
dpre ons snd esrthquakes, end whit not,
TILL: Aren't you afraid of what's golng to happen to you?
URSULA: Why should we be? Dad will teke eare of us.
CHRISTOPHER: The end of the world is good for the femily. All of us
will become rather importent spirits,
TILL; Maybe so., But don't you think it would be quite a pity if our
world == y o u r world got all smashed up?
URSULA (with great contempt): O ur world, indeedl Whet do we have
to do with this nusty world of the grown-ups? We don't even know what
it looks 1like.
TILL: No, I suppose you don't...
CHRISTOPHER: Nor do we eere to find out.
DORIS: Beesuse it's 2 world full of strangers who do not belong to the
femily. We do not like strangers.
BETTY: Grown-uppish -- that's whet they arel 3
DORIS: And their smell -- phew! The thought of it makes mé::iik.
CASPAR: Strangers sre pitiful, I feel sorry for them beeesuse they're
in for trouble. But then, Dad says they don't deserve any better,

They're vicious, he says, end keep flghting emong themselves, and

playing dirty trieks on each other.
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URSULA: So we figure it may be better for them to be killed by the earth=
queke and the seven plagues. Otherwise thev'll get meaner and meaner,

end in the end thev'1l die, the whole lot of them, from sheer meanness and
stupidity.

CHRISTOPHER: Therefore, in the interest of those mesan, unheppy 8trangers,
the end of the world should eome as soon as poasible.

TILL: Well, I suprose there's something in what you sey... But again,
apen't you & little too hard on the poor basturds, out there in the world?
Don't vou think there are & few decent strengers? After ell, I'm a stranger
myself...

THE SIX CHILDREN (burst out laughing.)

TILL: What's so funny now?

URSULA: What you just seid, Messenger =- about your belng e stranger. if
that 1sn't funnyl

DORIS: You're just trying to tease us.

PUCK: Becsuse youn are n o t a strangerl You belong to the family.

TILL: Do 17

PUCK: Surel

CHRISTOPHER: Sinee vou're not a demon, you esn only be Dad's messenger ==
what else?

CASPAR: You are here beesuse Mother ealled you. S0 how eould you be e
stranger?

DORIS: We don't like strangers, but we do like you. Thet just poces to show
you thet you are no stranger.

IS Yot pe—efriond == Le SoENEOUPR N trgnatrenrer) A
Frdend e« Get -the «dif ferenee?

TILL: ;:;;;;;Z;:Eiia; Thenks, kids, I'1ll try not to disappoint you,

THE SIX CHILDREN (1leughing agein): A stranger...!



(VERA enters from the right.)

TILL (to the ehildr-n): You'd better beat it now, kids. I have to talk
to your mother.

PUCK: If you were a stranger, Mother wouldn't even tulk to you. g

She never does, you know, Oh, you're funny!

(THE SIX CHILDREN, exit to the left.)

(TILL 18 stending a few steps away from VERA, who avolds to look st
him, A silence; then):

VERA: Did the children hother you, Messenger?

TILL: On the contrary, we had the most plemsant chst.

VERA: m&hf absut T

TILL: Just small talk, The end of the world, demons, exoreising ritusls
-=- yon lmow, the usual stuff,

(Another silenee; then):

TILL: What did you run eway for?

VERA: A silly delusion -- just one of those optieal tricks the mind
sometimes plays on one. Where did you get these clothes?

TILL: It's what I was weering when I arrived here last night,

VERA: It must have been thet blue sweater... Yes, your sweater startled
me a little. Forgive me, Messenger.

TILL (irritebly)s Cut out that "Messenger" stuff, for Christ's sakel
This has gone far enough, I'm through with the whole game,

VERA: I don't understand, Messenger.

TILL: So wou really balieve that I am some kind of emlssary from the
other side?

VERA (with & smile of perfect innocenee)s How eould I doubt 1t, Mes=
senger? After all, it was I who made you eomel

TILL: It's bad enough to hesr sueh things from the kids. But from ¥ 0 u...

Whet a mess! What a shameful, sickenling mess!
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VERA: What's wrong with you, Messenger? Why do

vyou speak in riddles?

PIIL: I & m no messenger, Vera -- thatls whet's wrong 7ith mel

T am no ghost &t 2ll == neither demon nor cherub. Just en ordinary

mortel.

VERA: I know aquite well that you are mortal in
For mv seke, to help me in my task, wou have
masquerade: I know it, and am grateful,

TILL: Vera! Try to understend! I have nothin

vyour present form.

assumed this humen

-= absolutely
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nothing=- to do with your spirit world, up there...

VERA; That I also knowj you have not descended from above but come
to me from the depths. He whom I called, the Master, disappeared in
the sea. From the very waves that devoured him, his wessenger has
emerged. What is emazing about that?

TIlL; What amazes me is just your stubbormness! -- Now listen: I
emerged from the water because I had previously fallen inte it. 1Is
that clear enough? What happened was that I got caught in the storm,
out there, in my sail-boat. That's a hobby of mine, you know -- to
eruise about all by wyself in the sea. It may be a silly habit, and
a little bit on the dangerous side; but I get a kick out of it. Last
night it was too much of a kick I got: i¥ almost cost me my life.
VERA: Wiy are you telling me this fantastic story?

TIlL; Don't you believe we?

VERA: Not one word.

TILL: You're driving me nuts... Have you never heard of sudden storms
in this particular area of the Pacific?

VERA; Yes, I know. Storms come up suddenly: 1've experienced it
wysell. :

TIlL: All right. Now, the storm that came suddenly up last night did
funny things to my little sail-boat == you see? The sudden storm
broke the mast of my boat and tore the sails to pieces. Finally the
great big waves threw the poor, helpless wreck, including wy poor,
helpless self, against the rocks of your enchanted island. And that
would be the end of uwy story =- i{f it were not for the faect that 1
happen to be a preiiy good swimmer.

VERA: I don't believe it. Not one single word.

TILLs Doilnkllifldidn'tknﬂlhnutomm But last night it

was almost too much for me. Down I went with the waves -- 1 domn!
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know how deep, but too deep to be healthy --; then they carried me
upwards for a staggering wowent, and then down again. 1 couldn't

think any morej I Just felt, it's all over. "It's got you this time,

boy," that's about how I felt when that awful undertow began to drag
me down. I stopped struggling, just let myself sink. It didn't hurt
at all; in fact, it was sort of pleasant. So now I know something I
didn't know before: Death doesn't hurt; at least death in the water
doesn't.

VERA: And then? What happened next?

Tili: I don't rewember. A wave must have washed me ashore. 1 was
unconscious. But even so I managed to see that light. Funny, isan't
it?

VERA: Wwhat light?

TILLY Yours. The light of the Island of Death. Now I remember even
what it looked like, the candle light from this room: a pale, un-
certain glimmer, like & light in a dream. S0 I followed that dim
guiding star -- still half-dazed as I was; crawling from the beach
through the garden, up to this house... (With a short laugh): Nice
manners! -- to roll into the parlor of a strange house, knocked-out,
drenched to the skin, soaked in water and mud.

VERA (after a short pause): So that's the way you remember the story
of your reincarnation. While assuming this wortal form, you forgot
your past in the spirit world.

TILL: How often do I have to tell you that I have never been a spirit
-« gt least not for the last twenty-five years.

VERA: You are the lessenger. I have called you.

TILL: But when did you call me, Vera? Twenty-five years ago?
For that happens to be my age. I was borm in Brooklyn, New York;
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Altogether uncalled-for; not even my mother wanted me to come. She was
a waltress in a restaurant -- penniless, sickly, mot very attractive.
Ky father was a Norwegian sailor, as far a8 I know. I was never
introduced to the gentleman; he left uy mother before I was even born.
Quite a prosaic story, isan't it?

VERA: You want to confuse me, want to test wy faith. I don't know
what you are driving at; all I know is that you are the Messenger.
TIlL: My name is Till. You must have heard about oy patron-saint,
Till Eulenspiegel or Owlglass, the famous good-for-nothing, always

up to tricks amnd practical jokes. Now, what kind of a chance in the
world has a guy with such a name and such a patron-saint? Naturally,
I became something like a bum myself. How eould I help it? When I
was a kid of eleven I had to make my own living. When I was thirteen
or so, I run away from my boss and took to the road =- knocking about
the country like a tramp. Later I got mixed up with a travelling
eircus, which was a lot of fun, while it lasted. When the circus want
out of business, I joined the mwerchant marine. That wasn't so bad,
either. I've alwsgys had a liking for the sea and faraway places and
things like that. Yes, and then the war caue along. They made me
kill a few Japs, but I don't know if it was worth the effort -- the
way things lock mow. Well, anyway, with the dough I saved overseas I
bought myself that little sail-boat. And mow the boat is gone, tooc.
S0 there you have the life story of an astral cherub, first grade.
VERA: T called for h i m -- and he sent you. You came at the very
moment I invoked his spirit.

TilLs There is such a thing as coincidence, 1'm told.

ViRA: No, there is mot! Lvents of such importance do not occur
accidentally. And besides, if you were not the Messenger -- how could




-Ple
you have known the messagef
TILL: ©Now, reallyl Do you take mé for such a fool that you think I
een't even make up a little message, if it hes to be?
VERA: But w h ¥ ? Whye..?

did

TILL: Whyhl pull that trick on you? Frankly, I don't know, Meybe it's
Just the Till Eulenspiegel blood in my veins =- the old weakness for
playing practieal jokes,
VERA: No, i1t 1s not just that. Imposasible,,. There must be something
behind 1it...
TILL: It all esme over me before I knew what I was doing. They kind
of talked me into 1t, you Jnow == all those weird charaeters who ecame
to see me this morning. First I figured that I'd got strended in an
insane asylum; but then I understood what kind of place this 1s, and
whet I was being téken for, An astral cherub of the first categoryl
It was too mueh for me,
VERA: This is a nightmare,.. I hesr words, and they meke no sense...
TILL: Of eourse, I ouzht to have stopped in time, It was wrong to get
you involved -~ I know that, Vera, It wes o dirty thing to do, I'm
SOrrYy.
VERA: The fear -- there it 1s again! The abyss of fear =- bottom=
less,.. (She buries her fece in her hends; sits motionless,)
TILL: I didn't mean to hurt your feelings, Vere ~-- homest, I didm't}
On the eontrary, I rather meant to help vou, Yes, that's 1tl I meant to
help you, wanted to be your friemnd, But if you had lmown that I am Just
@ mortel =-- what echanee would I have had? So I went on pretending, I
h e d tol Can't you see that, Vere?
VERA (remuins motionless, her faee eovered.)

TILL: There were moments whem I got all mixed up, and hardly knew who
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I was == T11l, or the Messenger, or Till the Mesaenger, or what,
For instanee, when 1 wes sitting with vou on the bench over there --
thet waa such a moment, I was getting so I almost fell for my own
gag :WMUnRMMd»m- HO-Dog.SoNNGSwlednd
AP B AT A bt But-Shrbig—phem ey -0 I really thought
I wes the Messenger. And that faney progrem I explained to you ==
the lest-min te campaiin to prevent disaster --, 1t seemed to me @
mighty e¢lever idea, quite easy to earry out, I was pretty sure, at
that point, that you and I together, Priestess and Messenger, would
be strong 2mnough to seve the world, Are you listening, Vera? You
heve to listen to me! (He shakes her shoulders,)
VERA (groaning from behind her hands): Don't toueh me.
TILL (tekes his hands from her shoulders. A short silence; then):
My self-delusion didn't last very long. As soon as I was out there,
in the open air, I saw my wey e¢lear esgein, Everything beceme so
ohvions =~ the childishness of our so-ealled program, the frivolity
of the whole game, My first impulse wes, to beat it -- to léave this
plage «nd forget all about ghosts and ghost-seers. But I ecouldn't.
I had to eome beck to you, Vera, I am here to offer you an epolo.y
-= and also to warn you, seriously, as & friend,
VERs (slways with her face buried in her hands): Bottomless == the
abyas of fear.,. I am falling,.. ,
TILL: I won't annoy you much longer, Vera, But I ean't go without
telling you how worried I am, It's you, Vera, I'm worried about,
vEHA; Words =- unintelligible... A strange, terrible 1diom...
TILL: You are on the wrong peth =-- belleve me, Veral Wateh out, or
else you mey =etually fell into that abyvss vou keep talking ebout ==

the ebyss of madnesa,.. You belleve in ghosts, Well, maybe there
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are hosts: I don't mow, But I d o Iknow thet we must not ex=
peet eny help or Gﬁmfcrtlfrom them. Those spirits of yours, if they
exist at all, have nothing to offer to us, They ere far ewey. They
don't eare,
VERA: Oh you, my guides and proteetors in the other world, you im=
mortal powers -- why do you infliet this torture on your humb le
servant?
TILL: Weke up, Veral Come to your sensesl Look aroundl This is reality:
A honse, a room, and in the room two simple human beings -« a women
and & man: Vere snd Till, Nobody else., No  hosts, no powers.
VERA: Forgive him, spirits, for his blasphemyl He does not know,
is blind...
TILL: The spirits you invoke sre produets of your faney; they will
not snawer you, We are alome., Man is slone on this lonely revolving
star,
VERA: He 1s blind... blind.,, blind... And I wanted to save the world
with him}
TILL: Do wou finally reslize the ébsurdity of 1t 2ll? No world-sel=
vation 1s going to fall from heaven: no mystic messenger boy 1s golng
to prenen;}to you on a silver platter. We'll have to solve our own
problems, or else feee the consequenees of your stupidity and lsziness.
If this world ean ﬁe saved, it will certainly not be through the
orseles of some illumineted ghost husbend broadeesting kitchen reelpes
from the other slde...
VERA (rising from her seat; trembling with indignation): Gol
TILL: Yes. I'd better go now., (He does not move )
VERA (in front of the Mester's bust): He hes 1lnsulted you, Masterl

Do not allow him to stay amother momenti
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TILL:s I'11 go, if you went me to. Of course, it won't be eesy to
find trensport-tion from the islend to the eosst -- espeelally at this

hour, It's quite dark eslready.

VERA (imeeling before the bust): Mercyl... Guldaneel... Give me &

aign of your presence, Jen! Let me heer your voiecel I need youese
need you more than ever,..

TILL: Will there be eny bost avallable? I wonder...

VER2 (on her knees): Do not punish me, Jan, for whet the stranger
sald! I did not eneourage him to sey those terrible things -- you
know that!

TILL: Well, maybe thet erezy old fisher will taeke cere of me =~ the
one who promised me the jellyfish.,

VERA (21lwave addressing the bust): Why don't you answer me, Jan?
Where are vou? ... Answerl Don't ebandon me! Do not leave me alonel
The abyss == it will engulf me,..

TILL: Yes, I suppose the lishermén ;s my best bet. Or do you think
he mavy already be asleep? Well, even 80 =- I'1ll wake him up, that's
2ll,

VERA (to the bust): I don't know what to do, Jam, if you don't
answer meé..., 1'1ll be blind == as blind 8 he 1is, the stranger -=-,

if you don't answer me..,. Speak to me, Jen} Just one wordl I implore
youl

TILL: Maybe he will, onee thet I'm gone. Goodbye then, Vers, Forgilve
me, 1f you esan,

VERA (to the bust)s One word! One sound of your voleel This silenee

18 too micheee I cen't bear 1it...

W":’;
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TILL: I hate to lesve you in such a state, Vera, I hete to leave
VTOleas
VER? (still on her knees before the bust): No enswer.., Sllenee...
Something hes heppened -- something terrible... I am eut off, out of
eonteet...
TILL: Don't vou want me to go? ==~ Veral! (He 1s now standing close to
her, trying to serutinize her faee): Sey somethingl Tell me what to
A0see
VERA (turning her tearful faee sway from him): Silenee... I am alome...
He 1s no longer with me...
PILL: But I am with you, Veral Look at me! Listen to mel Touch mel
You are not alone,
VER 2 {'ﬂ her face still turned away from him): _Hesbemmpalyms-
wilprobeasemeron? The abyss -- there 1t 1s... the feer... (She
weeps with ineressing violenee,)
(A silenee; VERA -- sobbing, on her knees; TILL -- bent over her, worrled
and bewlldered, Then):
TILL: Come on, Vera, Let's get up. (He helps her to rilse from the
floor, leasds her to the bemch in the foreground,) 8it down... That's
the good girl... And now tell me: Do you want me to go, or do you
want me to stay?
VERA (whispers, her faee always turned sway from him): Stay.
TILL: Thst's better... And now go on snd ery, if it makes you feel
better. Have a good ery, poor little Vera. Don't be ashémeds just let
them flow, your tears,.. Wait, I'll eover the glass door, so nobody'll
gee vou erving... (He draws a eurtain over the glass door, then lights
some of the esndles on the sltar.) Look, how niee end friendly it's

Q
in here now! Just &8s though we were going to have a sbance. But a §
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séunee withont ghosts, 1f you plessel (ie has returned to the fore=
round, sits down next to her.) They're &ll gone, your hoats. Let's
hope thev!1ll mever come bacCkl

VERA: Thev mu e t come backl They willl

PILL: You'd be better off without them -- belleve me, Vera,

VERA: Thev'1ll be beck., I need them. They sre my life.

TILL: You do not need them, they are not your 1ifel A drug -- thet's
whet they srel A fixed ldes, an obsession; erutches you got used to
but cen do without. What do you want erutches for? You sre strong, Veral
VERA (turning her fuce slowly towsrds him)s What do you know about
me, stranger?

TTLL: Don't e2ll me “stranger", please -- 1 don't like it. Ky nsme
1s T111.

VERA: You do not know me, Till. You are e stranger,

TILL: But I'm e little bit of & clairvoyent, too == in my own Wway.

I esn look through people. When I wes YOUNE«ss

yERA (with the faintest smile)s Are you old now?

TILL: The way I sometimes feel...

VERA: I'm older then You.

TILL: But I'm more experienced.

VERA:z Could be. Wy experlences were indeed of a somewhit =-- one-
slded nature,

TILL: Naturelly =- there alweys was your drug, your fixed ldes,

yonr eruntehes,

VERA: Vv profession. Yes,

'ILL: Some profession! How did you ever get mixed up vith spiri=

tucilism, Vera?

VERA: Nv perents were killed in & esr asceldent -- I wes just six,

t the time., Two days after the funeral, I heard thelr voices. Thaet's
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how 1t begen: my innute medinmship hud been dlseovered. From that
moment on, I had no pesee any more. I wes the infunt prodigy of
psychie selence. Ky uncle hired me out to spiritistic clubs 4ll over
the world, Evy whole ehildhood was an endless series of occult experi=
ments.

PILL (esressinz her):t Poor little Veres... How lonely you must have
been!

VERA: I hed visions sand hellucinstions; I prophesled, hypnotized,

me cnetized, moved distant objeets, had phosphorus-banded trumpets

ma.es
rloating through the air, produced ectoplusmie n;éi.n'ﬁi, conversed

with otherworldly Controls. Muterializations, tome phenomens, tele=

pethie stunts, supersensory exerclses -- thet wus my life, that's ell

I ever knew,

TILL (poisting to the bust): And them h e ceme &lOongZ...?
VERA: He booked me for some séunces in London and New York, We
made sn enormous 1y successful tesm, So we steyed together,

TILL: Souwnds like buslness partmnerships, rether than romenee,
VERA: He needed me. He was en eminent scholar, the founder of an
esoteric sect; but he was not & medium, Thanks to my peychle talent,
he wee =ble to communieste with the other side.

TILL: You were in love with him?

VERA: What a question! Of course I was -- and still am,

TILL: Are wyou really? I think you're just afrald of him

in love.

VERA: I =2m in love with him, end will slweys be. Alweysl

TILL: Whvy then doesn't he answer you any moref

VERA: I don't Mmow...

TILL: But I dol e doesn't unswer beesuse you do not really want him
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to. Something hes ehanged -- something hes happened to both of us,
VERA: What are you talking ahout...

TILL (with inereasing intensity end enthusissm): I knew it this
merning when flrst seeing vou; I knew it when wvou touched my fore=
hesd with vour finger tips. 1 was dead: vou reealled me to 1life,
Your fingers are megnetie -- so is your smile, your look...

VERA: Stop it. I don't want to hesr another word...

TILL: Verel ¥You did trust snd like the Messenser -- why don't you
trust me ? Why don't you like me, Vera?

VERA: All this is sbsurd, impossible...

TILL: It 1an't! You belong to me , Verg -- not to h 1

H

eny
orel Hels dead, I'm alive, I em stronger.

VERA: You are 2 demon sent by hostile spirits to humillate and

destrovy me. Gol Gol Gol

TILL: You've called me, Versl Wes it a demon you meant to conjure

up? Maybhe so -~ I ean't help 1t. I am whet I am, and whet you wanted
& to be, Don't you recognize me, Priestess? (Stretching out his
:rmes for her): It's me |

VERA (moving ewsy from him)s I wern you, strancerl Bewsre of the
saerad powersl I am thelr instrument, thelr property, thelr vietim!

I am singled ont, merked, untouchablel I warn you, Till -- don't

vipolate the teboo...

TILL (eclose to her): I touch You... feel you... hold you...

VERA (esesping): Yo» will not hold me -- no ome ever willl I slip

aw=v, fly off, I have no weight, um nowhere, everywhere... Bewarel

Out of your eprma I'1l aseupe to other sphepes -- fapauway, insccessiblel

I sm ewnsive, alry, TreaCherousS...
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TILL (trying to catch her): I want you the way you are...

VERA (escaping): How am I? I don't know... I have a thousand forms,
am formless, nebulous. I transform wyself, I turn into an animal, a
cloud, an element, a flower -- taking on ever new shapes and hues.

I have no character of my own -- no identity, no name, no socul, no
will. My speech echos otherworldly voices, my thoughts are molded by
strange intelligemces. I au the tocl of unknown energies, the antenna
of mysterious vibrations. I am nothing and everything...

TILLs If you were nothing -- how could I love ycu, Vera?

VERA: You camot love we. I am in love with the dead, death is wy
element, uwy very kiss is deadly.

TILL (follows her): Kisse me.

VERA (in his arms): I've warned you! Are you not afraid?

TILL: Afraid -«- of what? I love you.

VERA: Afraid of we ««¢ Of my curse ... of wy love...

TILL: You deo love me, then?

MERA (in hii embrace): The will of the powers is unfathomable. They
don't permit we to love amy mortal -- and yet, they've sent you to we
from the depths, and make mwe recognize your hair, your lips, your
smile... and weke me fall in love... in love with you...

TILL: Your smile... your lips... your hair... Oh, this is heaven...
This is the abysS... This is the end of the world...

CUBRTAILIRN
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—SCENE 1

(Next wornings The scene 18 such the smse a8 at the opening of

Act Two: the glass door almost cowpletely covered with the curtaing
half-dark, with a dim light surrounding the couch. But now it is
VEHA who is resting on the couch, while TILL sits mext %0 her =-
caressing the sleeping woman's hair and brow.)

VERA (talking in her sleep, in a strange, singing voice): I aa 80
lovely, 80 peacefulsss IN love with sea, storm and cloudSess Fond of
the winds when they tousle wy palm-like hairs.. Fond ef the waves
vhen they caress oy rock=like feel...

TIlLt Vera dear, what on earth are you talking about?

VERA (asleep): I am not Vera. She is just one of my guests, living
on uy hospitable shores. FPoor little Veral She's such a tiny, puny
thing -- made of perishable, flimsy stuff, all fear and misery, the
most pitiful creatures.. But I am made of earth and stone and grassj
I'm solid and durable. And how handsome I an, with all wy palm trees
and blooming bushes! Don't you know wme, stranger? I am the island, °
Till: What islamd, dear?

ViRA (asleep): I used to be the Island of Death, the Master's

floating tomb, the mausoleum of the wost illustrious spirit. But now

I am changed, transfigured, under another spell. The Island of Love--
that's what I have becomej the oasis of tenderness, the haven o an
enchentel oouple. The stranger really should contemplate wy new
loveliness -- the loveliness of love, the splendor of supreue JOYese
TILL: You want me to inspect your beauties, uy sweet island?

- Y4
VERA (asleep): Take a walk along beach, climb up‘
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mounteins, But be eereful not to hurt the island's preelous, vuls=

neraeble soll, Your feet are heevy, stranger, Eeu*ﬁ—ﬂurtvr'llptoe lest

you hurt my soll,

TILL: I'll be eareful, Island. Where em I supposed to go?

VERA: Go to the Roek of Devotion =-- it's a megnifieent spot. Foor

14t+le Vers used to sit there every morning; to her, the Roeck wes e

senetusry, a hiding plaee, the most beloved retreat. Up there, no

one would interfere with her memories, dreams and visions. For the

gnered e¢liff is inmceessible to all but the initlate...

TILL: So I don't seem to have much of & chanee to find 1t.

VERA: You'll find the seeret path, stranger =-- I'm sure you will.

Go to the Roek of Devotion, I tell you -- you'll get there, all right.

You' 1l get there, snd find poor 1little Vera sitting all by herself...

No, she 1s not all by herself...

TILL: Who is with her, if I may ask?

VERA: The Seventh Angel... ¥98... the bWringer of destruction, the

token of heppiness... her seventh ehlld -- she has coneelved 1t, 1t
mosT Som

18 now with her -- her first child of love, her,beloved éajes,..

Go to the Roek, stranger, and join poor 1little Vera == pketry happy ﬁ'-’ﬁ{q

Vora welting for her child...

TILL: Thet's emough now. Weke up.

VERA (still asleep): Go to the Roek of Devotion...

TILL (shaking her): Wake up, Vera, wake upl

VERA (eawakening): Who's speaking to me,...?

PILLs It's me , darling -- it's T111!

VERA (reecognizing him, with & blissful smile): It's you... Why

don't you kiss me? What time 1s 1t? Is it still night?

TILLs No, it's late in the morning. Look... (He drews the curtain
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from the glass door -- letting the brisht dayli ht into the room.)
ves What a beautiful dayl
VERA (nestling up to him)s Beasutiful...
PIiL: You've been dreeming, Vera., Crazy stuff,
VERA: You mean, 1I've been telking in my sleeﬁE That's one of my
swful habits.
TILL: Don't you know any more what you were dresming about?
VERA: Not the faintest idea, I always forget my dreams.
PILL: Yov dresmed thet you were the island.
VERA (with s vague, mysterious smile): I wes the islend, Yes.
TILL: You said eurious things about poor little Vera sitting on the
Rock 211 by herself...
VERA: What did I have to say esbout poor little Vera?
PILL: Your voiee sounded strange; elmost frightening.
VERA: I've frightened you? Forgive me... (8he holds him in her
apms. A short silemee; them VERA takes her serms from Till's neek
and shoulders, gets up, peeces the room, finally stops near the ecouech,
There is enother pause before she addressed herself to him with greet
urgeney): T1ll, mv love... We have to gol At oneel We can't stay
here any longer!l
TILL: Whet's thet, Vera? You might...? You would be willing...?
VERA: We h e ve to, desrl There is no other choice,
TILL: I've been thinking about it; but I wonldnm't have dared ask
YOleee
VERA: We have to eseape right now! It would be gsulieide to stay here
apother hour. Don't you see? We ere eriminals, under the Law of the
181end, Our love is blaspHemy, here iwm the Master's house...

TILL (hugging her, overjoyed): So you're ready to leave this plaee?
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You'll stay with me =~ always?
VERA (in his erms): Alwsys,
TILL: 'Oh, thet's wonderful,.. You're going to be my wifel
VERA (moving awey from him): Your wife?... Yes, I suppose 1'm golng
to be yéur wife...
TILL: I'm 80 happ¥... 80 happ¥see 1'd have never thought that there
is so mueh hapriness in the woprldl
VERA (looking shyly eround): Hush, Till! Don't say such thingsl
Not here, where h e 18 listening! His revenge...
mﬁé—mw
TILL (in high spirits): Let him hear it! So what? (Addressing the.
Maester's bust): Listen you, stone-faee, longynose, marble-brow: We
are heppyl Vera end 1 are happ¥ess hépﬁy... happy. «s
VERA (putting the palm of her hand over his mouth): Ti1ll
TILL: Aren't you happv, Vera?
VERA; I don't know... Not as long es we pre here,
TILL: Let's beat it, them! When do we go?
VERA: Todav... now,.,. imrediately...
TILL: Where tof?
VERA: I don't esre. As faor as possible,.., We have to hide from h i m ;
h e must find us...
TILL: I guess Sen Freneisco will be our first stop. Ever been 1n
Friseo? It's a grand little plaee, you know. From Frlsco, boats keep
going to all péerts of the world... (He stops, suddenly penalva¥{a
short silenee; then): There's one thing, Vera, I want you to realize:
I don't have &ny money,.
VERA: Thet's all right, We'll menage.
TILL: Of eourse we will. But it's not so easy as you muy lmagilne.

It'a pretty tough to be poor.
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TILL: You kmow, I think it might be 2 good idea to have the kids
follow us, onee we settle down somewhere, It would be murder to
leave them here, with their sweet Aunt Judith...

VERA (nervously): Thnt'éimpoaaible. The ehildren belonyg to the
f8land == to h i m.us IJ ean't take them awpy , NSNS

TILIL: Prankly, I don't quite see...

VERA: We'll talk it over, dear -- later, in Sen Franeisco... You
must not spend snother moment in this room -- 1 implore you, Tilll
You'll be sefer outside -- on the beach, in the gerden...

TILL: Whet sbout you, Vera darling?

VERA: I have to p2ck some things and chenge clothes for the trip.
Probebly 1 won't find eny decent dregs to wear, It has been such &
Arante Tiart Btian
long, long time, you know, thet I-wesnlt out there, in the world...
TILL: Don't vou worry, darling. You'll be pretty emou h for me.

VERA: Thenks, Well, we'd better hurry then...

TILL: I hete to leave you slone, Let's keep together, Veral Why
ean't I go upstairs with m?m—» }

VERA (more &nd more egiteted): No no, you couldn't -- neverl
Thet's quite out of the question.

TILL: But why on earth shouldn't I...?

VERA: Don't vou understand? The room where h e and I used to
live together... o n r bedroom...Not even Judith deres enter it.
And you, in your blue sweater... Impossiblel It would be too much
of an insult}

PIILL (leushing): Now really! What's insnlting about t;;;igeoﬂ’
old"sweater eof—#ine?
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VERA: Don't laughl Gol Weit for me in the garden. I'1l eall
you A8 soon &8 I'm ready.
TILLy Oksy, I'1ll wait outside, if 1t makes you feel better, In

A
fect, I mey ss well take a stroll through The islend, while you're

busy packing. That's whet you told me to do =-- rem=mber?

VERA: Did I reallv? Maybe So0... But don't walk too far. And promise
= not to enter this room as long as I'm upstairs,

TILLy I promise, (He mekes for the glass door, then comes back

to kiss her,) Love me?

VERA: I'm afraid I do.

PILL: That's all I wented to hear., So long, dear, And do hurryl

(Exit, to the left.)

VERA (salone, stands motionless; then, in a low volee, smiling):
Yos, I d0ses I dOsse I'm efraid 1 really do...0h, I am efreld...
(During the lmst words, the smile has dlsappreared from her faece
whish seems to be suddenly derkened as if by the shadow of & passing
elond.)

(JUDITH, from the right.)

JUDITH: 1 hate to interrupt your meditation, Vera,..

VERA: Thut's quite 211 right -~ in feet, 1'm glad to see you, 1
was just about to go up to your room.

JUDITH: Where 1s the Messenger? Have you come to any definite
eonelusion with him?

VEKA: Yes, everything 1s settled. (A short sllence; then) 3
Judith, I have to go. For good,

JUDITH (perplexed): Whuat was that...?

VERA: You heard me, Judith, I heve to go =-- with him,




JUDITH: With wh o m .47

VERA: With him whom we have ealled "the Messenger." He 1s no
Messenger, though, He is... Oh, I don't know how to put it... You
see, he does not eome from the other side, he's 2 man, I am in love
with himl

JUDITH: Thialis madness...

VERA: Th!‘t'sfl‘::?zﬂt I thought at first... But then everything changed
ees He changed me -= 1it's a mireelel I'm & new person now -- trans=
formed,.. I love him, I went to live with him} I went to 11 v e,
Judith == isn't that ele&ér enought

JUDITH: And whe r e do you intend to live? Out there, in a doomed,
guilt-laden world? What kind of life would that be, in the shadow of
impending disaster?

VERA: 1 don't care whet mey be in store for us -- ag long 28 I am
with him...

JUDITH: He will not be With vou when the Day of Judgment comes. Are
you not afrald?

VERA: I 2m not. I love him,

JUDITH: The Apoecalvpse is near, You will have to feee it alone, um=
proteeted. And you are not afraid?

VERA: I sm not, I am not, I am not... And even if I were -- there's
nothing I eonld do sbout it, Don't you see, Judith? I he v e to
go -- my staying would be an unforyivuble coffense, & saerllege...
JUDITH: There is only o n e unforgiveble offense for you tc commit,

Vera Vunstresaten: desertion! Your seered vow compels you to serve the

Master h e r @ , in this house, on this 1sland, Here 1s your placéj Th‘ﬁﬂ'ﬁ.

And here you ‘iii will stay.




VERA: T een'bun, Imposeinl

JUDITHT YoM rm-e»«m ami rieatetal Yor widilwsbeyl-
5 i '
VERA (with s _b”pﬁ‘& lengh) & Priestes;‘i That sounds funny now...
/m'fw\
JUDITH: Why, vou must be out of your #eR888...

VERA: But I'm no longer a priestess, Judith -- 1 wish you'd get that
straight! I'm no longer a medium, I'm no longer Jen's wife, There's
another min -- see? His name 1is T411l, and I belong te him, Here, on
this couch.s.

JUDITH: Stop it} Not mnother word] How dere yousse

VERA: You don't went to hear the truth -- that's just like you,
JUDITH: It wss not Vers who just spoke to me., An evil spell, a demon., ..
VERA (with a violent outburst of irritation and dlsgust)s And evil
gspell indeedl... Oh, if you knew how siek end tired I =m 05 thgﬁg
cetehwordsy Don't tell me now thet 1'm possessed of some f rietele

I em notl I sm in lowe, if you ¥now what that means; I'm golng awey
with the man I love, I worship.

JUDITH: It wes not You who gspoke those shameless words == not the
real Vera,..

VERA3; It's m e , Judithl PFinslly 1 am my real self, the resl Vers

et lastl In this house, I've never had a 1ife of my own: 1 was your

slave, your prisoner, the instrument of your insene smbition., Oh, the

insnltes I had to tekel The humilistionsl

JUDITH: What ere you talking spout? Who's ever insulted you?

VERA: Don't you remember, Judith == the way 1 was treated here? How
vou &nd your brother hed me locked up and watehed end spied upon ==
do vou forget all that? Well, I don't!l Unfortunstely, I can't forget

those awful weeks when Jan'e little romanee with the chambermald was
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zoing on, right here under my eyes; cr those long, peinful months

oach yesr when I wes left behind on the islend, sll by myself, while
you and Jsn were
ﬁl‘,,&, i 2—1

did I have? Always slone in this house, alweys alone with the dead.,.

traveling about., Yes, he wes having e good time --
er Ifﬂ\.“.
, meking love to his lady edmirers... But I -- what

JUDITH: And with your aix children,

VERA: ¥ vy ohildrent Do they belong to me? He wanted them as a king

wants heirs (or his throne; they were borm to econtinue the Vanstraaten
Supposed,

tradition.., What do they mneed & mother for? I wasn't even jkdewed to

telk to them! I wasn't supposed to do snything =-- not supposed to be

humen, .. Op, you and your brother -- what have you made of me? An auto=

maton repeating diete from the other side, 2 dummy orsgele, a mediumistie

robot! But all this 1s over now. I'm through -- do you hear me, Judith?

Through, through, through with it alll (She rushea to the door et right.)

JUDITH (bloeking her way to the door with the wheel-chair): Where do

vou want to go?

VERA (tries to push her eside): Let me pass, I have some peeking to

do in mv room...

JUDITH: You will certeinly not do anythling of the kind,

VERA: I'm off...

JUDITH (wirh grest authority): You will not leave this island. Not for

one day; mnot for one hour,

VERA: And what, may I ask, 1s going to prevent me...?

JUDITH: The Lawl The Powersl! ?%Md‘

VERA: I tell you I'm through -- through with q/}il‘, through with your

Powers il
JUDITH (pointing to the bust): Are you through with h i u too?
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VERA (hesitates nerr the door): I told you == didn't I ...7
JUDITH: I want to heer it egein. Are you through with him -- yes
or no?
VERA: He's through with m e , for all I Imow, Lest night, I tried
to apperl to him, but there was no anewer, There wis no contaet at ell.
JUDITH: Beesuse the demon wes with you - the evil one, the im=
postor, Trvy it egain, He will answer,

VERA: It's too late now,

JUDITH: He will answer, I tell you. Just f;ya”fv

VERA: I don't want to try, I don't want him to esnswer, And I don't
went vou to eall Till a demon. I love him, we're polng to live to=
gether,

JUDITH (peinting to the bust egain, with an even more imperative
gosture)s Look at the Master, and then repesat what you ;ljust seid,
Why don't you lock a2t him, Vera?

VERA: I don't wamnt to, thet's =211,

JUDITH: You don't dare. You don't even dare look st him -- end still
rpetend thet he's lost his power over youl

VERA: Yes, he's lost his power over me -- belleve 1t or not: it's
truel

JUDITH: It 18 nc t true -- why fool yourself, Vera? You know

you will not get eway with your absurd, eriminal plan; you know the
powers will destroy the demon Wwhe tries to destroy our work; you
¥now yov will stay on the islend end do your duty and obey h is
will.

VERA (in e very low voiee): Do you really think he would... he might
forgive me..«.?

JUDITH: Fe will == if wou promise never to see the false Messenger

agein,
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VERA: How eould I promise such & thing? I love him,..
JUDITH: You will think it over., Go to vour room now =- go, I know
vou will not do anything rash or foolish,
VERA; What makes you think thet I've changed my mind?
JUDITHs You eyes tell me thet h e 1s with you again; he will re=
lesge you from the evil spell. Go, Vera, go. Repent, Ask him for
merey, Whatever punishment he mey impose on you =~ sceept it, Follow
his adviee, Make your peaece with him,
VERA: If only T1ll efmé batk.so I dontt know what to dosse
JUDITH: You know quite well what to do, my dear. Go upstairs, to

B T —

yor room, Meditate, Communieate with the other side.
ﬂg:g_ii:contnct @t him. You will be safe, onee £hat you are in
eontact.

VERA: B8top talking to me, Judith <= wlll you, pleasse? There's some=
thing sbout your voiee -- guvmething hypnotizing.e.

JUDITH: H 1 8 wvolce will comfort you. And while you listen to him,
the evil one, the demon, will be taken care of, Go.

VERA: I'm so confused, 80 wWeary.s.

JUDITH: You'll feel better soon,

VERA: As soon #s8 T1l1 is back... I suppose I may &s well wait up=

ateire, Aeeeieity (Exit, to the right.)

(JUDITH, =lone, her feee stony &8 she sits ebsorbed in thought,
A silencs; then UNCLE, LARUE, and LI TS0 enter from the right.)
UNCLE: Good morning, my deggigzcretarv General, How are you
today?

JUDITH: Good morning, gentlemen. I'm fine, Just fine.

UNCLE: My eolleagues end I spent most of the night discussing the
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EVidl.s b uﬁ

JUDITH: B, A iLmalignnnt spirit of the lowest order 1is

attempting to bedevil our community.

LARUE: Quelle impertinencel

' trl/"' il
JUDITH: Whet 1s worse, the evil'ene to bewlteh the Priestess,

LI TSO: Without eny success, of course?

JUDITH: O©On the contrary, his Hpellfgéé;::T;:st effieecions,

UKCLE: Inerediblel

JUDITH: ©Not really -- considering the fset thet the vielous entity
even succeeded in decelving sueh experieneced old oceultists as our=
selves, Pur from 12::;¥%~thr0wgh his obvions masquerade, we took him
for what he pretended to be -- the Master's personsl agent and mes=
senger!

UNCLE: The Measenger -~- an impostor?

LARUE: He made such s pleasent impression. So trustworthy end
straigzht forward.

JUDITH: Quite so. That's why Vera fell in love with him,

UNCLE (terrified): In love ~= the Priestess,..?

LARUE: Quel désastrel

JUDITH: Disaster is right. Clearly, the demon has been sent by dark

————

powers to interfere with the Mester's sdwestdew™ work, You know how
bitterly, how implacably they hute him -- and now more so than ever,
At this eritieal juncture, the wholesome influence of our Tesacher
irks those asinister spirits who hope to profit by the upoeslypse,
Henee their determinstion to bresk his power,

II T80: Diabolieal,.,

JUDITH: With the Muster being-out of resch -~ invulnersble, in=

aceessible ~-, Vera seems to be the logieal terget for the fiendish




«1l5=
attack, If the evil entities succeeded in silencing Vera's volee,
the ¥ester's mesasage would not be heard any more.
UNCLE: That mast not heppenl Never!
JUDITH: It will happen == unless we sot quickly &nd effectively.
UNCIB: If we ean be of any aesistance to you, my dear Kadam Secre=
tary Genortleses
JUDITH: You esn =-- in faet, I depend on wvour help, my friends.
Ne have to get rid of the demon,
UNCILE: Neturelly, He'll héve to exorelsed.
JUDITH: That will not do, You esn't drive out an embodlied entity
by mesns of magle gestures. The exoreising ritual works only against
ghosts,
LARUE: But he still is a ghost, isn't he? =-- however human he may
look right noWe..
JUDITH: Even so -- having tsken on humen form, the intruder will
heve te be liquidated a8 t houg h he were 8 mortel
Is that elsar enough?
UNCLE: Perfeetly cletr,
(A s1lenee. Then)t
UNCLE (in e low voiece)! And we sre supposed to do 1t?
JUDITH: I would do 1t mveelf, if it were not for my physieal con=
dition. You lmow whet is &t stake == the Master's lifework and ours}
vers is indispensable to the Vanstraaten Soclety. If we allow the
demon to take Vera away from us, we may as well give up sltogether.

UNCLE: There e¢&n be no doubt, he hes to be -- liguidsted.

LARUB: But how...? Q8 sera up peu difficile...
JUDITH: On the contrary, it's quite simple, I presume you gent lemen

w11l still be eble to find vour way to the Rock of Devotion?
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UNCLE: I deresay we'll never forget thet pleturesque gsecret path.
Beaides I kept the rosd map you were kind enovgh to draw for our
sonvenienee -- a very neat 1little job.
JUDITH: A1l right then. You just teke the so-celled Messenger for
a welk through the island, and go with him to the Rock.
LARUE: And thene«.?
JUDITH: Then you have him stend et the edge of the ¢liff to sdmire
the glorious view, Faeing the abyss, he's likely to be overcome by
s sudden spell of giddiness,
UNCLE: And if he doesn't get dlzzy...?
JUDITH: Well, in thet improbzble case you mey have to take the ini=
tistive., A very slight push will be suffieient...
LI TSO: A push...
JUDITH: Youn juet touch him with your finger tips == like that --,
and he'll lose his equilibriwm, 1f he stands at the very brink., The
gbves will attreet him, his bad conselenece will pull him down...

LARUE: Hven so -- the idea of pushing him... 8prds tout,.. tout-de-

méme.., c'est trop fort,,. clest terrible...

JUDITH: Don't forget he's a demon, friends! And he wants to kid=

nep the Priestess, e h e ve to dispose of him!

UNCLE: Quite so. It mey be an unplessant job, but 1t has to be done.
As for me, I'm resdy, Mad:m Secretery General,

LI TSO: So ém I =- for the sake of the Msster's eause, You may count
on me, Doctor Judith Vanstrasten.

LARUE: I suppose I, too, will overecome my nervous inhibitions, of
conrse, I sm afraid my finger tips will tremble, ut the deeisive

moment; but I'1ll try my best,
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JUDITHs 1 thenk you, Ifriends, I knew I c¢onld depend on your
coursage and loyalty. The decisive moment 1s nesar, Our enemy 1s
now in the gerden, brooding over his nefarious plans, He may be

here anv moment.

(During the second pert of the preceding seene, JANE has been
standing outside in the gerden, near the glass door -~ vislible teo
the @udlienee but not notieced by those present on the stage. While
JUDITH end the PROFESSORS were talking, JANE seemed occupled with
her shells -« holding them to her ear, smiling, nodding, as 1if
enchanted by mysterious maeile, Now she begins to wave at someone

ghe hag notieed in the garden.)

JANE (naddressing herself to the person in the gerden who is not
vet visible to the sudienece or to the others present on the stege):
Hey, vov... strange ghoSt... listen to Nusber Seven]

JUDITH (notieing Jane): What ere you doing here, June?

JANE: Nothing., Just pleying with my shells, Trying to think of
sométhing real niee I ecould do to meke good for the wrong I've done,
UNCLE (whispers to Judith): I hope she wasn't around, just s few
minutes ago, when were discussing -- ecertein delicete matters,...
JUDITH: Even if she had been here, it wouldn't meke any difference,

fr\t A vy
She's =a .

s You know,

UNCLE: 1I'm happy to hear that... or rather, I'm 80Prry...
JUDITH: That's ouite 21l richt. SN

JANE (to the invisihle person in the gerden): Don't go swsy,
atrenge ghost! Numbegry:h something to tell vou... something she
lecerned from the shells...

JUDITH (to Jeme): Who,ére you talking to, childe

JANE: 1It's the stranger -- the nlee one, the one Number Seven likes...
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He's walking out there, in the gerden,..
JUDITH: Oh, that's interesting! (She moves briskly to the gless
door, ecalls into the garden): Hello, Messenger! How sre you this
morning?
TILL's VOICE (from outside)s Thanks, Miss Judith -- I'm enjoying
myself. A lovely day, isn't 1t?
JUDITH: It ecerteinly is, Why don't yYou come in end join us?
TILL (appears on the thresholr:E M-Lyﬁ%?hsv—mlz I shouldn't
come in, reelly... Well, I suppose it won't do eny harm. (He enters,
somewhst reluctantly,)
JANE (whispers to Ti1l): There's something I have to tell you,
strange ghost...
TILL: What 1s it, kid?
JUDITH: Don't bother the Messenger, Jene. (To T1ll): You've been
taking a stroll? A good idea, to get some exerelse in the morning.
How do you like our 1islend? Iovely landsespe =~ don't you think?
TILL: Very nice, But, as 1t heppens, I didn't find the spot I
setually mesnt to visit.
JUDITH: And whet spot 1s that?
TILLy I think you eall it the Reck of Devotion. Vera told me to
go there,
JUDITHs Vera told you to visit the secred Roeck?
TILLs+ That's right, One gets the finest view of the islend from
thet eliff, she says,
THE THREE PROPESSORS (exchenge suggestive glsneces,)
JUDITH: Yes, indeed; the view from that partieulsr point is quite
extraordinery -- something you shouldn't missl I'm sure our friends
here would be only too glad to show you the wey, 1f you feel like

‘ny more exeprcise,
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TILL: I'd ecertainly not mind a little mowntain-climbing. What
bont you fellowa?

UNCLE: It will be a great honor for us to show the Messenger to
the Roeck of Devotion.

LI TS0s We will enjoy walking the seeret path with the 1llustrious
spirit.

LARUE: This promenade is going to be a greet experiemee for all
of us,

TILL: I'm sure it will, But we'll have to walk pretty fast -- I'm
in a rush, yYon know,

UNCLE: VNessengers &lways are,

LARUE: The faster, the better! Besldes, the Rock 1s not far.

TILL: Vera may eall for me while I am awaY... Would you do me =
favour, Miss Judith?

JUDITH: Of course, with the greatest pleasure,

TILL: Tell Vera I'1ll be back pretty soon. Tell her I'm goling to

the pleee the Island sent me to., She'll understand,

JUDITH: _EMJ-Q].]. certainly tell her.

TILL: Thenks 2 lot, Well then == all set, zentlemen? Ilet's gol
(He goes to the glass door, followed by the THREE PROFESSORS. At

the door, he hesitstes, bows to Unele:) After yomu, fbofesaor...

UNCLE: After ¥ o u , Messenger, 1f you pleese...

TILL: But vou're older than I...

UNCLE: All the same, & spirit has preeedence.
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JANE (begins suddenly to cry and whimper es TILL pesses by, making
for the gerden)s Don't go, strange chost, don't gol
TILL: What's the metter, kid? Why shouldm't I g0 to the Rock?
JANE: 1It's so high and steep == the nasty Rock! Number Seven 1s
seared, ..
JUDITH (sherply)st You shut up, Jane =- will you? I told you before
not to bother our distinguished guest.
JANE (erying): Number Seven -- seared...
TILL (petting Jane's head): Don't you worry, kid -- the high, steep
roeck won't bite me. I have to go there beesuse youwr mothur,.. I mean,
your stepmother... I mean, the Priestess wents me to. See?
JANE (opens her mouth es 1f to ssy something, but ls interrupted byv...)
JUDITH: That will be enou h from you, Jene, You'd better keep quiet,
anyhow -- after whet happened the other night, at the séanee.
JANE (weeps with inereasing violenee -- and runs off, into the
garden,)
TILL (looks efter her, shaking his head): Poor thing...

JUDITH: Well, I wish you a pleasant walk, gent lemen.

‘LARUER " Wald consult your.r e e Jas o OMOHON
vheaitealde, .,
(TILL 2nd the THREE PROFESSORS, exit to the left,)

JUDITH (alone, looks after them; then turns her wheel-chalr and

moves to the door &t right)s He's poing to the place the Island sent
him t0..s She'll understand..,, Yes, I suppose she will... She'll under=

stend, all right... (Exit, to the right.)
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(T'he stegze remains empty for & little while; then the SIX CHILDREN
enter from the gerden, with the weeping JANE in their midst,)
DORIS: Simple Jane -=- elways eryingl
PUCK: And without eny reason!
CHRISTOPHERs Thet's just like her, Ignorent little thingl
URSULA: What are you erying for, Jane?
CHRISTOPHERT St11l about that missing astral Body of yours? You won't
get 1t baek by weeping, You know,
BETTY: MNeybe she's just erying beesuse she doesn't belong to the
fami ly. Thet would make sense,
URSULA: Or meybe she remembers the trumpet -- the wey she messed
np our danee,
JANE (hae sheken her hezd after each suggestion.)
CASPAR: - Well, what 1s it then, Simple Jane? Who's hurt you this

tine?

JANE (still sobbing, stammers): The strange ghost,.. bisesmdes
OUcerwy

CASPAR: Are you trying to say that he's hurt you -- the Messenger?
I don't you believe you, Jane.

JANE; Not hurt me == not h e ,.,., No no nol.ses But t h ey are
rolng to hurt h 1 m -- see? Number Seven knows -- the shells told
her S0..s

URSULA: Now, let's get that straight, Simple Jumel W h o 's _olng
to hurt w hom?

JANE: The nasty little men -- the three black ones... going to hurt
the good ghost,.. Went to push him from the Reek, with their finger
tipsS... Number Seven has heard it ell... knows everything...
CASPAR: Push him from the Rock.«.?

PUCK (with ome of his ailvery gilc.gles): With thelr finger tips?
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Like thot.e.s? That's funny!
URSULA: I don't think it's as funny as all thst, Puck.
JANE: They say the astrange ghost is bad; but that isn't so == Number
Seven knows it isn't!]
CASPAR: Simple Jane haprens to be right, for a ehange. The Messenger
is not bad -~ we've found out that much. We think he's pretty good,
JANE: Strange ghost 1s good, but the three blaek ones aren't, Want
to push the good strunger with their black finger tips. He has to Dbe
gaved -- the good onel
CASPAR: You've got something there, Simple Jenel... The good one has
toe be saved,
JANE: DNumber Seven would like to do it; would like to do something
real nlee to make good for the wrong she's done.
DORISs How smart Simple Jene is todey!
CHRISTOPHER:t She makes almost sense -- it's amezing. kiust be the
Messensger's good influenee.
JANE: DNumber Seven would like to be good but ean't, beeuuse she
doesn't belong to the family, doesn't know the seeret path to the
Rock... But the six others -- they do know the path,.. S0 why don't
they run, snd ‘ﬁﬂ?the good, strange ghost, and tell him what Rumber
Seven leasrned from the elever s8hells -- tell him all about the flinger
tips, and how they're going to push him...
CASPAR: A brillient ideal
CHRISTOPHER: Well, I'm not so sure, Meybe Mother wants to get rid
of the Messenger, and hes asked the professors to give him e 1little
push,
URSULA: I don't think so == in fuet, I believe Kother ias rather
fond of him, She's already spent two nights in his compeny -- the
night after the gale, playing the megnetlie geme with him; end the
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following night, just talking. Now, I suppose she wouldn't do that,
if he were giving her trouble,

CASPAR; FHe hes to be saved -=- I quite sgree with Jane,

CHRISTOPHER: Shouldn't we first talk it over with Mother or with
Aunt Judith?

URSULA: No time -- we'd better hurry! They must be almost on the Reck
by now,..

PUCK (with 2 giggle)s Meybe they're slready tickling him with

their finger tips...

URSULA: Don't say sueh things. Let's go!l

CASPAR: I suppose we may a8 well j‘\mpr the mesks.

DORIS: The exorcilsing masks agein?

CASPAR:t Of course not, sillyl The aengel outfit, with trumpets and
winge and all.

CHRISTOPHER: The angel mesks? A little exaggerated, 1'd say,

CASPAR: ]‘i;;:;ii, we're supposed to save s friendly spirit -- aren't
we? So why not look as friendly es we een.

URSULA: All right, boys -- don't Xl ergue, we're in s rush.

Let's get those masks out of the box -- and more quickly then that!
THE SIITHC;;IIDREK (rush to the box of costumes, snd in preectiesally
no timé)ﬁba trensformed inte angels -- complete with trumpets, silver
wigs, ete,)

URSULA: But we should be seven, on sn oceasion like thatl

CASPARt Let's teke Jene slong -~ I don't eell her "simple" beeceuse
she's turned out to be pretty bright, M After all, wo'd never

Tn'
have thought of saving the Messenger -- if it were not for bight little

Janel
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THE SIX CHILDREN (deneing sround Jene)s Come along, Junel Come
with us to the Rock of Devotion, bright 1little sister!
JANE: Not to the Rockl Pleese not... It's so high end steep =- Number
Seven 1s seared...
URSULA: Never mind how high and steep that Rock 1a, Slmple Jane ==
we'll teke ecare of youl
JANE: Number Seven -- seared,.. will get dizzy...
CASPAR: But we ne e d you, Jane -- don't you see? We ha v e
to be seven to seve the Messenger... Didn't you want to do something
resl niee to make good for the wrong you've dome? All right then, there's
youlehenee, ..

JANE (nods -=- her eyes widened with foap): Something rece 1

niee -- yes,.., Number Seuen comes along to the hi hy steen Rock.
URSULA: That's more like itl

CASPAR: There's your outfit., Quiekl! (He gives her a complete angel
costume -- including the trumpet.)

JANE (with an outery of fesr): Not the trumpet -- nol Number Seven
must not touech the trumpetl No tone -- all shrunk AWaY.s. 1t's not
my foult,.. want to make good for it,.. But not toueh the trumpet)
CASPAR: You don't have to touch the trumpet, Jane, if you don't
like to., Take the drum instead., (He gives her the drum.)

(JANE begins beating the drum in a soft, gingerly menner, ss the
OTHER CHIIDREN intone & solemn funfare, while merching to the door
at left.)

URSULA (leading the proeession); Mey the good spirits be with us,
(THE SEVEN CHILDREN, exit to the left, The drumbests sre st1l1l being
heard -=- quite distinetly at firet, then dying graduelly awey in the

dietenee,)

re -
SR -1 g
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(A silenece; then VERA enters from the right -- followed by JUDITH.)
VERA (rushing to the glass door; very egitated)s I don't understand
e word,.. Where 1is he?
JUDITH: You heard me, Vera, He's gone to the place to whiech he wes
sent by the Island,
VERA: ..0ent by the Island.ss F28.04
JUDITH: Who 1s the Islend?
VERA: 1It'S me... I dreamed I was the Island... I &am the Island. Where
did I sent him to?
JUDITH: Don't you remember?
VERA: No, I don't... I told him to take & walk -~ that's ell I
now...
JUDITH: Didn't you tell him to go to the Rock of Devotion?
VERA: Maybe I did... Could be...
JUDITH: You told him to go to the Roeck, even though you knew that,
by doing se, he would offend ageinst the Law of the Islend. You sent
him there -- knowing it would be hie end,
VERA (with 2 cry of horror)s His end....? What are you trying to
tell me...? (Stending at the glass door, with her buck to Judith,
gshe begins to eall)s Till.,.. Till... Don't you hear me?... Tilleee
Where are you, T111?
JUDITH: You know where he is, You know he will not return,
VERA: Ti4ll... T111,.. I'm ready to go... Don't you hear? ... I'm
waiting, desr, I'm walting for you...
JUDITH: He does not heer you,
VERAs T11l... T411... It 48 not true -- it ean't be... She's lying
to me..s You did not go to the Rock... I never told you to go there...

JUDITH; He did, And the powers have punished him,
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VERA (turns slowly s=round; 1n s woarily dragging volee)s The
powers ars eruel... Ok, how eruel the powers esrel
JUDITH: As 4if I hadn't experienced it myself... Vere, there is
no use in struggling snd compleining., The law direeting owr lives
18 inexoruble, Uneses«pable, What is the price we have to pey for
our insights and privileges? Not legs than -- everythingl
VERA: BEveryvthing... Yes, ell I hed hes been taken esway from me...
Do you think he's -- over there, Judith? On the other side?
JUDITH: Why don't you try to find out?®
VERA: How eould 17 MY psychic feculties are gone == didn't 1

tell vou? Desides, he wouldn't 1like 1t...
JUDITE: 1I'm sure he's walting for your csll, over there.
VERA: I don't know whet to dos.. Oh, I'm 80 tired... (She stag=
gers, seems on the point of fainting. FPropped sgeinst Judith, she

11des down to the floor.)
JUDITH (bent forward in her chair, supporting Vera's head and
shonlders): Take this cushlon..e there... Meke yourself com=
fortable...
VERA (resting on & cushion in front of the wvheel=chair)s So tired...
a0 worn=ocut..s If I only ¥mew whst to do!
JUDITH: Yon Mmow what to do, my desar -=- you know perfectly well.
You're ¢0lng to communieete agein -- that's your life: what else?
VERAt No, I will not... 1 shonldn'tess
JUDITH: You eertainly will, my dear, You will have him egein ==
tronafigured, purified, e beloved voiee from the better world. liis
velee will fuse with the Master's voiece -~ the two volces are ontse.
And you, listening to the twofold appesl, the double greefing,
will bDe heppY¥sss You will have pesce, my dear, end will be heppy --
80 hapPTees

(?EH& peste with closed eyes, as the light dims end goes out.,)
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SCENE Il

(Berly evening of the same day,

NURSERY WARY and KITCHEN MARY ere busy prepering the place for

the coming séanee, as they were st the beginning of SCENE II, in

ACT ONE, Onee sgein the alter has been docorated with white flowers,
and the low stools form the traditionszl semieircle sround the central

armeheir, The gless door 1s open. Twilight inside the room.)

NURSERY MARY (mutters to herself in & low, engry voice, while
dusting the throne-like armchair): A disgreece -- thet's what it
Tl fembese--siramel- -Whe o caeenael!

KITCHEN MARY: Come on, Nursery Mery, don't lose your temper egein!
NURSERY MARY: An extra séanece - just 1ike thuotl Without even con=
sulting usl That's the way two feithful old servents sre treated
in thie honsel

KITCHEN MARY: Always eross, always grumblingl I'm just as tired
a8 you are; but if our Ma'em feels like =2 little echat with the
other side...

NURSERY MARY: They're having their whims snd intuitions -« those
1lluminaté of the ruling class! But for us poor folks it & lweys
boils down to the same thing: more toil, more drudgery... That's
how 1t goess Ouwr Ma'ém feels 1like a chat with the spirit world,

end we have to 4 work over-time!

KITCHEN MARY: Well, you never can tell whet it's good for, ¥eybe
we'!ll get some useful informstion sbout the end of the world...

NURSERY MARY: You're not a class-gonscions proletarisn -- that's
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the trouble with you. So let's go on slaving! == but not for e

long time any more. The Day of Judgement is the day of liberation...

KITCHEN MARY: Right you ere., But I still think good contacts may
help a lot when it comes to faeing that apopleetie explosion. After
all, it's useful to know high-ranking personalities like our Master
Jun and the Messenger.

NURSERY MARY: "Apoeelyptic," Kitchen Mery -- not "spopleetie"!

How often do I have to tell you that? And as for that so-ealled Mes=
senger, I have my doubts, you know, He hesn't shown up &ll day, and
onr poor Ma'am is erying. There's something cooking, Kitchen Mary =--
wait and seel

KITCHEN MARY: Oh, go sway -~ I don't believe & wordl The Messenger
is 2 very niee, correct spirit -- exeept that he asks for ham end

egga, onee in a while,..

(JUDITH moves into the room, from the right.)

JUDITH: Evervything ready? We'll begin in & moment.

NURSERY MARY: But the children sre not yet beck from thelr welk,
KITCHEN KARY: And the professors aren't around, Wese cither,
NURSERY MARY (rsther pointedly): Nor 1s the Messenger, for that
matter.

JUDITH: We're not going to weit for enybody. Thie 18 &an informal
séanee -- just an improvised little affair,

NURSERY MARY: Not even ecandle 1light?

JUDITH: No, leave the glass door open -- the Priestess likes the
p+le eolors of dusk,

NURSERY MARY: Okay -- you're the boss,

JUDITH: Yes, I still «m -- am I not?
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NURSERY MARY; Music?
JUDITH: Just a few chords, Very soft, if you please,
(NURSERY MARY settles down in front of the organ and begins to play,
while JUDITH moves her wheel-chalr to her usual place next to the
medinm, end KITCHEN MARY site down on onw of the low stools.)

(After ©« few moments, VERA comes from the right -«- wearing her
white priestess gown with head-bend, but no flowers. She welks to
her chelr and site down, her eyes closed, her fuce taut with con=
centration. JUDITH, sitting next to Vers, holds her hend, NURSERY
MARY hes stopped playing and joined the group in front of the
altar, A silenee; thens)

VERA (opens her eyes, shakes her hesd -- discoureged)s No con=
taet... No response..., It's hopeless,

JUDITH (holds Vera's hend with e stronger grip -- whispering):
Don't give up! Tryl You must go nﬂ?ryigg, Verel

VERA: It's wrong.e. I ahouldn'twée'-piz..

JUDITH (whispers)s Try to contaet the Master -- remember, he's
your Contrel, you won't get anywhere without his helpl

VERA (grosning)s I don't want to... I can't,..

JUDITH: Appeual to the Master, Verzl He'll put the other spirit
throuzh.

VERA: I don't need any mediator, if Ti1ll 1is over there and wishes
to communieate with me. (She closes her eyes sgain., Another silence:
then)s Till... Cén you hear me, T111? Where y are youl... I don't
know where you &re -- I don't lknow snvthing, don't feel anything...
I'm empty, numb.., It has been too much for me == too much pein,
too mueh anguish... I 8m 8 0o tired, dear.,... But if Judith is

right and you're attunlly over there, please answerl I know you
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don't believe in spiritualism -- or rather, you didn't when you

were here, with us,.. I know I promised you I wouldn't communicete
eny more... Don't hete me for doing it -- please, don't hate me,
T411t... I did not send you to the Reck -- not conselously, not de=
libers tﬁe}Ww thepeyil weasposking . lumy -adoep
p..ffjéidn't mesn eny harm == believe me, Till, I didn'tl... So why
don't you let me hear your volee? Why don't yov tell me that I am
forgiven?... I love you, Till -- wherever you may be, I em in love
with woul Wherever you rhare «= I want to live with you, want to be
youral Don't leave mel (The last outery i1s followed by & short
silenee. Then she jumps up == shaking with violent sobs.) No unswer,
1 sm out of eontsct, No way of resching him,.. Oh, this 1s un=

besrablel

(TILL appears in the freme of the open glass door, followed by the
SIX CHILDREN in engel costumes,)

TILL:y What the hell is going on here?

VERA (in e breaking voice, her eyes closed, with teers streaming
over her smiling feee): There you are,.. alive... (8he totters,
is ebout to eollapse,)

TILL (holding her in his =rms): What's the matter, derling?

VERA (elinging to him): You didn't fall from the Rock... You are
slive,., Oh, T1ll... (She faints in his erms.)

TILL: My poor darling... ¥y poor, beloved Vere,.. (He carries her
to the door st right.)

(TILL exit with VERA.)

(The SIX CHILDREN, still wearing their meske and wings, have in the
meentime entered the room.)
NURSERY MARY: Now, if that lsn't the erazlest séunce I ever wit=

neassedl
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EITCHEN MARYs Was that supposed to be snother matematlzation,

or whet?

NURSERY MARY: Didn't I tell you there was something cooking? By

the way, the word is "meterialisation" -- not "matematization,"

KITCHEN MARY: Why, of all things...

JUDITH

(he feee frogzen with surprise snd anger; to the children):

What happened?

THE SIX CHILDREN (shrug their shoulders -=- silent.)

JUDITH:
URSULA:

Tell me at onee what happened, or else...

Wetll tell Mother.

JUDITHg}(hiaaing with anger)s How dare you...?

URSULA:z

JUDITHs
PUCK:
JUDITHs
PUCK:
URSULA:
JUDITH

Sorry, Aunt Judith. That's how it 1is,
This is rebellion..s 1'1l have you punished,...

What for?

For your insolence -- and for what you didl

We saved the Messenger -- wasn't that a niee thing to do?
Mother was seemed very plessed,

(with en outburst of violent fury):s Oh, you vicious, im=

pudent 1little foolsl Who on earth told yon...

et

URSULA:

Simple Jane told us that the Messenger was in daunger. So

we thought it a good idea...

JUDITHS
URSULA:
JUDITH:
CASPAR:

A good 1deal You're driving me med... It's outrageous...
Wes Jene mistaken? Was the Messenger not in denger at all?
Shut up == I can't stand eny more of thisl

I am sure Jene wus right -- and we did the right thing.

CHRISTOPHER: Where 18 Jane? We lost her.
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JUDITH; I eonldn't agree more with you, Professor.

IARUE (whinigly)s It lsn't owr feult -- eroyez-mol, ehere amie,..

JUDITH: Well then, what do you have to say for yourselves?

UNCLE: This terrible islend...

LARUE: Everything was ageinst us...

LI TS0: We lost our way, were uneble to find the Rock.

JUDITH: 1In spite of my roed mep? Extreordinsry.

UNCLE: MNost extreordinery indeedl We found the plesece without eny
difficulty, when golng there yeaterday., But thls time everything seemed
chenged == as if touched by an evil spell,

LARUE: Naeturellement, on éteit un peu nerveux -- vous COmprenez,

c‘nb‘re emlosse

UNCLE: There wes not o n e seeret path =- there were dogzemns, hund=

reds of theml
II T80t A wholé labyrinth of narrow roads, ravines, gorges, rocks =-=- &
wilderness as rugged and forbidding ;;h%f%ivar geen one in the heart
of Asle,
JUDITH: You must heve been &t the northern extreme of our islend --
fap away from the eliff you were supposed to find.

Lo Atre
UNCLE: Maybe so. The Rock of Devotlon seemedicompletely vanished.
Yot everything might have worked out all right, if it had not been
for that terrible musie.
JUDITH: Whut musle?
UNCLE: The trumpets end the drum. The Messenger -- that is to say,
the evil one, the demon -~ insisted on following that moblle music
band. They knew the way, he said, while we dldn't. So he begin run=
ning after them.
LARUE: And how fest he ranl We tried to keep up with him <~ impos=

gihle! After all, one is not quite so young any more as one used to be.
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UNCLE: That's how I got thet black eye of mine -- I foll while
ehesing him,
LARUEs So did I -- more than onecel
LI T80: We had no chenece, He wus determined to join the mmsicians --
and thet's just what he did, most probebly,
THE SIX CHILDREN (glgigling): Most probably,. yes, yes.,.. most pro=
bebly he joined us...
URSULA: We took him up to the Roeck,..
CASPAR: ile enjoyed the beautiful view together...
CHRISTCPHER: But we did not push him,..
PUCK: Not even with the finger tips! (They lsugh upreoariously.)
UBCLE: Why, you little devils...

LI T80t The Master's children sabotaged our eetion, seved the demon}

This 1s monstrwous|

PUCK (giggles): "Monstrious"! What e queer word to usel

DORIS: Typieally grown-uppishl

JUDITH (furious agein, moves her wheel-chalr towsrds the children ==

breandishing her eane et them.) I'11 teseh you...

(Before JUDITH hse quite resched the frichtened CHILDREN, TILL enters
from the right.)

TILL: G8top i1t, Aunt Judithl Don't you touech these kidst

JUDITH: Who ere wyou to tell me what to do or not to do, young mant
TILL: Just ecelm down, Auntie, just teke 1t easy. You'll soon have
plenty of reason to get excited -- just walt e 1ittlel

JUDITH: What are you trying té tell me...? (With « sudden epprehen=
gsive intuition)s Where is Vera?

TILL: Upstsira, in her room, Changing ¢lothes., We're leaving, yon

know, Vere hae deecided to leave this plasee with me.
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NURSERY MARY: Whet's thet,..?
LARUE: Quelle eudreel

JUDITH: Quiet, plesse! (To T11l, with foresd celmness): And when
o
do yon expect to T
PILL: Right now -= in a few mimates, As soon as Vera 1s ready.
m—
JUDITH: I have to talk to *-(. (She moves swiftly to the door et
right,)
(JUDITH exit =-- followed by the THREE PROFESSORS, NURSERY- end

KITCHEN MARY.)

(The SIX CHILDREN -- now without masks -~ look at TILL, who seems
& little self-conscious, A silence; then):

URSULA: You're not going to take Mother eway from us, Messenger?
TILL: Quit eerlling me "Messenger;" I told you my name is Till.
URSULA: Answer my question, Ti1ll.

TILL: No, I'm not zoing to teke your mother away from you, I want
you to eome along.

URSULA: All of us?

TILL: Naturelly -- all of you kids.

CASPAR: Simple Jane too?

TILL: Yes, of Course, she may &lso ecomeé ulong, if she wents to,
URSULA: I think she should, beezuse she gave us the idea of ssving

you, Messenger Till, Besides, without Jane we would be only six, when

PUCK: Where §
TILL: Well, you see, Puck, there sre so many pleces,.. It's a
big world, youn know,

DORIS: Are wvou trying to tell us that we'll live with you out

thepe in the world ~- the big, nasty world of the strangers?




e

N

b
»
o -
| L e
v 2L LT
|

v -
o ) =




Lills =8 - i L S Lol a3 1 ¢ o L | 3 = 1 ¥ L
- y _ 1
LEll L . i & 1 . 1 i r -
- e . - kg
A Lukdl L]
- | o ¥
JU Ly e . LL1C X
. i k. i 3 .
. . 1 "
. - | s . i v | " .o |
aT 1 . '
= <4 A L Lich
\ . A i il
A (TR = ] 1 . - = L . d L1 i e 26 el 1
! i - | . . & ol ® L 1 i =Ll A i Ls -
- E -
U= LLAO U Clddid -
AR LT . - 5 b - - i & had LA AT L e e L
( — | I . -
. L i - b NEBY b % Li dj= L1
1 - g | ¥ . ¥
Abaly g (- A8 = | AVl Ll Ry =p=7 L =i bd ;
t y I & . .
1 -3
A . . 211 L T - a l
' | ) T ¥ s 1
i 5 -l A adid J Wl <l . Ll # L5 i |
Q » + 9 |
Ll 1 ] ik i w
. r ! 1 f
A d il e e 4 b Abiba ke 4 . - - - L .
9 « 9 =
¥ $ + 1 3 + i
; ' | gl & - J A E B i . S | ad i £ i“w A J 4 . i . il
w . .
L -
Lil I i ke B & . 4 P = b e Al




- 156~
nn
URSULA: An older pul would eertainly come'handy -- especially
with Father being so fapr swey, these deys. We haven't heard from
him for guite some time. ..
TILL: I'm afraild you won't hear from him agein <= not the way
von used to,
CHRISTOPHER: Why is that?
DORIS: Dad 1s not eross with Mama, by any chanee?
TiLL: No, not exaetly, It's just... You see, your father can't be
#lways with you, He hes now withdrawn to an even more remote region
of the other world -- & very distant pleee where he's guite out
of recch .l tEEse
CASPAR: I understand, That's why he has sent hils messenger, so
Kother won't be slone.
TILL: That's one way of looking et 1t,.,,, Yes, 1 suppose #here you've
thene
got something), sonnie,
(JACOB eppears on the threshold of the glass door == carrying
JANE's body in his arms.)
JACOB: Prinee of the weves,.. 1llustrious nix... stetely son of
Neptune,.. Look what I've found in the ses.
TILL¢ What 187 ~= Janel Ia she desd?
TEE SIX CHILDREN (surrounding Jzeob, looking st Jane's dead body):
Simple Janel Look &t her -- how whet she is! And her poor fece ==
how whitel
PUCK (touched her fece, and shudders)s And how coldl Brrr...
TILL: Leave her 2lone, children, She's desd -- poor thing.
URSULA (Bt:nr:ing at Jesne)s So that's what they look like -- the
dend.-Thggﬁ;g%k nice, the way ghosts do. They look bad., (She "
begine to ery -- guietly but bitterly.)
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TILL: Don't ery, little Ursula, She wasn't happy here =-- you
know that. k:?eahgla better off now.

CASPAR: She wasn't heppy here beepuse we didn't treat her right,
e said she didn't belong to the fumily. But in a sense she did,
URSULA: It was she who told us about the professors -- the nasty
hE;:;: they were up to. She told us to save you, Till, So we took
her along... But she couldn't welk as fast us we =- and she wes
frightened, too. That's how we lost her, She muast have fallen from
one of the eliffs, up there,

TILL: Where did you fest find her, Jseob?

JACOR: On the beaeh -- the surf washed her ashore, not far frem
the Roek of Devotion.

TILL: That's where it happened, then -~ on the Rock of Devotion,
8he was probably looking for us, but we were already gone. f I ean
imagine how terribly sesred she waus -~ gll alone in the derk, up
there in the wilderness, So she got too close to the abyss, made

a wrong step -- and fell. Poor kid.

JACOBs You must not feel sorry for her, mighty son of the depths,
Do I have to tell you how pleesant 1t is, down there? She wus
enxions to join her father -~ that's only matursl, Clever 1ittle
thing! She landed right on the spot where our liester wae drowned,
CASPAR: I feel scrry for her £ll the seme -- I ean't help it,

THE OTHER CHILDREN: So do Iees 80 do I... (They cry.)

(VERA eomes from the right. She is dressed for the trip -- wearing
n simple, white, tuilor-made costume of tropleal style, a white
1ittle hat, &and s white vell ecovering the upner half of her faee,)
VERA (emiling at T1ll)s 1I'm ready,desr, You see, it didn't take

me long,
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URSULA: Look at Motherl She looks differentl]

PUCK: She!sm a hatl}

CASPAR: She's besutifull

VERA (notieing Jeeob):t Whet's thut?

TILL: It's Jane, darling. She's dead -~ drowned in the sea. She went
with her brothers and siasters to reseue me, you know, It seems she
lost her way and fell from the Roek of Deveotion.

VERA: From the Rock of Devotion... The ssered cliff wented a vietim
todav.

JACOB: The 8 e s wsnted & victim today, Ma'am ~- the sea elways
wonts victims, That's the way the sea is -- powerful and wonderful.
It gete what it wents -- and keeps it,

VERA (eclose to Jene, caressing her soaked heir and foreheed): THow
pretty she 18... Mueh prettier then 1've ever seen her,

JACOB: She'd better look pretty, Me'am! This is her grest dey: she's
‘0oing to see her father again, down there in the watery resaln, This
is a day of heppiness &nd reunion.

VERA: Yes, he'll be gled to have her =- you're right, Jsaeob: he'll
be over joyed.

JACOB: Let us not keep him weiting =-- you know how the Master 1s,
Me'sms o little impationt ut times, It's time for us to glve little
Jane back to the powerful, wonderful sea. a gosd, éam?
VERA: Do that, Jeeob, She wants to go home, She need%ﬂrast.
URSULA: But we'll herr from her -- won't we, Mother? She'!ll spesk
to us, onee in & while?

CHRISTOPHER: And when we hasve & great, big gels, she may even
meterislize -- don't wou think so, Mother?

VERA: No, she will not, There will be no more gelas, chiliren =-- you
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say o8 well know it right now. In fact, there will be no more séunees
at all,
THE SIX CHILDREN: But, Mame -= W hyt
VERA: I'1ll explein gger later == toni ht there's no time,
TILL: Right you are, honey. Let's get out of herel I hope my friend
Jeeob will be good enough to take us over to the coast in ynu‘#ﬁff
sail-boat?
JACOB: 1I'1l do whutever you S&Y, {11ustrious prince of the waves,
ant first of all I have to return my lovely burden here to the flood
to whieh 1t belongs.
PILL: All right, vou teke her down to the besech, and then come back
here =~ 18 that understood, Jaeob?
JACOB: 1I'd do envthing to please the gellant son of Neptune.
URSULA: May we go dowm to the beach with Jaeob, Mother? We'd 1like
the Jumeval
to wateh .
CASPAR: Say Yes, Motherl We want to bid her ferewell,
CHRISTOPHER: We'll esk her to promember us to Dud., She'll do that
for us =-- won't she, Mama?
VERA:s I'm sure she will, Yes, you mey g0 with Jscob,
URSULA: It's going to be & real ﬂ;;;-:ﬁ, with flowers end candles
end 2ll., Moy we use the ecandles &nd the flowers from the sltar,
Mother?
P ot
VERA: Yes, you m&Yy, ehildren, Make it a niee ﬂqur-i. Esch of you
tokes » eandle,
(It is helf-derk in the room by now, The CHILDREN 1ighten the seven
cendles of the eandelabrum cn1the eltar, They remove the white
flowers from the pedestsal and adorn Jene's body. Then each CHILD

tokes one candle -—iehvina one on the cande labrum.)










Yo be

WA b
A i

- =)

5

L

'
* el m e aEe - e
i ;
ol .l ¥ f
L}
L
4
)|
. - ‘\ T
Ay i




=143~
JUDITH: For the last time, Verse, I warn you., ..
VERA* Xou een't frighten me any more. I've mede up my mind, once
and for all, I am leaving.
JUDITH: How selfish vou srel How cruel! Don't you realize what you're
doing to me? Without your mediumship, I'11 not be able to communieate
#1th my brother any more. Without corminiestion, my life will be de=
veid of ell 1ts sense and purpose, will be unbearable.
VERA: The law direeting our lives is inexorable, inescapible == have
vou elready forgotten whet vou told me this morning, Judith? We have
to bear it.
JUDITH: Yes, for you it may be essy to go on living, to enjoy life
-= communieation or not; you have children, you're healthy, young and
besutiful. But whst sbout me? Look &t me, Veral Look at & poor,
erippled old woman who has nothing in the world -- nothin_lnothin“,ii
nothing =- 1f you deprive her of the only thing she ever possessed
end cherished!
VERA: I don't went to deprive you of snything, Judith. But I hsve
to obey the powers who plan and direect my life, I have to leave
the 1sland.
NURSERY EARY{I(Bohbini and lumenting): You ean't do that to us,
Me'am, you ean't! To run away like that -- leaving two feithful old
servants behind: it just isn't =g donel It's wrong, it's unfeir,
it's ageinst the Liwl
KITCHEN MARY (2lso weeping)s Don't go, Me'sm, pleuse don't] Who
will teke care of us when the end of the world comes aulong? Don't
leave us in the lurch, without help or proteetionl
UNCLE: Don't go, Priestesas! Think of the Vanstraasten Socletyl If

youn desert the Céuse, our orgeunization i1s doomed, the Master's life=
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vrork ruined!
TILL: You'd better shut np, Professor. Another word from you, and
I push vou with my finger tips -- just hard enou.h to give you another
blsck eyel
UNCLE: How dsre YOU. we
TILL: Cut it out! I don't have too much patience with & guy who triled
to kill me -- see?
LI TSO: All we meant to do wes, to serve ouwr beloved spirits, If
we heve been doing wrong, if we have transgressed agsinst the Law
= it was for t h e i r sake! (With a gesture towasrds the altar,)
UNCLEs And for the sake of menkind! Don't forget, Prlestess, what
the revelations fror the other side mesn to millions all over the
w"rld!
VERA: If you heve so much fuith =~ if you Believe in your mission,
why do you not earry on without me?
UNCIE: Yon know quite well that 1s impossible.
LI T80t The Soelety will not survive your loss.

LARUE: Not to mention the se:nd2ll Figureze-vous! -- the high-priestess

of 2n esoteric cult merries & nobody, en ignorant vegebond, an 1lm=
postori

TILL: You've got something there, you funny little men., I & m
ignorant “nd 8 vagebond, &nd et times I may even have been & 1little
bit of & erook. But -- figurez-vousgl -- I'1]l meske Verz happy.

VERA: I e m happy, deap, And will alweys be, &8 long as I am with
you.

JUDITH (bursts out lsughing -~ & fleree, hysteriecal, convulsive lsugh.)

(While the last lines were being spoken, the SIX CHILDREN -- stilll

holding the eandles, but withont mesks -- have sppeared in the frame
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of the gless door. JACOB stands behind them.)
JUDITH (still sheking with evil, desperate laughter): Did you hear
that, children? Your mother says she's hsppry! She's betrayed her hus=
bend and her work, she's sbout to run off with a reekless adventurer,
she's ruining her cereer, Frab&ndoning her children, murdering her

. » her best friend

sl‘ater-—in-l‘-.wh-- but she's happyl Oh, whet a jffﬂ%f_kfh-:t 8 _‘joﬂel
URSULA (verv calmly and seriously): But she ddzhn't abandoﬁfha, Aunt
Judith. We're going with her.
CASPAR: And will be happy with her., Look how heppy she 1s =- she
amiles!
JACOB; Look st theml Behold the Prince of the Weves and his ﬁ'i-"i}
bride! The landlubbers, the blind rats don't see 1t; but old Jeeod
sees it -- the zlory sround their headsl
JUDITH: The glory will fede eway, the smile will vanish; they will
suffer, will hete each other -- haunted by my malediction, perseecuted
by revengeful ghostsl
TILL: We sre not afraid of your mslediction, Aunt Judith, and we
do not believe in chosts,
JUDITH: You will believe in ghests snd in revenge, and you will be
efraidl Your whole 1ife will be fesr -- unending torture, constant
punishment. That foul, msteprialistic world to which you went to belon;
== 1t 1s direeted, ruled, subjugzted by fear, Trembling with fesr,
blinded, paralyzed, tormented by fesr, it waits for its own disinte=
gration, the final ordeal, the apocelyptie disaster. and you, Ti1ll
and Vera, will welt and tremble with the messes of doomed, sinful
mortals -- and will perish with them! And will perishi
VERA: Don't listen to her, children, Life 1s rot terrible; we will

master 1t, Even 1f there is so little time left to us here be low,
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