
    
    [image: cover]

    

    

Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster eBook.



Join our mailing list and get updates on new releases, deals, bonus content and other great books from Simon & Schuster.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP





or visit us online to sign up at
eBookNews.SimonandSchuster.com





    BOOKS BY ERNEST HEMINGWAY


    NOVELS


    The Torrents of Spring


    The Sun Also Rises


    A Farewell to Arms


    To Have and Have Not


    For Whom the Bell Tolls


    Across the River and Into the Trees


    The Old Man and the Sea 


    Islands in the Stream


    The Garden of Eden


    True at First Light 


    A Farewell to Arms: The Hemingway Library Edition


    STORIES


    In Our Time 


    Men Without Women 


    Winner Take Nothing 


    The Fifth Column and Four Stories of the Spanish Civil War


    The Short Stories of Ernest Hemingway 


    The Snows of Kilimanjaro and Other Stories 


    The Nick Adams Stories


    The Complete Short Stories of Ernest Hemingway


    NONFICTION


    Death in the Afternoon


    Green Hills of Africa 


    Selected Letters 1917-1961


    A Moveable Feast 


    The Dangerous Summer 


    Dateline: Toronto 


    By-Line: Ernest Hemingway 


    A Moveable Feast: The Restored Edition 


    ANTHOLOGIES 


    On Writing


    Hemingway on Fishing 


    Hemingway on Hunting 


    Hemingway on War 









[image: fifthcolumn]





The Fifth Column


Act One  •  Scene One

It is seven-thirty in the evening. A corridor on the first floor of the Hotel Florida in Madrid. There is a large white paper hand-printed sign on the door of Room 109 which reads, “Working, Do Not Disturb.”TWO GIRLSwithTWO SOLDIERSin International Brigade uniform pass along the corridor. One of theGIRLSstops and looks at the sign.



FIRST SOLDIER. Come on. We haven’t got all night.

GIRL. What does it say?

[The OTHER COUPLE have gone on down the corridor]

SOLDIER. What does it matter what it says?

GIRL. No, read it to me. Be nice to me. Read to me in English.

SOLDIER. So that’s what I’d draw. A literary one. The hell with it. I won’t read it to you.

GIRL. You’re not nice.

SOLDIER. I’m not supposed to be nice.

[He stands off and looks at her unsteadily]

Do I look nice? Do you know where I’ve just come from?

GIRL. I don’t care where you come from. You all come from some place dreadful and you all go back there. All I asked you was to read me the sign. Come on then, if you won’t.

SOLDIER. I’ll read it to you. “Working. Do Not Disturb.”

[The GIRL laughs, a dry high, hard laugh]

GIRL. I’ll get me a sign like that too.

CURTAIN

 

Act One  •  Scene Two

Curtain rises at once on Scene II. Interior of Room 109. There is a bed with a night table by it, two cretonne-covered chairs, a tall armoire with mirror, and a typewriter on another table. Beside the typewriter is a portable victrola. There is an electric heater which is glowing brightly, and a tall handsome blondeGIRLis sitting in one of the chairs reading with her back to the lamp which is on the table beside the phonograph. Behind her are two large windows with their curtains drawn. There is a map of Madrid on the wall, and aMANabout thirty-five, wearing a leather jacket, corduroy trousers, and very muddy boots, is standing looking at it. Without looking up from her book, the girl, whose name isDOROTHY BRIDGES, says in a very cultivated voice:



DOROTHY. Darling, there’s one thing you really could do, and that’s clean your boots before you come in here.

[The man, whose name is ROBERT PRESTON, goes on looking at the map]

And darling, don’t you put your finger on it. It makes smudges.

[PRESTON continues to look at the map]

Darling, have you seen Philip?

PRESTON. Philip who?

DOROTHY. Our Philip.

PRESTON. [Still looking at the map] Our Philip was in Chicote’s with that Moor that bit Rodgers, when I came up the Gran Via.

DOROTHY. Was he doing anything awful?

PRESTON. [Still looking at the map] Not yet.

DOROTHY. He will though. He’s so full of life and good spirits.

PRESTON. The spirits are getting awfully bad at Chicote’s.

DOROTHY. You make such dull jokes, darling. I wish Philip would come. I’m bored, darling.

PRESTON. Don’t be a bored Vassar bitch.

DOROTHY. Don’t call me names, please. I don’t feel up to it just now. And besides, I’m not typical Vassar. I didn’t understand anything they taught me there.

PRESTON. Do you understand anything that’s happening here?

DOROTHY. No, darling. I understand a little bit about University City, but not too much. The Casa del Campo is a complete puzzle to me. And Usera—and Carabanchel. They’re dreadful.

PRESTON. God, I wonder sometimes why I love you.

DOROTHY. I wonder why I love you, too, darling. I don’t think it’s very sensible, really. It’s just sort of a bad habit I’ve gotten into. And Philip’s so much more amusing, and so much livelier.

PRESTON. He’s much livelier, all right. You know what he was doing last night before they shut Chicote’s? He had a cuspidor, and he was going around blessing people out of it. You know, sprinkling it on them. It was better than ten to one he’d get shot.

DOROTHY. But he never does. I wish he’d come.

PRESTON. He will. He’ll be here as soon as Chicote’s shuts.

[There is a knock at the door]

DOROTHY. It’s Philip. Darling, it’s Philip.

[The door opens to admit the MANAGER of the hotel. He is a dark, plump little man, who collects stamps, and speaks extraordinary English]

Oh, it’s the Manager.

MANAGER. How’re you, very well, Mr. Preston? How’re you, all right, Miss? I just come by see you have any little thing of any kind of sort you don’t want to eat. Everything all right, everybody absolutely comfortable?

DOROTHY. Everything’s marvelous, now the heater’s fixed.

MANAGER. With a heater always is continually trouble. Electricity is a science not yet dominated by the workers. Also, the electrician drinks himself into a stupidity.

PRESTON. He didn’t seem awfully bright, the electrician.

MANAGER. Is bright. But the drink. Always the drink. Then rapidly the failing to concentrate on electricity.

PRESTON. Then why do you keep him on?

MANAGER. Is the electrician of the committee. Frankly resembles a catastrophe. Is now in 113 drinking with Mr. Philip.

DOROTHY. [Happily] Then Philip’s home.

MANAGER. Is more than home.

PRESTON. What do you mean?

MANAGER. Difficult to say before lady.

DOROTHY. Ring him up, darling.

PRESTON. I will not.

DOROTHY. Then I will.

[She unhooks the telephone from the wall and says]:

Ciento trece—Hello. Philip? No. Come and see us. Please. Yes. All right.

[She hooks up the phone again]

He’s coming.

MANAGER. Highly preferable he does not come.

PRESTON. Is it that bad?

MANAGER. Is worse. Is an unbelievable.

DOROTHY. Philip’s marvelous. He does go about with dreadful people though. Why does he, I wonder?

MANAGER. I come another time. Maybe perhaps if you receive too much of anything you unable to eat always very welcome in the house where family constantly hungry unable understand lack of food. Thank you to another time. Good-bye.

[He goes out just before the arrival of MR. PHILIP nearly bumping into him in the hallway. Outside the door he is heard to say]:

Good afternoon, Mr. Philip.

[A deep voice says very jovially]

PHILIP. Salud, Comrade Stamp Collector. Picked up any valuable new issues lately?

[In a quiet voice]

MANAGER. No, Mr. Philip. Is have people from very dull countries lately. Is a plague of five cent U. S. and three francs fifty French. Is needed comrades from New Zealand written to by airmail.

PHILIP. Oh, they’ll come. We’re just in a dull epoch now. The shellings upset the tourist season. Be plenty of delegations when it slacks off again.

[In a low non-joking voice]

What’s on your mind?

MANAGER. Always a little something.

PHILIP. Don’t worry, that’s all set.

MANAGER. Am worry a little just the same.

PHILIP. Take it easy.

MANAGER. You be careful, Mr. Philip.

[In to the door comes MR. PHILIP, very large, very hearty, and wearing rubber boots]

Salud, Comrade Bastard Preston. Salud Comrade Boredom Bridges. How are you comrades doing? Let me present an electrical comrade. Come in, Comrade Marconi. Don’t stand out there.

[A very small and quite drunken electrician, wearing soiled blue overalls, espadrilles, and a blue beret, comes in the door]

ELECTRICIAN. Salud, Camaradas.

DOROTHY. Well. Yes. Salud.

PHILIP. And here’s a Moorish comrade. You could say the Moorish comrade. Almost unique a Moorish comrade. She’s awfully shy. Come in, Anita.

[Enter a MOORISH TART from Cueta. She is very dark, but well built, kinky-haired and tough looking, and not at all shy]

MOORISH TART. [Defensively] Salud, Camaradas.

PHILIP. This is the comrade that bit Vernon Rodgers that time. Laid him up for three weeks. Hell of a bite.

DOROTHY. Philip, darling, you couldn’t just muzzle the comrade while she’s here, could you?

MOORISH TART. Am insult.

PHILIP. The Moorish comrade learned English in Gibraltar. Lovely place, Gibraltar. I had a most unusual experience there once.

PRESTON. Let’s not hear about it.

PHILIP. You are gloomy, Preston. You haven’t got the party line right on that. All that long-faced stuff is out, you know. We’re practically in a period of jubilation now.

PRESTON. I wouldn’t talk about things you know nothing about.

PHILIP. Well, I see nothing to be gloomy about. What about offering these comrades some sort of refreshment?

MOORISH TART. [ToDOROTHY] You got nice place.

DOROTHY. So good of you to like it.

MOORISH TART. How you keep from be evacuate?

DOROTHY. Oh, I just stay on.

MOORISH TART. How you eat?

DOROTHY. Not always too well, but we bring in tinned things from Paris in the Embassy pouch.

MOORISH TART. You what, Embassy pouch?

DOROTHY. Tinned things, you know. Civet lièvre. Foie gras. We had some really delicious Poulet de Bresse. From Bureau’s.

MOORISH TART. You make fun me?

DOROTHY. Oh, no. Of course not. I mean we eat those things.

MOORISH TART. I eat water soup.

[She stares at DOROTHY belligerently]

What’s a matter? You no like way I look? You think you better than me?

DOROTHY. Of course not. I’m probably much worse. Preston will tell you I’m infinitely worse. But we don’t have to be comparative, do we? I mean in war time and all that, and you know all working for the same cause.

MOORISH TART. I scratch you eyes out if you think that.

DOROTHY. [Appealingly, but very languid] Philip, please talk to your friends and make them happy.

PHILIP. Anita, listen to me.

MOORISH TART. O.K.

PHILIP. Anita. Dorothy here is a lovely woman——

MOORISH TART. No lovely woman this business.

ELECTRICIAN. [Standing up] Camaradas me voy.

DOROTHY. What does he say?

PRESTON. He says he’s going.

PHILIP. Don’t believe him. He always says that.

[To ELECTRICIAN]

Comrade, you must stay.

ELECTRICIAN.—Camaradas entonces me quedo.

DOROTHY. What?

PRESTON. He says he’ll stay.

PHILIP. That’s more like it, old man. You wouldn’t rush off and leave us, would you, Marconi? No. An electrical comrade can be depended on to the last.

PRESTON. I thought it was a cobbler that stuck to the last.

DOROTHY. Darling, if you make jokes like that I’ll leave you. I promise you.

MOORISH TART. Listen. All time talk. No time anything else. What we do here?

[To PHILIP]

You with me? Yes or no?

PHILIP. You put things so flatly, Anita.

MOORISH TART. Want a answer.

PHILIP. Well then, Anita, it must be in the negative.

MOORISH TART. What you mean? Take picture?

PRESTON. You see connection? Camera, take picture, negative? Charming, isn’t it? She’s so primitive.

MOORISH TART. What you mean take picture? You think me spy?

PHILIP. No, Anita. Please be reasonable. I just meant I wasn’t with you any more. Not just now. I mean it’s more or less off just for now.

MOORISH TART. No? You no with me?

PHILIP. No, my pretty one.

MOORISH TART. You with her?

[Nodding toward DOROTHY]

PHILIP. Possibly not.

DOROTHY. It would need a certain amount of discussion.

MOORISH TART. O.K. I scratch her eyes out.

[She moves toward DOROTHY]

ELECTRICIAN. Camaradas, tengo que trabajar.

DOROTHY. What does he say?

PRESTON. He says he must go to work.

PHILIP. Oh, don’t pay attention to him. He gets these extraordinary ideas. It’s an idée fixe he has.

ELECTRICIAN. Camaradas, soy analfabético.

PRESTON. He says he can’t read or write.

PHILIP. Comrade, I mean, I mean, but really, you know, if we hadn’t all gone to school we’d be in the same fix. Don’t give it a thought, old man.

MOORISH TART. [ToDOROTHY] O.K. I suppose, yes, all right. Downa hatch. Cheerio. Chin chin. Yes, O.K. Only one thing.

DOROTHY. But what, Anita.

MOORISH TART. You gotta take sign down.

DOROTHY. What sign?

MOORISH TART. Sign outside door. All the time working, isn’t fair.

DOROTHY. And I’ve had a sign like that on my room door ever since college and it’s never meant a thing.

MOORISH TART. You take down?

PHILIP. Of course she’ll take it down. Won’t you, Dorothy?

DOROTHY. Certainly, I’ll take it down.

PRESTON. You never do work anyway.

DOROTHY. No, darling. But I always mean to. And I am going to finish that Cosmopolitan article just as soon as I understand things the least bit better.

[There is a crash outside the window in the street, followed by an incoming whistling rush, and another crash. You hear pieces of brick and steel falling, and the tinkle of falling glass]

PHILIP. They’re shelling again.

[He says it very quietly and soberly]

PRESTON. The bastards.

[He says it very bitterly and rather nervously]

PHILIP. You’d best open your windows, Bridges, my girl. There aren’t any more panes now and winter’s coming, you know.

MOORISH TART. You take the sign down?

[DOROTHY goes to the door and removes the sign, taking out the thumbtacks with a nail file. She hands it to ANITA]

DOROTHY. You keep it. Here are the thumbtacks too.

[DOROTHY goes to the electric light and switches it off. Then opens both the windows. There is a sound like a giant banjo twang and an incoming rush like an elevated train or a subway train coming toward you. Then a third great crash, this time followed by a shower of glass]

MOORISH TART. You good comrade.

DOROTHY. No. I’m not, but I would like to be.

MOORISH TART. You O.K. with me.

[They are standing side by side in the light that comes in from the open door into the corridor]

PHILIP. Having them open saved them from the concussion that time. You can hear the shells leave the battery. Listen for the next one.

PRESTON. I hate these damned night shellings.

DOROTHY. How long did the last one go on?

PHILIP. Just over an hour.

MOORISH TART. Dorothy, you think we better go in cave?

[There is another banjo twang—a moment of quiet and then a great incoming rush, this time much closer, and at the crashing burst, the room fills with smoke and brick dust]

PRESTON. The hell with it. I’m going down below.

PHILIP. This room has an excellent angle, really. I mean it. I could show you from the street.

DOROTHY. I think I’ll just stay here. It doesn’t make any difference where you wait for it.

ELECTRICAN. Camaradas, no hay luz!

[He says this in a loud and almost prophetic voice, suddenly standing up and opening his arms wide]

PHILIP. He says there isn’t any light. You know the old boy is getting to be rather terrific. Like an electrical Greek chorus. Or a Greek electrical chorus.

PRESTON. I’m going to get out of here.

DOROTHY. Then, darling, will you take Anita and the electrician with you?

PRESTON. Come on.

[They go as the next shell comes. The next shell is really something]

DOROTHY. [As they stand listening to the clattering of the brick and glass after the burst] Philip, is the angle really safe?

PHILIP. It’s as good here as anywhere. Really. Safe’s not quite the word; but safety’s hardly a thing people go in for any more.

DOROTHY. I feel safe with you.

PHILIP. Try to check that. That’s a terrible phrase.

DOROTHY. But I can’t help it.

PHILIP. Try very hard. That’s a good girl.

[He goes to the phonograph and puts on the Chopin Mazurka in C Minor, Opus 33, No. 4. They are listening to the music in the light from the glow of the electric heater]

PHILIP. It’s very thin and very old fashioned, but it’s very beautiful.

[Then comes the heavy banjo whang of the guns firing from Garabitas Hill. It whishes in with a roar and bursts in the street outside the window, making a bright flash through the window]

DOROTHY. Oh darling, darling, darling.

PHILIP. [Holding her] Couldn’t you use some other term? I’ve heard you call so many people that.

[You hear the clanging of an ambulance. Then in the quiet the phonograph goes on playing the Mazurka as the——]

CURTAIN COMES DOWN

 

Act One  •  Scene Three

Rooms 109 and 110 in the Hotel Florida. The windows are open and sunlight is pouring in. There is an open door between them and over this door has been tacked, to the framework of the door, a large war poster so that when the door opens the open doorway is blocked by this poster. Still the door can open. It is open now, and the poster is like a large paper screen between the two rooms. There is a space perhaps two feet high between the bottom of the poster and the floor. In the bed in 109DOROTHY BRIDGESis asleep. In the bed in 110PHILIP RAWLINGSis sitting up looking out of the window. Through the window comes the sound of a man crying the daily papers. “El Sol! Libertad! El A.B.C. de Hoy!” There is a sound of a motor horn passing and then the distant clatter of machine-gun fire.PHILIPreaches for the telephone.



PHILIP. Send up the morning papers, please. Yes. All of them.

[He looks around the room and then out of the window. He looks at the war poster which shows transparent across the doorway in the bright morning sunlight.]

No.

[Shakes his head]

Don’t like it. Too early in the morning.

[There is a knock at the door]

Adelante.

[There is another knock]

Come in. Come in!

[The door opens. It is the MANAGER holding the papers in his hands]

MANAGER. Good morning, Mr. Philip. Thank you very much. Good morning to you all right. Terrible things last night, eh?

PHILIP. Terrible things every night. Frightful.

[He grins]

Let’s see the papers.

MANAGER. They tell me the bad news from the Asturias. Is almost finish there.

PHILIP. [Looking at the papers] Not in here though.

MANAGER. No, but I know you know.

PHILIP. Quite. I say, when did I get this room?

MANAGER. You don’t remember, Mr. Philip? You don’t remember last night?

PHILIP. No. Can’t say I do. Mention something and see if I recall it.

MANAGER. [In really horrified tones] You don’t remember, really?

PHILIP. [Cheerily] Not a thing. Little bombardment early in the evening. Chicote’s. Yes. Brought Anita around for a little spot of good clean fun. No difficulty with her, I hope?

MANAGER. [Shaking his head] No. No. Not with Anita. Mr. Philip, you don’t remember about Mr. Preston?

PHILIP. No. What was the gloomy beggar up to? Not suicide, I hope.

MANAGER. You unremember throw him out in street?

PHILIP. From here?

[He looks from the bed out toward the window]

Any sign of him below?

MANAGER. No, from entry when you coming in from Ministerio very late last night after go for communiqué.

PHILIP. Hurt him?

MANAGER. Stitches. Some stitches.

PHILIP. Why didn’t you stop it? Why do you permit that sort of thing in a decent hotel?

MANAGER. Then you take his room.

[Sadly and reprovingly]

Mr. Philip. Mr. Philip.

PHILIP. [Very cheerily, but slightly baffled] It’s a lovely day though, isn’t it?

MANAGER. Oh yes, is a superbly day. A day for picnics in the country.

PHILIP. And what did Preston do? He’s very well set up, you know. And so gloomy. Must have put up quite a struggle.

MANAGER. He in other room now.

PHILIP. Where?

MANAGER. One thirteen. Your old room.

PHILIP. And I’m here?

MANAGER. Yes, Mr. Philip.

PHILIP. And what’s that horrible thing?

[Looking at the transparent poster between the doors]

MANAGER. Is a patriotic poster very beautiful. Has fine sentiment, only see backwards from here.

PHILIP. And what’s it cover? Where’s that lead to?

MANAGER. To lady’s room, Mr. Philip. Now you have a suite of rooms just newly married happy couple I come see everything all right you need anything at all anyway ring and ask for me. Congratulations, Mr. Philip. More than congratulations absolutely.

PHILIP. Does the door bolt on this side?

MANAGER. Absolutely, Mr. Philip.

PHILIP. Then bolt it and get out and have them bring me some coffee.

MANAGER. Yes, sir, Mr. Philip. Don’t be cross on beautiful day like this.

[Then hurriedly]

Please, Mr. Philip, also remember food situation Madrid; if by any chance too much food any kind including anything any little can any sort always at home demanding lack every sort. In a family now is seven peoples including, Mr. Philip you would not believe what I permit myself the luxury of, a mother-in-law. Everything she eats. Everything agrees with her. Also one son seventeen formerly a champion of natation. What you call it the breast stroke. Built like this——

[He gestures to show an enormous chest and arms]

Is eat? Mr. Philip you cannot believe. Is a champion also of the eating. You should see. That is only two of the seven.

PHILIP. I’ll see what I can get. Have to get it from my room. If any calls come have them ring me here.

MANAGER. Thank you, Mr. Philip. You have a heart big as the street. Is outside to see you two comrades.

PHILIP. Tell them to come in.

[All this time DOROTHY BRIDGES, in the other room, is sleeping soundly. She did not awaken during the first of the conversation between PHILIP and the MANAGER, but only stirred a little in the bed. Now that the door is closed and bolted nothing can be heard between the two rooms]

[Enter TWO COMRADES in I.B. uniform]

FIRST COMRADE. All right. He got away.

PHILIP. What do you mean he got away?

FIRST COMRADE. He’s gone, that’s all.

PHILIP. [Very quickly] How?

FIRST COMRADE. You tell me how.

PHILIP. Let’s not have any of that.

[Turning to the SECOND COMRADE, in a very dry voice]

What about it?

SECOND COMRADE. He’s gone.

PHILIP. And where were you?

SECOND COMRADE. Between the elevator and the stairs.

PHILIP. [ToFIRST COMRADE] And you?

FIRST COMRADE. Outside the door all night.

PHILIP. And what time did you leave those posts?

FIRST COMRADE. Not at all.

PHILIP. Better think it over. You know what you’re risking, don’t you?

FIRST COMRADE. I am very sorry, but he’s gone and that’s all there is to it.

PHILIP. Oh no, it’s not, my boy.

[He takes down the telephone and calls a number]

Noventa y siete zero zero zero. Yes. Antonio? Please. Yes. He’s not there yet? No. Send over to pick up two men please in room one thirteen at the Hotel Florida. Yes. Please. Yes.

[He hangs up the telephone]

FIRST COMRADE. And all we ever did——

PHILIP. Take your time. You’re going to need a very good story indeed.

FIRST COMRADE. There isn’t any story except what I told you.

PHILIP. Take your time. Don’t be rushed. Just sit down and think it over. Remember you had him here in this hotel. Where he couldn’t get past you.

[He reads in the papers. The TWO COMRADES stand there glumly]

[Without looking at them]

Sit down. Make yourselves comfortable.

SECOND COMRADE. Comrade, we——PHILIP. [Without looking at him] Don’t use that word.

[The TWO COMRADES look at each other]

FIRST COMRADE. Comrade——

PHILIP. [Discarding a paper and taking up another] I told you not to use that word. It doesn’t sound good in your mouth.

FIRST COMRADE. Comrade Commissar, we want to say——

PHILIP. Save it.

FIRST COMRADE. Comrade Commissar, you must listen to me.

PHILIP. I’ll listen to you later. Don’t you worry, my lad. I listen to you. When you came in here you sounded snotty enough.

FIRST COMRADE. Comrade Commissar, please listen to me. I want to tell you.

PHILIP. You let a man get away that I wanted. You let a man get away that I needed. You let a man get away who is going to kill.

FIRST COMRADE. Comrade Commissar, please——

PHILIP. Please, that’s a funny word to hear in a soldier’s mouth.

FIRST COMRADE. I am not a soldier by profession.

PHILIP. When you put the uniform on you’re a soldier.

FIRST COMRADE. I came to fight for an ideal.

PHILIP. That’s awfully pretty. Now let me tell you something. You come to fight for an ideal say, and you get scared in an attack. You don’t like the noise or something, and people get killed—and you don’t like the look of it—and you get afraid to die—and you shoot yourself in the hand or foot to get the hell out of it because you can’t stand it. Well you get shot for that and your ideal isn’t going to save you, brother.

FIRST COMRADE. But I fought well. I wasn’t any self-inflicted wound.

PHILIP. I never said you were. I was just trying to explain something to you. But I don’t seem to make myself clear. I’m thinking, you see, what the man is going to do that you let get away, and how I’m going to get him in a nice fine place like that again before he kills somebody. You see I needed him very much and very much alive. And you let him go.

FIRST COMRADE. Comrade Commissar, if you do not believe me——

PHILIP. No, I don’t believe you and I’m not a Commissar. I’m a policeman. I don’t believe anything I hear and very little of what I see. What do you mean, believe you? Listen. You’re out of luck. I have to try to find out if you did it on purpose. I don’t look forward to that.

[He pours himself a drink]

And if you’re smart you won’t look forward to it either. And if you didn’t do it on purpose the effect is just the same. There’s only one thing about duty. You have to do it. And there’s only one thing about orders. THEY ARE TO BE OBEYED. I could, given enough time, explain to you that discipline is kindness, but then, I don’t explain things very well.

FIRST COMRADE. Please, Comrade Commissar——

PHILIP. Use that word once more and you’ll irritate me.

FIRST COMRADE. Comrade Commissar.

PHILIP. Shut up. I haven’t any manners—see? I have to use them so much I get tired of them. And they bore me. I have to talk to you in front of my boss. And cut out the Commissar part. I’m a cop. What you tell me now doesn’t mean anything. You see it’s my ass too, you know. If you didn’t do it on purpose I wouldn’t worry too much. I just have to know, you see. I tell you what. If you didn’t do it on purpose I’ll split it with you.

[There is a knock at the door]

Adelante.

[The door opens and shows two ASSAULT GUARDS in blue uniforms, flat caps, with rifles]

FIRST GUARD. A sus órdenes mi comandante.

PHILIP. Take these two men over to Seguridad. I’ll be by later to talk to them.

FIRST GUARD. A sus órdenes.

[The SECOND COMRADE starts for the door. The ASSAULT GUARD runs his hands up and down his flanks to see if he is armed]

PHILIP. They’re both armed. Disarm them and take them along.

[To the TWO COMRADES]

Good luck.

[He says this sarcastically]

Hope you come out fine.

[The four go out, and you hear them going down in the hall. In the other room, DOROTHY BRIDGES stirs in bed, wakes, yawns, and stretching, reaches up for the bell that hangs by the bed. You hear the bell ring. PHILIP hears it ring too. There is a knock on his door]

PHILIP. Adelante.

[It is the MANAGER, very upset]

MANAGER. Is arrest two Comrades.

PHILIP. Very bad Comrades. One anyway. Other may be perfectly all right.

MANAGER. Mr. Philip is too much happening near you right now. I tell you as friend. Try and keep a things quieter. Is no good come with so much happen all the time.

PHILIP. No. I guess not. And it’s a pretty day too, isn’t it? Or isn’t it?

MANAGER. I tell you what you should do. You should make a day like this excursion and picnic in the country.

[In the next room DOROTHY BRIDGES has put on dressing gown and slippers. She disappears into the bathroom, and when she comes out she is brushing her hair. Her hair is very beautiful and she sits on the bed, in front of the electric heater, brushing it. With no make-up on she looks very young. She rings the bell again, and a MAID opens the door. She is a little old woman of about sixty in a blue blouse and apron]

MAID. [PETRA] Se puede?

DOROTHY. Good morning, Petra.

PETRA. Buenos dias, Señorita.

[DOROTHY gets into bed and PETRA puts the breakfast tray down on the bed]

DOROTHY. Petra, aren’t there any eggs?

PETRA. No, Señorita.

DOROTHY. Is your mother better, Petra?

PETRA. No, Señorita.

DOROTHY. Have you had any breakfast, Petra?

PETRA. No, Señorita.

DOROTHY. Get a cup and have some of this coffee right away. Hurry.

PETRA. I’ll take some when you’re through, Señorita. Was the bombardment very bad here last night?

DOROTHY. Oh, it was lovely.

PETRA. Señorita, you say such dreadful things.

DOROTHY. No, but Petra it was lovely.

PETRA. In Progresso, in my quarter, there were six killed in one floor. This morning they were taking them out and all the glass gone in the street. There won’t be any more glass this winter.

DOROTHY. Here there wasn’t any one killed.

PETRA. Is the Señor ready for his breakfast?

DOROTHY. The Señor isn’t here any more.

PETRA. He has gone to the front?

DOROTHY. Oh, no. He never goes to the front. He just writes about it. There’s another Señor here.

PETRA. [Sadly] Who, Señorita?

DOROTHY. [Happily] Mr. Philip.

PETRA. Oh, Señorita. How terrible.

[She goes out crying]

DOROTHY. [Calling after her] Petra. Oh, Petra!

PETRA. [Resignedly] Yes, Señorita.

DOROTHY. [Happily] See if Mr. Philip’s up.

PETRA. Yes, Señorita.

[PETRA comes to MR. PHILIP’s door and knocks]

PHILIP. Come in.

PETRA. The Señorita asks me to see if you are up.

PHILIP. No.

PETRA. [At the other door] The Señor says he’s not up.

DOROTHY. Tell him to come and have some breakfast, Petra, please.

PETRA. [At the other door] The Señorita asks you to come and have some breakfast, but there is very little as there is.

PHILIP. Tell the Señorita that I never eat breakfast.

PETRA. [At the other door] He says he never eats breakfast. But I know he eats more breakfast than three people.

DOROTHY. Petra, he’s so difficult. Just ask him not to be stupid and come in here please.

PETRA. [At the other door] She says come.

PHILIP. What a word. What a word.

[He puts on a dressing gown and slippers]

These are rather small. Must be Preston’s. Nice robe though. Might offer to buy it from him.

[He gathers up the papers, opens the door and goes into the other room, knocking as he pushes the door open]

DOROTHY. Come in. Oh, here you are.

PHILIP. Isn’t this all very rather unconventional?

DOROTHY. Philip, you stupid darling. Where have you been?

PHILIP. In a very strange room.

DOROTHY. How did you get there?

PHILIP. No idea.

DOROTHY. Don’t you remember anything?

PHILIP. I recall some muck about chucking someone out.

DOROTHY. That was Preston.

PHILIP. Really?

DOROTHY. Yes very really.

PHILIP. We must get him back. Shouldn’t be rude that way.

DOROTHY. Oh, no. Philip. No. He’s gone for good.

PHILIP. Awful phrase; for good.

DOROTHY. [Determinedly] For good and all.

PHILIP. Even worse phrase. Gives me the horrorous.

DOROTHY. What are the horrorous, darling?

PHILIP. Sort of super horrors. You know. Now you see them. Now you don’t. Watch for them to go around the corner.

DOROTHY. You haven’t had them?

PHILIP. Oh, yes. I’ve had everything. Worst I remember was a file of marines. Used to come into the room suddenly.

DOROTHY. Philip, sit here.

[PHILIP sit downs on the bed very gingerly]

Philip, you must promise me something. You won’t just go on drinking and not have any aim in life and not do anything real? You aren’t just going to be a Madrid playboy are you?

PHILIP. A Madrid playboy?

DOROTHY. Yes. Around Chicote’s. And the Miami. And the embassies and the Ministerio and Vernon Rodgers’ flat and that dreadful Anita. Though the embassies are really the worst. Philip, you aren’t, are you?

PHILIP. What else is there?

DOROTHY. There’s everything. You could do something serious and decent. You could do something brave and calm and good. You know what will happen if you keep on just crawling around from bar to bar and going with those dreadful people? You’ll be shot. A man was shot the other night in Chicote’s. It was terrible.

PHILIP. Any one we know?

DOROTHY. No. Just a poor man who was squirting every one with a flit gun. He didn’t mean any harm. And some one took offense and shot him. I saw it and it was very depressing. They shot him very suddenly and he lay on his back and his face was very gray and he’d been so gay just a little while before. They kept every one there for two hours, and the police smelt of everybody’s pistol and they wouldn’t serve any more drinks. They didn’t cover him up and we had to go and show our papers to a man at a table just beside where he was and it was very depressing, Philip. And he had such dirty hose and his shoes were completely worn through on the bottoms and he had no undershirt at all.

PHILIP. Poor chap. You know the stuff they drink is absolutely poison now. Makes people quite mad.

DOROTHY. But Philip, you don’t have to be like that. And you don’t have to go around and maybe have people shoot at you. You could do something political or something military and fine.

PHILIP. Don’t tempt me. Don’t make me ambitious.

[He pauses]

Don’t open vistas.

DOROTHY. That was a dreadful thing you did the other night with the spittoon. Trying to provoke trouble there in Chicote’s. Simply trying to provoke it, everybody said.

PHILIP. And who was I provoking?

DOROTHY. I don’t know. What does it matter who? You shouldn’t be provoking anybody.

PHILIP. No, I suppose not. It probably comes soon enough without provoking it.

DOROTHY. Don’t talk pessimistically, darling, when we’ve just started our life together.

PHILIP. Our——?

DOROTHY. Our life together. Philip, don’t you want to have a long, happy, quiet life at some place like Saint-Tropez or, you know, some place like Saint-Tropez was and have long walks, and go swimming and have children and be happy and everything? I mean really. Don’t you want all this to end? I mean you know, war and revolution?

PHILIP. And will we have the Continental Daily Mail for breakfast and brioches and fresh strawberry jam?

DOROTHY. Darling, we’ll have aufs au jambon and you can have the Morning Post if you like. And every one will say Messieur-Dame.

PHILIP. The Morning Post’s just stopped publishing.

DOROTHY. Oh, Philip, you’re so depressing. I wanted us to have such a happy life. Don’t you want children? They can play in the Luxembourg and roll hoops and sail boats.

PHILIP. And you can show them on a map. You know; on a globe even. “Children”; we’ll call the boy Derek, worst name I know. You can say, “Derek. That’s the Wangpoo. Now follow my finger and I’ll show you where Daddy is.” And Derek will say, “Yes, Mummy. Have I ever seen Daddy?”

DOROTHY. Oh, no. It won’t be like that. We’ll just live somewhere where it’s lovely and you’ll write.

PHILIP. What?

DOROTHY. Whatever you like. Novels and articles and a book on this war perhaps.

PHILIP. Be a pretty book. Might make it with—with—you know—illustrations.

DOROTHY. Or you could study and write a book on politics. Books on politics sell forever, some one told me.

PHILIP. [Ringing the bell] I imagine.

DOROTHY. You could study and write a book on dialectics. There’s always a market for a new book on dialectics.

PHILIP. Really?

DOROTHY. But, darling Philip, the first thing is for you to start here now and do something worth doing and stop this absolutely utter playboy business.

PHILIP. I read it in a book, but I never really knew about it. Is it true that the first thing an American woman does is try to get the man she’s interested in to give up something? You know, boozing about, or smoking Virginia cigarettes, or wearing gaiters, or hunting, or something silly?

DOROTHY. No, Philip. It’s that you’re a very serious problem for any woman.

PHILIP. I hope so.

DOROTHY. And I don’t want you to give up something. I want you to take up something.

PHILIP. Good.

[He kisses her]

I will. Now have some breakfast. I have to go back and make a few phone calls.

DOROTHY. Philip, don’t go.

PHILIP. I’ll be back in just a moment, darling. And I’ll be so serious.

DOROTHY. You know what you said?

PHILIP. Of course.

DOROTHY. [Very happily] You said Darling.

PHILIP. I knew it was infectious but I never knew it was contagious. Forgive me, dear.

DOROTHY. Dear is a nice word, too.

PHILIP. Good-bye then—er—sweet.

DOROTHY. Sweet, oh you darling.

PHILIP. Good-bye, Comrade.

DOROTHY. Comrade. Oh, and you said darling before.

PHILIP. Comrade’s quite a word. I suppose I oughtn’t to chuck it around. I take it back.
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