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DANTON’S DEATH

ACT ONE

SCENE I—A drawing room

Hiravrr-StcHELLES and some ladies at a gaming table.
Danrton end JuLie, somewhat farther off, DANTON on a
stool at JULIE’s feet.

Danrton. Look at that sweet little bitch over there! She
knows how to play her cards all right; deals her husband
the hearts and every other man her . You women
could make any man fall in love with a lie.

Julie. Danton, do you believe in me?

Danton. How should I know! We know little enough
about one another. We're thick-skinned creatures who
reach out our hands toward one another, but it means
nothing—leather rubbing against leather—we’re very
lonely.

Julie. But you know me, Danton.

Danton. Yes, that’s what they call it. You have dark
eves and curly hair and a delicate complexion and you
always call me: dear Georges! But [Touches her forehead
and eyelids.] what about here, and here? What goes on
behind here? No, there’s nothing delicate about our
senses. Know one another? We'd have to crack open our
skulls and drag each other’s thoughts out by the tails.

Lady [to HErauLT-SEcHELLES]. Just what is it you have
in mind there with your fingers?

Hérault-Séchelles. Why, nothing!

Lady. Then don’t crook your thumbs in that way, 1 can't
stand the sight of it!

Hérault-Séchelles. Understand, my love, such things
can’t be put down simply by willing.

Danton. No, Julie, I love you as I love the grave.

Julie [turning away]. Ohl

Danton. No, listen to me! They say that there’s peace
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in the grave, and that grave and peace are one. If that
is true, then whenever I lie with you I already lie beneath
the earth. O you precious grave, your lips are passing bells,
your voice their knell, your breasts my burial mound and
your heart my coffin.

Lady. You lose!

Hérault-Séchelles. Well, amorous adventures cost money
the same as all the others.

Lady. You declare your love like a deaf-mute—on your
fingers.

Hérault-Séchelles. And why not? One might say that
they are less likely to be misunderstood. I arranged an
affair with a queen, my fingers were princes transformed
into spiders, and you, madame, were the Good Fairy.
But it didn’t work out too well: the queen was always in
childbed whelping sixty knaves a minute. T'll never let
a daughter of mine play a game like that: all these ladies
and gentlemen playing at goats and monkeys and the
knave coming so soon after.

Camirre Desmourins and PHILIPPEAU enter.

Hérault-Séchelles. Philippeau, how sad you look! Did
you tear a hole in your red cap? Has Saint Jacob made a
nasty face at you? Did it rain while they were guillotining
this morning? Oh—and you got a bad seat and couldn’t
see a thing!

Camille. Parodying Socrates perhaps? Do you know
what that most excellent of philosophers said one day to
Alcibiades when he saw him sad and depressed? “Did
you lose your shield on the battlefield?” he said. “Were
you beaten in a race or at sword-fighting? Did someone
sing or play the lyre better than you?” There was a classi-
cal republican for you! We ought to exchange some of
our guillotine Romanticism for that!

Philippeau. Another twenty victims fell today. We were
wrong: the only reason the Hébertists were sent to the
scalfold was that they weren’t systematic enough, and
perhaps, too, because the Decemvirs thought themselves
lost if any man should last a whole week and be more
[eared 1han ﬂle.

el Séchelles. They'd like to send us back to the
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Stone Age. Saint-Just would be pleased if we crawled
around on all fours again; that way Robespierre could
invent for us, according to the instructions of our good
Monsieur Rousseau, the watchmaker’s son from Geneva,
all sorts of caps and school benches and an Almighty God.

Philippeau. They would never hesitate to add a few
more zeros to Marat’s death figures. How much longer
must we be base and bloody as newborn children, with
coffins for cradles, and play with heads? We must make
some advance: the Committee of Clemency for Prisoners
must be put into effect and the expelled deputies rein-
stated!

Hérault-Séchelles. The Revolution must be reorganized.
The Revolution must end and the Republic begin. In
our Constitution we must place right above duty, content-
ment above virtue, and self-preservation above punish-
ment. Every man must assert himself and be able to live
according to his own nature. He can be reasonable or un-
reasonable, educated or ignorant, good or bad—that has
nothing to do with the state. We're all fools, and not one
of us has the right to impose his own foolishness on any-
one else. Every man must be able to find pleasure in his
own way, but only in so far as he does not do so at an-
other’s expense or disturb another’s pleasure.

Camille. The Constitution must be a transparent
veil that clings close to the body of the people. Through
it we must see the pulsing of each vein, the flexing of
every muscle, the quiver of every sinew. Her body can
be beautiful or ugly, because it has the right to be exactly
what it is; and we have no right to dress her as we see fit.
We shall rap the knuckles of them who see fit to cast
nun’s veils across the naked shoulders of our sinful but
beloved France. We want our gods to be naked and our
goddesses to be free with themselves. Olympian delights
and lips that sing melodiously of wicked love that sets
the body free! We would never think of preventing our
good Roman Robespierre and his virtuous Republicans
from cooking their carrots in a corner, but let them know
that there will be no more gladiatorial games. Our most ex-
cellent Epicurus and Venus with her delightful buttocks
must stand as porters of our Republic in place of Marat
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and St, Chalier.—Danton, you must lead the attack at
the next Convention!

Danton, I must, you must, e must. If we live that
long, as the old women say. In an hour we shall have
sixty minutes less to live, Right, my boy?

Desmoulins. What has that fo do with 117 Tt stands to
TEason.

Danton. Yes, everything stands to reason, Who do
you propose should set all these grand ideas in motion?

Philippeau. Qursclves and all other honorable people.

Danton. "That’s a rather large and T should say; it
puts us at some distance from one another; in fact it's
far enough that Honesty will lose her breath before we
meet. And what if we do! All that one can do with
honorable people is lend them money, be godfather to
their cluldren, and marry one’s danghters to them!

Camille. If you knew that when you began, why did yon
ever start to ight?

Danton. Because these followers of Robespierre with
their puritanical ways were repugnant fo me. Swaggering
about like little Catos, I wanted to give them a good boot
in the ass. That’s the way I am. [I]e rises.]

Julie, You're going?

Danton [to Jurie]. I can’t stay here. These people and
their politics get on my nerves. [While leaving,] 1€ I may
prophesy lurriedly in passing: our statuc of Eiberty has
not yet been east, the great furnace is glowing hot, there
is still time for us to burn our fingers. [Goes off.

Camille. Leave him alonel Do you really suppose he
could keep out of it if it ever came to that?

Hérault-Séchelles. It would only be a pastime with him,
like playing chess.

SCENE 11—A street

SmaoN and his Wire,
Smaon [beating his W1Fr]. You hlthy pimp, you haggard

poisonous pill, you worm-caten apple of sin!
Wife. Ch, help mel Help mel
People [come running]. Get them apart, get them apart!
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Simon. No, leave me be, good Romans! I'll batter her
bones to bitst Oh, you holy whore!
Wife. Hely whorel We'll see about that!
Simon.
TN tear the clothing off your wormy body
And bake your naked carrion in the sun.
O bed of a whore, there’s lechery in cvery wrinkle of your
body.
They are separated.

First Citizen. What's the matter?

Simon. Where is the virgin? Tell me! No, T can’t call
her that. The maiden! No, nor that, That woman, that
female! Not ihat, no, noft even that! There's but one
single name lefe—oh, how it chokes me! 1 have no breath
to speak it.

Second Citizen. It's a good thing, too, ar it would
stink of brandy.

Simon.

O ancient Virginias, veil your hairless head,
The Raven Shame doth sit upon thy pate
And pecks at thine own eyes. A knife, my Romans!

He sinks to the ground.

Wife. Ile's usually a good man, but he can’t tike
much drink; whisky’s a third leg to him.

Second Citizen. Then he walks with three legs.

Wife. No, he falls,

Second Citizen. Of course; first he walks with o]l thiee,
then falls over the third #ill the thicd falls by itself,

Simen, Vawmpire’s tongue! To drink my heart's wanm
blood!

Wife. Just leave him be, this is about the tHme be
grows scutimental, he'll he all right soon.

First Citizen. Whal’s the matter with him?

Wife. Well, you see, 1 was sitting on a rock in the
stm fo warm myself, you sce—vyou see, we've got no wood
at home for the fire

Second Citizen. Ty your lushand’s nose.

Wife. And my dauglhter went down there around the
corner—she’s a good girl and supports her parents.

Sirnon. Tla, she confesscs!
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Wife. You Judas Iscariot! You wouldn’t have a pair of
pants to pull up if those young gentlemen didn't pul!
theirs down with her! You dirty brandy barrel, vou want
to go thirsty when our little spring dries up? We work
with every limb wec've got, why not with that one, too?
Her mother worked it overtime when she brought her
into the world, and 1t cost her enough pain, too. So why
shouldn’t she work it for her mother! Eh? Even if it
does cost her a little pain! Eh? You idiot!

Simon. Ah, Lucretial A knife, my Romans, give me a
knifet O Appius Claudius!

First Citizen, Yes, a knife, but not for the pitiable
whorel What has she done? Nothing! It’s her empty belly
makes her whore and beg. A knife for the men who buy
the flesh of our wives and daughters! Woe to them who
lust after the daughters of citizenst You have rumblings
in your bellies, they have stomach cramps; you have holes
in your jackets, they have warm coats; you have calluses
on your hands, they have silk gloves. Ergo: you work and
they sit on their asses; exgo: you earn the bread and they
steal it; ergo: when you want back a few coins of your
property they've stelen you have to go whoring and beg-
ging; ergo: they are thicves and must be killed!

Third Citizen. The only blood in their veins is what
they've sucked from us. Omnce they told us: “Kill the
aristocrats, they’re the preying wolves!” We killed the
aristocrats and hung them from street lamps. They told us:
“The Girondins are starving you out!” We guillotined the
Girondins. But they're the ones who stripped the bodies
naked, and here we stand bare and frcezing as ever, We'll
peel the skin from their thighs and make pants for our-
selves. We'll burn the fat from their asses to make us
richer soups. Away! Kill a man without a hole in his
jacket!

First Citizen. Kill a man who reads and writes!

Second Citizen. Kill a man who walks like an aristocrat!

All [sereaming]. Kill! Killt

A Younc Maw is dragged past.

Several Voices. Ile's got a handkerchief! An aristocrat!
To the street lamp with him! To the street lamp!
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Second Citizen. What's this? He doesn’t blow his nose
through his fingers? To the street lamp with him!

Young Man. Gentlemen! Gentlemen!

Second Citizen. There are no gentlemen here! To the
street lamp with him!

Severdl Voices [sing].

Those who lie below the ground,
They will soon by worms be found;
Better by the neck to wave

Than rot below in a dismal grave!

Young Man, Mercy!

Third Citizen. It's only a game with a hemp noosc
around your neck! It only takes a minute; we're more
merciful than you aristocrats. We spend our lives at the
end of a rope, hang there for sixty years, kicking—but
we'll cut oursclves free. To the street lamp with him!

Young Man. Ianging me on a light won’t make things
any brighter for you.

Citizens. Bravo! Well said!

Several Voices. Let him gol

Tre Youxg Max runs off. RoOBrSPIERRE enfers dccom-
panied by Wonen and Sans-CULorTEs.

Robespierre, What s it, citizens?

Third Citizen, What is it you'll give us, you mean?
Those few drops of blood shed in August and September
still haven't turned the people’s cheeks red. The guillotine
is too slow. We need a hailstorm.

First Citizen. Qur wives and children cry out for bread,
we want to feed them on the flesh of the aristocrats. Kill
every man without a hole in his jacket!

All Kill! Kilt

Robespierre. In the name of the law!

Firgt Citizen. What is the law?

Robespierre. The will of the people.

First Citizen, We are the people and we don't want
the law; ergo: our will is the law; ergo: in the name of
the law there is no more law; ergo: kill!

Several Voices. Listen to Aristides there! Listen to the
incorruptible Robespicrrel

A Woman. Listen to the Messiah who is sent to choose
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and judge; he will strike the wicked with the sharp of his
sword. His cyes are the eves of truth, his hands the hands
of justice!

Robespierre. Poor, virtuous people! You do your daty.
You sacrifice your enemies. People—how great a people
you are! You reveal yoursclves amidst lightning and
thunderclaps. But, my people, your blows must not wound
your own baedies; in your rage you must not murder your-
selves. You can be overcome only by vour own strength,
and your enemies know that. Your legislators watch you,
they will guide your hands; their eyes cannot be deceived,
vour hands cannot fail. Come with me to the Jacobin
Club! They, your brothers, will extend their arms to greet
you, and we shall hold bleody judgment over our enemies.

Mauny Voices. To the Jacobin Club! Long live Robes-
pierre!

All go off.

Simon. Alone—all, all alone! [He tries fo rise.]

Wife. There, [She supports him.]

Simon. Ah, my gentle Baucis! Why must you pour coals
of fire upon my head?

Wife. Stand up now!

Simon. Why do -you turn away? Can vou forgive me,
my Portia? Did I strike you? It was not my hand nor
army but my madaess did it.

His madness is pcor Hamlet’s enciny.
Then Hamlet did it not; Hamlet denies it.
Where is our daughter, where is our little girl?
Wife. There, around the corner,
Simon. Let us get ber then, Come, my virtuous wife.

They hoth go off.

sceNE 1—The Jocobin Club

Drpury rroM Lyowns. Cur brothers from Lyons have
sent us here to pour our bitter indignance in your ears.
We do not know whether the cart which drove Ronsin to
the guillotine was the hearse of Liberty, but we do know
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that since that day the murderers of Chalier have walked
the streets as safelv as if no grave awaited them. Have
you forgotten that Lyons is a stain upon the soil of
France which must be covered over with the limbs of
traitors? Have you forgotten that this whore of kings can
only wash her scabs in the waters of the Rhéne? Have you
forgotten that this flood of Revolution must cause Pitt's
navies in the Mediterranean to run aground on the bodies
of aristocrats? You are murdering the Revolution with
your compassion. The breath of an aristocrat s the death-
rattle of Freedom. A coward dies for the Republic, a
Jacobin kills for it. T tell you this: that unless we find in
vou the driving power of the tenth of August, of Septem-
ber, and the thirty-first of May, there remains for us, as
for the patrict Galliard, only the suicidal dagger of Cato.

Applause and confused cries.

A Jacobin. We will drink the cup of Socrates with youl

Legendre {springs to the tribune]. We have no need to
look to Lyons for traitors. These people who wear silken
clothes, who ride about in carriages, who sit in loges in
the theatre and speak according to the Dictionary of the
Academy, have for several days now felt their heads secure
upon their shoulders. They are witty and say that Marat
and Chalier must be helped to a second martyrdom, that
they must be guillotined in effigy.

There is a violent commotion in the assembly.

Several Voices. Those men are dead—their tongues have
guillotined them.

Legendre. May the blood of these saints be upon them!
I now ask the present members of the Committee of
Public Safety: Since when have your ears grown so
deaf

Collot d'Herbois [interrupts himi. And 1 ask you,
Legendre: Whose voice gives breath to such thoughts
that they may come alive and speak such treason? It is
time we tore off our masks! Listen! The cause accuses
its effect, the voice its own echo, and the premise its con-
clusion. The Committee of Public Safety understands
more logic than that, Legendre. Calm yourself! The busts
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of these saints will remain where they are, they shall
transform traitors into stone like Medusa hea’ds
%?bespierre: I demand the tribune, l
RO});;)ie};crzz?bms. Listen! Listen to the incorruptibie
Robespierre. We have waited only for the cry of indig-
nation to resound from all sides before we spoke Ofr
€yes were open, we saw the encmy arm himself ana rise
up, but we did not sound the alarm; we allowed the pea le
to watch over itself; it has not slept, it has taken u ParEm
and made clamor. We allowed the enemy to comé:J forth
from his ambush, we allowed him to draw near; he stands
there now, open and unconcealed in the briglalt light of
day; every stroke will strike home, he is dead the moment
you sce him.—1¥ have told you all this before: the internal
enemics of the Republic have fallen into two factions, as
if nto two armics. Under banners of different colars a’md
by dlﬁercr}t ways they march toward the same end. One of
these factions no longer exists, In their affected madness
they sought_ to cast aside as worn-out weaklings the most
proven Patriots of the Republic in order to 1ob us of our
strongest allies. They declared war on the Godhead and
on property to create a diversion in favor of the kin s
Phey parodied the sublime drama of the Revolution gfo
discredit it with caleulated excesses. Hébert's triumph
would have brought chaos on the Republic, and des )oi’i@p
would have been satisfied, The sword of th:: law haslstn;?l:
down that traitor. But what do those forcign enemies of
the Republic care as long as they still have criminals of
another sort to achicve the same end? We have done
nothing so long as there is another faction still to be an-
mhﬂatcd.l This faction is the opposite of the other. The
would drive us to be weak: their battle cry is; “Merc "
They would tear from the people their arms and t);]e
strength the.y need to wield these anms, and deliver the
up to the kings naked and unncrved. The arm of the Rn’1
public is Terror, the strength of the Republic is Virtue:
Virlue because without 1t Terror js pernicious; Terror
because without it Virtue is powetless. Terror is the conse
qQuence of Virtue, it is nothing other than swift stern fmd-
unswerving justice. They say that Terror is the We’aimn
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of despotism and that thercfore our government is a des-
potism. Yes! But only in so far as the swords in the hands
of heroes who fight for Freedon: are like unto the sabers
with which the satellites of tyrants are armed. If the despot
rules his brutelike subjects by means of Terror, then, as a
despot, he is justified. If by means of the same Terror you
destroy the encmies of Freedom, then von, as founders of
the Republic, are ne less justificd. The government of this
Revolution is the despotism of Freedom against tyranny.
Certain persons call out for mercy toward the Royalists!
Mercy for villains? No! Mercy for the innocent, mercy for
the weak, merey for the unfortunate, merey for mankind!
Only pecaceable citizens descrve protection from socicty.
Only Republicans arc citizens in a Republic, Rovalists and
foreigners are encmies. To punish the oppressors of man-
kind is mercy: to forgive them, barbarism. Every sign of
false scnsitivity appears to me to be sighs that wing their
way to England or to Austria. But not content to disarm
the people’s hands, they also seck to poison the purest
sources of our strength through vice. This is the subtlest,
the most dangerous, and the most abominable attack of
all upon Freedom. Vice is the aristocracy’s mark of Cain.
In a Republic this becomes not merely a moral but a
political crime as well; the man of vice is a political enemy
of Yrecdom, he is all the more dangerous the greater the
services be appears to perform. The most dangerous citizen
is the one who finds it casier to wear out a dozen red caps
than do a single good deed. You will understand me more
easily if you recall those persons who once lived in attics
but now drive about in carriages and fornicate with former
marquises and baronesses. We may well ask whether the
people have been plundered, or whether the golden hands
of kings have been pressed when we see the legislators
of the people parade about with all the vices and all the
Iuxuries of former courtiers, when we sce all these mar-
quiscs and counts of the Revolution marrying rich wives,
giving saumptucus banquets, gambling, keeping servants,
and wearing priceless clothes. We may well be amazed
when we Liear of their empty exhibits of wit, their esthetic
pretensions, and their good manners. A short time ago
one of them parodied Tacitus in a most shameless way,
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I could answer out of Sallust and travesty Catiline, though
I think there are no more strokes necessary: the portrait
is complete. We will have no compromise, no armistice
with men whaese only thought was to plunder the people
and who hoped to carry out this plan of plunder with i
punity, men for whom the Republic was a speculation and
the Revolution a trade! Terrified by the torreat of ox-
amples we have made, they scek softly now to mitigate
the hand of our justice. We are to helieve that cach says
to hllﬂS.E}.f: “We are not virtuous enongh to be so terrible.
O lawgiving philosephers, have mercy on our weaknesses!
1 darfe not say to you that I am vicious; rather I say to
vou: Be not so inhuman!’ ”-—Calm vaurselves, my virtue-
loving people, O Patriots, be calm! Say to your brethren
in Lyons: “The sword of the law will not rust in the
hands of him to whom it was entrusted!” We shall set
our Republic a great example, |

General applause.

Many Voices. Long live the Re ic! i
R g ie Republic! Long live
President. The session is closed.

SCENE 1v—-A street

Lacroix. LEGENDRE

Lacroix, What have you done, Legendre! Do you realize
whose heads you've thrown down with those busts of
yours?

Legendre. A few dandies and some elegant women
that’s all. ’
Lacroix. You're a suicide, a shadow that kills i igi
o ills its original

Legendre. 1 don’t nndesstand.
Lacroix, I thought Collot spoke plainly enough.
Legendre. }V]lat docs that matter? I1e was drunk again.
. Lacrolzx. 1{]0013, children, and—well?—drunk men tell
ie truth. Whom do you think Rebespierre m
T eant
he spoke of Catiline? b nt when
Legendre. Well?
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Lacroix. I’s simple enough. The atheists and extremists
have been sent to the guillotine; but the people have not
been helped, they run about in the streets barcfoot and
swear they'll make shoes out of the aristocrats’ skins. The
thermometer of the guillotine must not fall; a few degrees
lower and the Committee of Public Safety can make its
bed on the Place dc la Révolution.

Legendre. What have my busts to do with all this?

Iacroix. You still don’t see? You've made the counter-
revolution officially known, you've forced the Committee
to action, you've led their hands. The people are a
Minotaur that must be fed with corpses weekly or they
will eat the Comumittee alive.

Legendre. Where is Danton?

Lacroix. How should I know? He's looking for the
Venus de’ Medici piecemeal among all the whores of the
Palais Royal; he’s making a mosaic, as he puts it. God only
Xnows what limb he’s working at nmow. Pity that nature
cuts up beauty in such small pieces, like Medea her
brothers, and deposits them haphazardly in people’s
bodies.—Let’s go to the Palais Royall

SCENE V—A room

DanToN. MaRrION

Marion. No, leave me alone. I'll sit here at your feet.

I'll tell you a story.

Dantor. You might put your lips to better use.

Marion. No, leave me here like this—My mother was
a clever woman; she always told me that purity was the
loveliest of virtues. When people would come to our house
and begin talking about certain things, she always sent
me out of the room; and when I asked her what they
meant, she said 1 should be ashamed asking sach ques-
tions: then when she gave me books to read I almost al
ways had to leave out certain pages. But I could read as
much of the Bible as I wanted because everything there
was holy. Still there were parts of it that I never under-
stood. 1 didn’t want to ask anybody, so I brooded over
them myself. Then the spring came; there was something
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happening all around me in which I had no share. I was
in an atmosphere all my own, and it almost stifled me.
I looked at my body; at times it seemed that there were
two of me, and then they would melt again into one.
Abotit this Hme a young man came to the house. He was
very beautiful and often talked to me about silly things.
I dido't know exactly what they meznt, but I had to
laugh. My mother made him come often, and that pleased
us both, Finally we didn't see why we shouldn’t as soon lie
next to one another between two sheets as sit heside one
another on two chairs. 1 enjoyed that much more than
his conversation and couldn’t understand why they wanted
me to be content with the smaller pleasures rather than
the larger one. We did it secretly. And so it went on. But
I became like a sea that swallows down everything and
sinks deeper and deeper into itself. The only fact that
existed for me was my opposite, all men melted into one
body. Tt was my naturc, what choice did I have? Finally
he noticed. He came one moming and kissed me as though
he wanted o suffocate me; his arms wound around my
neck, I was terribly afraid. Then he let go of me and
laughed and said that he had almost done a foolish thing;
that I should keep my dress and wear it, that it would
wear out soon enough by itself, and that he didn’t want
to spoil my fun for me too soon, because it was 2ll T had.
Then he went away; again I didn’t know what he meant,
That evening I sat at the window; I'm very sensitive, and
the only hold I have on my surrcundings is through what
I fecl; I sank into the waves of the sunset. A crowd of
people came down the street then, children running ahead
of them and women looking out of their windows. I looked
down: they were carrying him past in a basket, the moon
was reflected on his pale forchead, his hair was wet—
ke had drowned himself. All I could do was cry.—It was
the only time that my life ever stopped. Other people
have Sundays and weekdays, they work six days and pray
on the seventh; once every year on their birthdays thev
become sentimental and every vear they think about the
New Year. I don't understand that at all: T know nothing
of such breaks in time, of change. I am always only one
thing, an unbroken longing and grasping, a flame, a
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stream. My mother died of grief. People were always -

pointing at me because of it. That's stupid. There’s only
one thing that matters, whether it's our bodies, or holy
picturcs, or flowers, or children’s toys. It's all the same
feeling: the person who enjoys the most, prays the most.

Danton. Why can’t I contain every part of your beauty
inside mte, hold it in my arms?

Marien. Danton, vour lips have eyes.

Danton. T wish 1 were a part of air that I could bathe
you all about in my flood, break myself on every cape of
your exquisite body.

Lacrorx, Apgraipe, and RosaLie enter.

Lacroix [remains in the doorway]. You will excuse me
for laughing, but I can’t help myself.

Danton [angrily]. Well?

Lacroix, I was just thinking of the street.

Danton. So?

Lacroix. Well, there were two dogs in the street just
now, a great Dane and an Italian lapdog; they were having
agoatit.

Danton. What do you mean by that?

Lacroix. Tt merely occurred to me and T couldn’t help
laughing. It was quite edifying! Girls were looking out of
their windows—one should be careful and never even let
them sit in the sun: flies are liable to do it in their hands;
it might give them cause for thought.—Legendre and 1
have gone through almost every cell here. The little Nuns
of the Revelation through the Flesh clung to our coat-
tails and asked our blessing. Legendre is giving one of
them her penance now, though he may have to fast for
a month afterwards himself. I've brought two of our
priestesses of the body along with me.

Marion. Good day, MMle. Adelaide! Good day, Mile,
Rosaliel

Rosalie. It's been a long time since we had the pleasure.

Marion. Yes, I'm sorry too.

Adelaide. My God, we never have a minute free.

Danton [to Rosavie]. Well, your hips seem to get bet-
ter by the day, my dear.
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Rosalie. One improves with practice.

Lacroix. What's the difference between the ancient and
the modern Adonis?

Danton. And Adclaide has become very virtuously inter-
esting; a charming change. Her face resembles a fig leaf
that she holds up to cover her entire body. A fig tree
like that throws a most wonderful shade on so busy a
thoroughfare,

Adelaide. T'd be nothing but a country road if not for
mousieur who
Danton. I understand; just don't be a bitch, my sweet!

Lacroix. No, listen! A modern Adonis isn’t tomn by a
boar, he’s tomn by sows; his wound isn't received in the
thigh any more but in the groin; and instead of roses, buds
of mercury sprout from his blood.

Danton. And Mlle. Rosalie is a restored torso, of which
only the hips and fect are genuine autique. She's a mag-
netic needle: what the pole of the head repels, the pole
of the feet attracts; her middle is an equator, where eversy-
one who crosses the line must baptize his parts in mercuric
chloride.

Lacroix. Two sisters of mercy—ecach serving in her own
hospital, that is to say in their own bodies.

Rosalie. Shame on you, making our ears turn red!

Adelaide. You cught to have more manners!

ApeLae and Rosavie go off.

Dunton. Good night, you pretty children!

Lacroix. Good night, you mines of mercury!

Danton. [ feel sorry for them, they came for their
supper.

Lacroix. Listen, Danton, I've just come from the
Jacobin Club.

Danton. Ts that all?

Lacroix. The delegates from Lyvons read a proclamation;
they said the only thing left them to do is wrap them-
sclves in their togas like Caesar; each of them making a
face as though to say to his neighbor: “The knife won’t
hurt, Paetusi’” Legendre cried out that they wanted to
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break the busts of Chalier and Marat. 1 think he wants
to paint his face red again; he got through the Terror
unharmed, and children tug at his coattails in the streets.

Danton. And Robespierre? .

Lacroix. He drummed his fingers on the tribune and
said that Virtue must rule through Terror. The phrase
made mny neck feel raw. o

Danton. It planes boards for the guillotine. .

Lacroix. And Collet cried out like a man possessed that
they must tear off their masks. o

g)dnton. I'm afraid their faces would come with them.

Paris enters.

oix. What is it, Fabricus?

gjf;s. I went straight from the Jacobin (;lub to Robfasn
pierre and demanded an explanation. IIe‘trled to look like
Brutus sacrificing his sons. He spoke in general terms
about duty, and said that where Freedom 15 concer%ed
he has no personal considerations and wquld_ sacrifice
everything, himself, his sons, his brothers, his fnends:

Danton. That's obvious enough; one has only to reverse
the order, putting him at the bottom holding the ladder
for his friends. We owe Legendre our thanks for having

i f him.

gOtLl;r:?‘Eitx(.) The Hébertists aren’t dead yet and the people
are still starving; that’s a drcadful_lever. The scale of
blood must not be allowed to grow lighter unless we want
to see the Committee of Public Safety hanged from it; it
has need of ballast, it needs a heavy head.

Danton. 1 know, I know—the Revolution is like Saturn,
it devours its own children. [Aftcizl ad motnent of thought)

don’t think they would dare.

AnLdaZf(E;xF Danton, you’reya dead saint. But the Revolu-
tion doesn’t recognize telics. It's tossed the bones of kings
into the streets, broken statues in churches—do you think
they'll let you stand here a monument?

Danton. My name! The people!

Lacroix. Your name! You're a moderate, so am I, and
Camille and Philippeau and Hérault, Moderation to these
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people is the same as weakness; they kill all stragglers.
The tailors from the Section of Red Caps would feel all
Roman history in their needles if the Man of September
were a moderate in regard to them,

Danton. Very true, and besides that—the people are
like a child: they have to break everything open to see
what's inside it.

Lacroix. And then, too, Danton, we're vicious people,
according to Robespierre, that is, we enjoy ourselves; but
the people are virtuous, that is, they don’t enjoy them-
selves, because work dulls their organs of pleasure; they
don’t get drunk because they haven’t the money, and they
don’t go whoring because they stink of cheese and herring
and the girls don’t like that.

Danton. They hate people who enjoy themselves just
as eunuchs hate men.

Lacroix. They call us thieves, and [Bending toward
Danton's ear.), just between us, there may be something
to that. Robespierre and the people will be virtuous. Saint-
Just witl write a novel—that is, deliver one of his in-
terminable reports—and Barére will deliver his usnal
speech which will send someone to the guillotine and so
drape the Convention in a mantle of blood—1 can see
it all.

Danton. You're dreaming. They've never had courage
without me, so how can they have any aggainst me? The
Revolution isn’t over yet, they might still need me; they’ll
hang me in the Arsenal for future reference.

Lacroix. We must do something.

Danton. We'll see.

Lacroix. We'll see when we're lost.

Marion [to Danton]. Your lips have grown cold: your
words have stifled your kisses.

Danton [to Marion]. My God, the time we've lost! But
it was worth every minute! [To Lacroix.] T'll see Robes-
pietre; I'll make him angry, he can’t keep his mouth shut
then. Tomeorrow, then! Good night, my friendsl Geod
night! I thank you!

Lacroix. Hurry, my friends, hurry! Good night, Dantoen!
A woman’s thighs will be your guillotine, and her mound
of Venus your Tarpeian rock.  [He goes off with Paris.
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SCENE vi—A room

Rorespierre. Danton. Paris

Rosrsricree, I tell you that anyone who tries to hinder
me when my swoid is drawn is my enemy—no matter
what his intentions. Any man who keeps me from defend-
ing myself is my murderer just as surely as if he attacked
me.

Danton. Where sclf-defense ends murder begins. I see
no reason why we should go on killing.

Robespierre. The social Revolution is not yet complete;
you dig your own grave, leaving a Revolution half-finished.
The anstocrats are still alive, the healthy strength of the
people must replace this degenerate, pleasure-loving class.
Vice must be punished and Virtze must rule through
Terror,

Danton. 1 don’t understand your word “punishment.”
You and your Virtue, Robespierrel You've never taken
money, you've never incurred any debts, you’ve never slept
with a woman, you’ve always worn a decent coat and never
got yourself drunk. Robespierre, you are disgustingly virtu-
ous. I'd be ashamed to walk around between heaven and
earth for thirty years with that moral expression on my
face, and only for the miserable pleasure of finding others
worse than myself. Isn’t there something inside you that
whispers sometimes, quictly, secretly, that you lie, Robes-
plerre, you lie?

Robespierre. My conscience is clean.

Danton. Conscience is a mirror that monkeys torment
themselves in front of. We all get ourselves up as best
we can, and then go out and find fun in our own way.
It's worth the trouble, believe me! We all have the right
to protect ourselves when someone comes along to spoil
our fun. What makes you think you have the right to
turn the guillotine into a washtub for other people’s dirty
Jinens and scrub spots from their clothes with their cut-off
heads? And just because you've always worn a well-
brushed coat? Yes, you can always defend yourself when
they spit on it or tear holes in it; but what right have you
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when they leave you in peace? If they're not ashamed to
go around as they do, does that give you the night to send
them to their graves? Are you God’s Special Deputy? And
if you can’t bear up under the sight like your Good Lord
God, then cover your eyes with your handkerchicf,

Robespierre. Are you denying Virtue?

Danton. Yes, and vice, too. All men are epicurcans,
either crude or refined, as the case may be: Christ was
the most refined of them all. That is the only diffcrence
that I can discern between men. Every man acts accord-
ing to his own nature, that is, he docs what does him
good. It's cruel, isn't it, my incorruptible friend, to take
you down like this.

Robespierre. Danton, there are certain times when vice
becomes high treason.

Danton. But for God’s sake, you mustn’t condemn it,
that would be ungrateful; you owe it far too much, by
contrast, T mean. Furthermore, according to your own
notions, even our deeds must be of use to the Republig,
since onc mustn’t strike both guilty and innocent alike.

Robespierre. Whoever said an innocent man had been
condemncd?

Danton. Did you hear that, Fabricus? No innocent man
condemned! [Ile leaves; to Paris while going.] We haven’t
a minute to lose; we must declare curselves!

Danton and Paris go off.

Robespierre [alone]. Go on! He thinks he can halt the
horses of the Revolution outside a brothel, like a coach-
man with his jaded nags; but they’ll have enough strength
to drag him to the guiliotine—To take me down, he said!
According to my cown notions—But wait! Wait! Is it
really that?—-They'll say that his gigantic figure cast too
great a shadow across me, and for that reasont I had to
order him from the sun—And what if they were right?
Is it so necessary? Yes, ves! The Republic! He must be got
out of the light—It's laughable how each thought of
mine suspects the other—He must be got cut of the
light. A man who stands still in a crowd pressing forward
is as much an obstacle as if he opposed it: that man will
be trampled under foot. We will not permit the Ship of
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Revolution to founder on the shallow notions and mud-
hanks of these people; the hand must be hacked away that
would hold it back-——and if he grasps at it with his
teeth . . . Down with the class that has stolen the
clothes of the dead aristocracy and inherited their sorest—
No Virtue! Take me down! My own notionsi—It keeps
coming back to me. Why can’t T rid mysclf of these
thoughts? He poiats his bloody finger at me here, here!
T can wrap it in as many bandages as I like, but th’c bload
will always come through. [After a pause.] 1 don’t know
which part of me is lying to the other. [He goes to the
window.] Night snores over the earth and tosses itsclf
about in dreamful dreams. Thoughts, dcsules,' scarcely
imagined, confused and formless, that crept timidly f_rom
the light of day, take shape now and steal into the silent
house of dreams. They push open the doors, they laok out
of the windows, they become half flesh and blocd,' their
limbs stretch in sleep, their lips murmur—And is our
waking anything but a dream, a clear dream? Are we not
all sleepwalkers? What are our actions but the actions of
a dream, only more clear, more definite, more _complc’re?
Who will blame us for that? The mind in a single hour
accomplishes more deeds of thou.ght than ﬂlC.Sll._lgngh
organism of our body can imitate In 2 year. Sin is in our
thoughts. Whether the thovght will grow into deed. or
the body imitate it—is a matter of chance.

SaixT-JUsT enters.

Robespierre. Wha's there, in the dark? 1o A light!
Saint-Just. Do you know me by my voice?
Robespierre. Oh, it’s you, Saint-Just!

A Servant Giri brings in « [light.

Saint-Just. Were you alonc?

Robespierre. Danton just now left. _

Saint-fust. I met him on the way in the Palais _Rqu].
He was trying out his Revolution face and talking in
epigrams; fraternizing with the sans-culottes, whaores run-
aing along behind his legs, and the peoplc’ standing al:o,ut
whispering in one another’s ears what he'd said.—We're
going to lose the advantage of the initial attack. How
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much longer do you want to delay? We'll act without you.
We've made our decision,

Robespierre. What do you plan to do?

Saint-Just. We will summon the Legislative Comunittee,
the Committee of General Sccurity, and the Committee
of Public Safcty to a special session.

Robkespierre. All this fuss!

Saint-Just. We must bury the distinguished corpse with
dignity, like priests, not like murderers; nor may we
mutilate it in any way, it must be buried entire.

Robespierre. You will speak more clearly!

Saint-Just. We must inter him in full armor, and
slaughiter his herses and slaves on the burial mouand:
Lacroix

Robespierre. An absolute sconndrel, former barrister’s
clerk, and now Lieutenani-General of France, Continuel

Saint-Just. Hérault-Séchelles,

Robespierre. A handsome headl

Saint-Just. The handsomely painted capital at the head
of the Constitution; we¢ have no farther need of such
ornaments; he will be obliterated. Philippeaun.—Camille.

Robespierre. Camille, too?

Saint-Just [hands him a paper]. That was my reaction
at first, too. Read this!

Robespierre. Le vieux Cordelier. Is that all? Tle’s a child;
he laughed at you.

Saint-fust, Read this, here! [He shows him the place.)

Robespierre [reading]., “This bloody Messiah Robes-
pierre on his calvary between the two thieves Couthon
and Collot—where he sacrifices but will not himself be
sacrificed. The prayerful sisters of the guillotine stand at

his feet like Mary and the Magdalene. Saint-Just, like
John the Beloved, embraces his neck and makes known to
the Convention the apocalyptic revelations of his master;
he bears his head as though it contained the Sacred Host.”
Saint-Just. I'll make him carry it like Saint-Denis.
Robespierre [continues reading]. “Are we to believe
that the immaculate frockeoat of the Messiah is the
winding shcet of France, and that his fingers twitching on
the tribune are the knives of the guillotine?—And you,
Barére, who once said that coins would be minted on the
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Place de la Révolution! But let’s not dig up that old sack
again. 11c’s a widow with already half a dozen husbands,
all of whom he has helped bury. But what can we do?
It’s a gift of his: like Hippocrates he can see the livid
aspects of death in a man’s face six months in advance.
And who would want to sit with corpses and smell their
putrefying odors?”’—And so, you, too, Camille?—Away with
them! Quick! Only the dead cannot return—Have vou
prepared the indictment? o

Saint-Just. That’s easy cnough. You gave full indication
of it at the Jacobin Club.

Robespierre. | wanted to frighten them.

Saint-fust. T need only carry out your threats; the
forgers will stuff them on hors d’ccuvres and the foreigners
on dessert.—The meal will kill them, I can assure you.

Robespierre. Quickly then, tomorrow! No long death
agonies! I've grown sensitive these last few days—Only
be quick about it!

SaInT-JusT goes out.

Robespierre [alone]. Yes, the bloody Messiah who sacri-
fices himself but will not himself be sacrificed—He re-
deemed them with His Blood, and I will redeem them with
their own. He created them sinners, and I take the sin
on myself, He suffered the ecstasy of pain, and I the tor-
ment of the executioner. Who denied himself, He or I?—
And vet there’s something foolish in the thought—Why
do we always look to Him as an example? Truly the Son
of Man is crucified in us all; we all wrestle n bloody
agony in our own Gardens of Gethsemane; but not one
of us redeems the other with his wounds—O Camille!—
They are all leaving me—the world is empty and void—
I am alone.
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ACT TWO

SCENE I-—A room

Danron, Lacrowx, Purniereau, Paris
CamiLre DesmouLing

£

Camriie, Hurry, Danton, we have no time to lose!

Danton [dressing himself]. And vet, time loses usl—
How tedious it is always to have to put one’s shirt on first
and then pull up one’s trousers; to spend the night in
bed and then in the morning have to crawl out again and
always place one foot in front of the other—and no one
even imagines it could be otherwise. It's very sad; millions
have already done so and millions more are destined to do
s0; and besides that we consist of two halves, each doing
the same thing, so everything happens twice—it’s very sad.

Camille. You're talking like a child.

Danton. The dying often become childish.

Lacroix. This delay of yours is plunging you into ruin,
and you're dragging your friends with you. Tell the cow-
ards the time has come to rally round you, call them from
the plains as well as from the mountains! Shout against
the tyranny of the Committee, talk of daggers, inveke
Brutus, that way you'll rouse the Tribunes and even rallv
round you those who were threatened as accomplices of
Hébert! You must give in to your anger. At least don’t
let us die disarmed and humiliated like that disgraceful
Hébert!

Danton. You have a bad memory, you called me a dead
saint. Yon were more justified than yon realize. Fve been
to see the Section leaders; they were respectful, but more
iike undertakers. I'm a relic, and relics are tossed into the
streets—you were right.

Lacroix. Why have you let it come to this?

Danton. To this? Ycs, of course; it finally began to bore
me. Always to go about in the same coat and make the
same kind of face! It's pitiable. To be a miserable instru-
ment on which each string gives out only a single notel—
[ couldn’t stand it any longer. I wanted to make myself
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comfortable. And I've succeeded; the Revolution is retir-
ing me, but not in the way I had expected. —Bcsides, on
what can we support ourselves? Our whores might still
find a place with the prayerful sisters of the guillotine;
otherwise I can think of nothing else. You can figure it all
out an vour fingers: the Jacobins have declared Virtue the
order of the day; the Cordeliers call me Hébert’s execu-
tioner; the Commune does penance; the Committee——
that might have been a wayl—but there was the thirty-
first of May; they wouldn’t soften willingly. Robespierre
is the dogma of the Revolution that can’t be stricken,
But that wouldn't work either. We didn't make the Revo-
lution, the Revolution made us—And even if it could
work—I'd rather suffer the guillotine myself than make
others suffer it. 'm disgusted with it all; why must men
fight one another? We should sit down and be at peace
together, T think there was a mistake in the creation of
us; there’s something missing in us that [ haven’t a name
for—but we'll never find it by burrowing in one another’s
entrails, so why break open our bodies? We're a miserable
lot of alchemists!

Camille. More pathetically put, you would have said:
“How long must Mankind in its eternal starvatiun devour
its own flesh?” Or: “How long must we who arc ship-
wrecked suck the blood from one another's veins in our
unquenchable thirst?”” Or: “How long must we algebraists
of the flesh in our search for the unknown and eternallv
withheld x write our accounts with mangled limbs?”

Duanton. You are a powerful echo.

Camille. It's true, a pistol shot docs make as much
noise as a clap of thunder. All the better for you then that
I stay with you.

Philippeau. And France stay with her executioners?

Danton. Do you think it really matters? Theyv're well off
enough even so. Yes, they're unhappy; but what more can
one ask to make himself compassionate, noble, virtuous
or witty, or in general simply not bored with it all?-——What
does it matter whether they die on the guillotine or of
fever or of old age! But there’s still something to be said
for lcaving the stage with a good spring in your step and
a fine gesture and hearing the applause of the spectators be-
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hind you. It's an agreeable way te go and it also suits ns:
we stand on the stage all our lives, even though in the
end we are finally stabbed in carnest—It's not so terrible
to have our life’s span cut down a bit; especially since the
coat was ton long, and our limbs never quite filled it out.
Life becomes an epigram; that makes it bearable. ‘Who has
cither breath or imagination for an cpic in fifty or sixty
cantos? It's time we started drinking our little bottle of
clixir out of liqueur glasses instead of tubs; that way at
least we’d get a mouthful, rather than have the few draps
lost in the bottom of the clumsy vessel.—Finally—my
God, T can’t hold it in any longer!—finally it isn’t worth
the trouble, life isn’t worth the effort it costs us to keep
it going.

Paris. Escape, then, Danton!

Danton. It 1 could take my country with me on the
soles of my shocs, yes——But finally—and this is the main

point—they wouldn’t dare lay hand on me. Good-hye!
Good-hyel

Danton and Camirre go off.

Philippeau. There he goes.

Lacroix. And doesn’t believe 2 word of what he said.
He's lazy! He'd rather be sent to the guillotine than . . .
make a speech.

Paris, What can we do?

Lacroix. Go home and like Lucretia study to make an
honorable end.

SCENE II—A fpromenade

A Crrizen. Did you know that my virtuous Jacqueline—-
I mean, Corn what T meant was, Cor .

Simon, Cornelia, Citizen, Comelig,

Citizen. My virtuous Comnelia has blessed me with
a sosl.

Simon. Blessed the Republic with a son.

Citizen. 'The Republic? No, no, that's too general; one
might almost say

Simon. That’s the point, the particular must contribute
to the general. . . |
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Citizen. Yos, yes, that's what my wife says too.

Ballad -Singer [sings].
Tell me then, tell me then,
What is it now that pleases men? :

Citizen. Now it's thce name for the boy, we can’t agree.

Simon. Why net call him Pike Marat?

Ballad-Singer [sings]. .

Bent with sorrow, bent with care,
To sweat all day in foul despair,
Till the evening comes again. _

Citizen. I'd really like three—there’s something abcn}t
the number three—now let me sce, 1'd like a name that’s
uscful and one that's honest; T know: Plough, and
Robespierre. But now the third . . .

imor. Pike.

(Sjl;?izen. Many thanks, ncigé]bor! Pike, Plough, Robes-
icrre—fne names; sounds good. o
Plcgtfnon. I tell you, the bré;asts of yonr Cornelia wﬂ,], like
the udders of the Roman she-wolf—mno, that won’t do:
Romulus was a tyrant, so that won’t do.

They walk on.
eggdr |sings|.

A i ﬁﬁndgul gf]earth and a little piece of moss . . .

i entlemen, lovely ladies!

Klgii Gentleman., \YVhy don’t you work, you lazy lout?
You look well enough fed! ’

Second Gentleman. Herel [Gives him some money.]
Why, his hands are soft as velvet! The shameless thief!

Béggar. Sir, where did you get your coat from?

Second Gentleman. Work, my good fellow, work! You
could have one, too; I'll give you some work if you like.
Come to me at

Beggar. And, sir, why did you work?

Second Gentlemgn. You fool, to have the coat, of

!
CO%rzz;;ar. You tortured yourself for a luxuryi because a
coat hike that is a luxury when a rag would do just as well.

Second Gentleman. Of course, otherwise you'd never

t omn. ,
geBcc)zI;;gar. I'd never be such a fooll The work I'd have to
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do wo,uldl.l’t make it worth it. The sun there on the
corner’s nice and warm, and it's free. [Sings.]
A handful of earth and a little piece of moss . . .
‘ Rosalie | t? Apuratpe]. Hurry up, here come some
soldiers] We've had nothing warm in our bellies since
vesterday.
Beggar [sings].
. is all that is left of my profit and my loss!
Kind gentlemen, lovely ladies!
Soldier. Halt! Wherc're you girl
alt! ) s off to7 [T ’
[Tow old are you? ° [To Rossti=]
Bosaﬂlie, O1d as my little finger.
Soldier. Sharp, aren’t you!
Rosalie. And aren’t you blunt!
Soldier. What do you say T use you for a whetston
then? [Sings.]
Christina, O Christina mine,
Does the pain hurt you sore, hurt you sore?
Does the pain hurt you sore?
Rosdlie [sings|.
For‘ shame not, my sweet soldier dear,
1 W%Sh that I could have more, have more!
1 wish that T could have more!

Danton agnnd CaMiLLE enfer.

Dapton. How happy they lookl—1 smell something
here in the air; like the sun hatching out lechery.—It
mgkes a man want to get down there, doesn’t it? Rip off
his pants and go at it like dogs in the street!

They go on,

Yqung Gentlerpan. Ah, madame, the sound of a bell
tile light of evening on the trecs, the twinkle of the ficst
star . . .

Madame. The fragrance of a flower! These natural
Eleels}lres, th}s pure enjoyment of nature! [To her daughter
Evcinie.] You see, Bugénie, only Virtue has eyes for such
things.

Eugénie [kisses her wmother’s hand]. Oh, Mama, 1 see
only you. ,

Madame. That’s a good child.

SCENE II] DANTON'S DEATH 3

Young Gentleman [whispers in Fuctnie's ear]. Do you
sce the pretty lady over there with the old gentleman?

[Tugénie. 1 know her.

Young Gentleman. They say the hairdresser did her
air & Uenfant.

Eugénic [laughs]. Naughty gossip!

Young Gentleman. And the old gentleman walks along
beside her; he sees the bud swelling and takes it out in
the sun for a walk, thinking he was the thundershower
that made it grow.

Lugénie. How indelicate of you! I feel 1 should blush.

Young Gentleman. That could make me grow pale.

They go off.

Danton [to Canuriy]. Don't expect anything scrious
out of me! 1 don’t understand why people don't just plant
themselves in the street and laugh in one another’s faces.
I should think they would have to be laugling from their
windows and from thcir graves, and that heaven atsclf
would burst, and the carth roll aver in laughter.

They go off.

First Gentlernan. 1 assure you it is a most extraordinary
discovery! It gives the technical arts an entirely new
aspect. Mankind hurries with giant strides toward his
higher destiny.

Second Gentleman. Have you seen the ncow play?
There’s a Babylonian tower, a great confusion of arches
and steps and passages—and they blow it all up into the
air just as easily and cleverly as you could imagine. You
grow dizzy at every step. What an extraordinary brain
that invented it! {He stands there, suddenly perplexed.]

First Gentleman. Why, what's the matter with you?

Second Gentleman. Oh, nothing, nothing at alll Would
you reach me your hand, sir! The puddics in the strect,
you know. Therel Thank you, sirl 1 almost didn’t get
across them! It could have been dangerous!

First Gentleman. Surely you weren’t afraid?

Second Gentleman. Well, you see, sir, the earth has
nothing but a thin crust—a thin, thin crust. 1 always
fancy I might fall through a hole like that if 1 were to
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step into it—-One must be carefy] where one steps. Ope

might break through! But you must go to see the play;
T highly recommend it

SCENE 1Ii—A room

Daxron. CamrLs, Lucmire

Camirce. I tell you that unless they have wooden copies
of everything, scattered about in theatres, concert halls,
and art exhibits, peeple have neither €yes nor ears for it,
Let someone carve out 4 marionette so that they can sec

ward movement from its joints hear it roar out an iambic
line; what a character, they'll cry out, what consistency!
Take a minor sentiment, a maxim, a notion, and dress it
Up in coat and trousers, make pairs of hands and feet for

pained with pitiful reality!—They forget their Lord God
because of His bad imitators. And they see and hear
nothing of the creation round about them and ip them
that glows, and surges, and glitters, and is born anew with,
every moment. All they do is g0 to the theatre, read
poetry and novels, and grimace like the characters they
find in them, and then say to God's real creations: How
commonplace!—The Greeks knew what they were about
when they told of Pygmalion’s statue, come to life, but
unable to bear childreq,

Danton. And artists handle nature like the painter
David. In September when they threw the murdered
bodies out of T.a Force onto the streets, he went around
cold-bloodedly drawing them and said; « ‘m snatching the
last spasms of life from these scoundrels,”
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DantoN is called out.

Camille. What do you say, Lucille?

Lueille. Nothing; I'd rather watch vou talk.

Camille. Do you listen to what I say?

Lucille, Well, of coursc! ' '

Cfrmille. Am I 1ight? Do you know what T was talking
about?

Lueille. No, not really.

Danron returns.

ille. What is it? '
g{:;r]l?:ori. The Committee of Public Safety has just n.ow
ordered my arrest, I've been warned and offeredla place
of refuge—It seems they want my head; for all 1 caie
they can have it. I'm disgusted with this bungled WCE?‘
I wish they weuld take it. What diﬁcrence does 1t make?
I'll know how to die bravely; it’s casier than living.
Camille. Danton, there’s still time!
Danton. No—but [ would never have thought that
ille. Your damned laziness!
gft?zlgon. I'm not lazy; I'm tired; even the soles of my
feet burn. .
Camille. Where will you go?
Danton. I wish I knew! T
Carmnille. I'm asking you seriously: where?
Dzr;ton. For a walk, my friend, for a walk. [He goes out.
Lucille. Oh, Camille! Jovel
Camille. Don’t worry, my love! '
Lucille. When 1 think that this head—yours—! Ohi
Camille! Tell me I'm not talking sense—please—that
't know what I'm talking about! .
dogam?l(l)e. Don’t worry—Dunton and I are two different
le. .
Pe?ﬁ:cﬂille. The earth is broad and there are many things
upon it—why should they want just this? Who would
take him from me? It would be wicked. What would they
t him for? ’
wagamlir;e. How many times must I tell you, you necdn’t
worry. | spoke with Robespierre yesterday—he was fnendl’y
to me. Things are a bit straincd at the moment, that’s
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true; our points of view are different, nothing more!

Lucille. You must go to him.

Camille. We sat together on the same school bench. e
was alwavs gloomy and alone. | was the only one who ever
sought him out and made him laugh at ‘times. He has
always shown me g great deal of affection. All right,
I'll go.

Lucille. So quickly, my lover. Go on! No, come here!
There [She FEisses him.], and there. Go now! Go!

CamILLE goes of.

Lucille. These are terible times. But I
What is there we can dop We simply
ourselves. [Sings.]

Parting, oh, parting, oh, parting,

Who'd ever have thought we must part?
Why should that of a1 things have occurred to me just
now? I don’t like the way it camie of its own accord.—As
he went out, it seemed to me that he could never come
back again, that he had to go farther and farther from me.
—Ilow empty the room Is, just all of a sudden! The
windows open as if a dead man had been laid out in here.
I can’t bear this place any longer. [She goes of.

12t’s how it is,
must get hold of

SCENE Iv—An open field
Danton. I'll go no farther.

silence with the rustling of my footsteps and the sound
of my breath. [He sits down; after 4 pause.] T was told
once of g sickness that wipes out our mcmory. Death must
be something like that, And then at times 1 hope that
perthaps death is even more powerful and wipes away
everything. If only it were truel=-I'd run like a Christian
then to rescue My enemy—my memory, that Is.—This
place should be safe; for my memory if not for me; hut
the grave should give me safety, at least it will make me
forget. The grave kills memory. But back there, in Paris,
memory kills me. T or it? Which shall it be? It's an easy
choice. [He rises and looks back whence he came.]---I'mm
firting with death. I+'s rather amusing to make eyes- at

Why should I disturh this
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fiim from a distance.—Actually T should laugh at ﬂt]hai

whole business, There's a sense of perénanenczlllrcll 1(1)1; ha
; on ,

says: tomorrow and the day after, and so-

bgsno different from today, It’s a mcamngle;s aiarmo%?

frighten me. They'd never dare! [He goes off.

SCENE v—A room—night

Danron [at the window]. Will it pever ?sttg\)/?.u\{\iilrlle!j;
eh ise die away? Will 1
light never soften and the noise v?
iif dark again and still so that we neednE lock at and
listen to each other’s ugly sins?——&,eptemberr.
Julie [calls from within]. Danton! Danton]
Danton. Yes? . .
Julie [enters]. Why are you calling out:
ton. Was I? . '
;?:Zlir:z You talked about vgly sins, and then you groaned:
g ber! ’ L
SL}SZEO& Did 17 1?7 No, it wasn't T who spok?, 1 was
scarcely thinking such things, they were scarcely more
than quiet, secret thou.ghts;.D on
lie. You're trembling, Danton! . _
{Duat:ton Why shouldn’t T tremble, with the WBES (t:hat}
' . 3 1 i e to pieces that my
ring as they are; if my body is so gon :
:lcx(;ufhts goyastray and start speaking through hips of
e "
stone? It's a strange thing.
lie. Georges, Georges. ' ’ . )
J’TDualnton. Ygés, Julie, it's strange indecd. I'd mthefr ey (ér
think again, if my thoughts are going to spiaﬂ; ougoozi’;
i i ant for
There are thoughts, Julie, that are me; or S
éjmer It’s not go%ad when they cry out like newborn chil
; it's not geod. . . ‘
dn}z’lt}egGodg keep you in your right mind!—Georges,
do you recognize me? ’ )
G%Lg;;(,)no&/'hy shc%uldn’t I? You're a humanlbcllng zgtd
: i d the earth has five
rou're 2 woman and my w1§?c, and :
}cggtriients- Furope, Asia, Africa, America, Aus.trlaltm, _zmdd
i . Im in my right mind.
times two makes four. You see, v
;%?1 lsay there was a cry: September. You did say that,
didn’t you?
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Julie. Yes, Danton, I heard it through all the rooms,

Danton. As T went to the window-—. [He looks out.}
How quiet the city is, it’s lights are out. . .

Julic. A child’s erying near by,

Danton. As 1 went to the window—there cricd and
shricked through all the streets: September!

Julie. You were dreaming, Danton, Calm yourself!

Danton. Dreaming? Yes, I dreamed; but that was some-

thing else. I'll tefl you in a moment—iry memory’s so bad
right now—in a moment! Yes, I have it now: the globe of
the world writhed under me as it leapt from its course:
I had grabbed hold of it like a wild horse, T clutched at
its mane with giant arms and dug into its ribs, my head
turned aside, my hair strcaming across the abvss, and I
dragged along. Then I cried out in terror, and [ woke up.
I walked to the window—-ang then T heard it, Julie
What does it want from me? Why that word? What have
I to do with it? Why does it stretch its bleody hands at
me? T never struck at it.—QOh, help me, Julie, my mind is
numb and dull! What happened in September, Julie?

Julie. The kings were within forty hours of Paris . . .

Danton. The fortresses fallen, the aristocrats in the
city . . .

Julie. The Republic was Tost.

Danton. Yes, lost. We couldn’t leave the enemy at onr
back, we would have been fools: two enemies on a single
plank; we or they, the stronger always pushes the weaker
down-—it was only fair, wasn’t it?

Julie. Yes, yes.

Danton. We killed them—but it wasn't murder; it was
war, civil war,

Julie. You saved the country,

Danton. Yes, I saved it; it was self-defense, we had no
choice. That Man on the Cross made it easy for Him-
self: “It must needs be that offenses come; but woe to
that man by whom the offense cometh.” That must! That
must was mine! Who will curse the kaud on which that
curse of must has fallen? Who spoke that must? Whe?
What is this in us that lies, whores, steals, and murders?—.
What are we but puppets, manipulated on wires by un-
known powers? We are nothing, nothing in oursclves : we
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are the.swords that spirits fight with—except no one sees
the hands—ijust as in fairy tales—1I feel calmer now.

Julie. Really calm, my love?

Danton. Yes, Julie. Come—to bed|

,
SCENE vI—3Sireet in front of DaNTON's house

Smvon, CITIZEN-SOLDIERS.

10N. How goes the night? . -
SH}?irst Citizei. What do you mean “how goes the night’?
i ?
Simon. How far has the night gone? _
First Citizen. As far as between sunset and sunrise.
s
Simon. You rogue, what time isit? o
Filrst Citizen. Look at your timepiece: it’s time for
perpendiculars to sprout between the bedshects. o
Simon. Forward, Citizens, forward! We must answe
for it with our heads! Dead or alivel Watch for his strc;ng
arms! I'lt lead you on, Citizens! Make way for Freedorn.f——
See to my wife! I shall bequeath her a ring of walnuts for
ble.
heli?tiist Citizen. A ting of walnuts? She has her il of nuts
Ii right, and on the table, too! )
: Sirgnon. Forward, Citizens, we shall put the country in
debt! _ i
ngecond Citizen. I'd rather we were in ’the cc.)untr{] s
debt! For all the holes we mad%‘3 in people’s bodies, the
i i €r,
holes in our pants have stayed as big as ev
First Citizen, What are you after, you want your fly
sewn up? Ha! Ha! Ha!
The Others, Hal Hal Ha!
Simon. Away! Away!

They force their way into DaNTOKR's house.

sceNE vit—The National Convention

A group of DEPUTIES

Lecenpre Wil this slaughter of Deputies never end? What
man ¢an be safe if Danton falls?
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A Deputy. What can we do?

Another. He must be heard here in the Convention.

It can’t fail; what can they charge him with to his own

face?

Another. That's im
ding it.

Legendre. Tt must either be withdrawn or an exception
made. I'll make the motion; I count on your support.

The President. The session is opened,

Legendre [ascends the tribune]. 1 have learned that four
members of the National Convention were arrested during
the night just past. I know that Danton was one of them:
I do not know the names of the others. But be they who
they may be, I demand that they be heard herc i3 the
Convention. Citizens, I declare this to you here and now:
I hold Danton to be as innocent as mysclf, and I do not
believe that any accusation can be brought against me.
I have no thought of attacking any member of the Com.
mittees of Public Safety or General Security, but I am in
possession of well-established reasons which make me fear
that for certain private hatreds and private passions Liberty
may be denied some particular men who have served her
most greztly. That man, who in 1792 saved France by
virtue of hig private cnergy, that man deserves to be heard;
he must be allowed to defend himself if he is to be ac.
cused of high treason. [A great cormmotion breaks out.]

Some Voices. We support Legendre’s motion.

A Deputy. We are here in the name of the people;
we caanot be deprived of our places except by the will
of our voters.

Another. Your words smell like corpses; you've stolen
them from Girondist mouths, You want privileges? The
ax of the law hovers over every head.

Another. We cannot allow our Committees to send
our own legislators to the guillotine without the protec-
tion of the law.

Another. Crime knows no protection. On]
nals find protection-—on the throge,

Another. Only thieves ask for such protection.

Another. Only murderers fail to recognize it,

[acT Two

possible. There’s a decree forbid-

¥ royal crimi-
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Robespierre. Such disorder, which has been ﬁnkr;ﬁwr;
to this Assembly for some time, suggests to me that Iter-s
15 a matter of some import under discussion here. It is
to be decided today whether several men are tohscore a
victary over their country—How is it possible that t}fou
are able to deny your principles to the extent of gm? irc1§
today to a few individuals what bllt recently ?you }ll—etuéi :
to such men as Chabot, Delaunai, and Fabre? W ah lsd
tinctien is there in favor of thes'e men? And why s {)1.11
I be concerned with the complimentary speech}(]:s w 1}:2 &
people pay themselves and their frlends? We at\;e V{/e
cxperiences cnough to show us what they are ;vpr 1. e
do not ask whether a man has accomplished this or”‘ at
patriotic action; we are concerned with his entire po; 1tc]a
career—Legendre appears not to know the names c:d he
others arrested; yet the whole Convention knows 1(3!;‘1.
How 15 it Legendre appears not to know this? Becaélsfe 12
knows well enough that only shamelessness C;mb ? 61'1(
Lacroix. He has named only Daqton, becauge he be 1c§rcs
that a special privilege attaches itself to this narr;e.. OE
we will have nothing of privileges, we will have nothing o
i ! [Applause.
1dci\1£/;h££{ j:]istinc]f:icrn has Danton over Lafayette,,} Du;
mouriez, and Prissot; over Fabre, Chabot, and Heiéert‘f
‘What could be said of them that cannot also be Sglh‘f}1
him? I)id you spare them as wel]_?.What haf_ earn]e hq]e
this advantage over his fellow citizens? Pemaplsd JecSuLL
certain deceived individuals, and others who d1I' nob at
tow themselves to be deceived, ranged themse wssf abou
him in order to fall into the arms of power and Gétl.gle
as a result of his success. The more he has betraye thli
trust of those patriots who believed in him, I;:Stf g%]
muck more vigorous must he ﬁnfi the strengt o va
those who love Liberty. They will try to II]SPIT.'E }-011;
with fear at the misuse of a power which you },m{:rsﬂe1 ;
have exercised. They cry out about the de§pot1§m o ]c
Committees, as though the confidence which the geopi
placed in you, and which you in tum have hande ove)E
to these Committees, were not sufficient guarantce 011
your own patriotism. They pretend as if we were a
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trembh‘ng..But I tell you,
;nent, he 15 guilty; because innocence nev
_aC;;hof public vigilance. [General applause.]

ey have tried to frighten me as well; they have given

me to understand that the da
. nger that threat -
ton might nat stop until it reached me hoy e

mitigate my zeal and pas
50 I declare this to you:
Purposc, even though Da
We all have need of 3 b;

sion n regard to Liberty. And
ther? 1s nothing will blunt my
nton’s danger become my cwn.

t of courage and some
need ¢ reat
of soul. Only criminals and base spirits are afrai%i tonsescz

Itllzlemlrbkind fall at their side; for without the safety in

. theegggg g];etlr :Iccejﬁlmpdlices, they would stand revealed

futh. And if there are such spirits i

Assembly, then there are o are heroie s

g also those who are heroi

number of scoundrels is ot oy fow heat
great; we have v ‘

toIIiIt fall, and our country is saved. {Appfaeurfe?ew heads
emand that Legendre’s motion be rejected:

The Drputiss rise in o body as a sign of their general
agreement.

. Salz)nt-}’ust. It appears int this Assembly that there are a

thum er o“f senszgve ears that cannot efldure mention of

Cog vlvord lz)lood. A number of geueral observations might

e Tv;;c: E\Iertn th?tﬁve 418 10 more grnesome than Nature
- INatare toilows its laws quiet] ist]

Man b q v and unresistingly;

yed when he comes int ict wi ,

An sl ed ¥ o o conflict with them,

. ¢ composition of air, a flare.

tellurian fires, 2 fluctuation i ’ o o e
A ation in the balance of bod;

: ' : odies
:;acfiler, fanc}ll an epidemic, a volcanic emption, a ﬂoodif
cac jn{;' tigse can bury thousands. What is the resuli?
alterati(])imofca;}i, {mc}i l:Tn the whole scarcely noticeab]e.

yswal Nature, which might g 4

passed without 2 trace, were j = the badier 1o

: : t not for the bodies i

its path.—I a5k you now:; Sl roe bl
. ¢ Shall the moral aniv

more consideration in its revolut: o ke

) . utions than the phve
universe? Shall an idea not have equal rights ngthYSIt?fl;

[acT TwWo
whoever trembles at this mo-
er trembles in
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law of physics in regard to annihilating that which op-
poses it? Moreover, shall an event which changes the
entire confignration of the moral universe, and by that
I mean humanity, not be allowed the shedding of blood?
The forces that move the universe make use of our arms
in the world of the spirit just as in the physical world
they make use of volcanoes and floods. What matter
whether they die of an epidemic or of the Revolution?—
The strides of humanity are slow, one can count them
only in centurics; behind cach one rise the graves of
generations. In order to arrive at the mmost basic princi-
ples and discoveries, millions have had to sacrifice their
lives along the way. Is it not understandable then that in
an age where the pace of history is increased, all the
more people should find themselves—out of breath?—
We will conclude, then, quickly and simply: Since all
men were created under the same circumstances, then all
men are equal, allowing for the differences which Nature
herself has imposed. Each man, therefore, is entitled to
the same benefits, but no man to any special privileges,
whether he be an individuzl or a smaller or larger class
of individuals.—~Every link in the chain of this argument
translated inte reality has cost human lives. The four
teenth of July, the tenth of August, the thirty-first of
May—these are its punctuation marks. It has required
four years to make of the idea a fact; under normal cir-
cumstances it would have required a century, with genera-
tions scrving as punctuation marks. Is it so astounding
then that the great flood of the revolution tosses up its
dead at every bend and tum?—We still have certain
conclusions to append to our proposition; are a couple of
hundred bodies to hinder us from doing so? Moses led
his people through the Red Sea and into the desert, till
the old coirapt generation had annihilated itsclf—and
only then did he found his new city. Legislators! Al-
though we have neither the Red Sea nor the desert, we
do have the war and the guillotine, The Revolation is
like the danghters of Pelias: they cut humanity in pieces
to make it young again. Humanity will zise from this
caldron of bood, as the earth once rose from the waters
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of the Deluge, with arms strom
[Long, sustained applause. Se
thusiasm,]

We hgrewith summon forth g]
whether in Europe or on the fa
summon t.hese secret men, who
under their cloaks, to join with
of triumph!

g as though created anew,

1 the enemies of tyranny,
ce of the entire earth, we
bear the dagger of Brutus
us and share this moment

The SprcraTors and the Deryrips

4 strike up th
Marseillaise. p the

ACT THREE

SCENE [—
—The Luxembourg. A room with Prisonrgrs

CravmerTs, Mercier, HiraurnT-
and other Prisontrs

(S)Ié?;l}jE]g‘E [tugs at Pamr's sleeve]. Paine, lsten—it
back. I eha\l:z3 ?aﬁfeggu iay; } V]VEIS almost sure of it 4 while
- ache—he ; .

Fo;r 'argument:a‘; I feel very bl;dmtidi‘}_lme with some of
Categ;ﬁg}:nAHT?ght’_AnaxagoraS, I'l Iielp you with vour
the World‘q rere 18 no God, because: either God created
Containg its?r He gld not. If He did not, then th= world
‘ own first principle, and # i 3

cause God can only be Go dpin e ;:rc}{ i:s no God be-

hings. Now, |
st £5. Now, however, God cann
Ve created ﬂle world: lfor either the creation is etcrnzlt

. he_latter is truc, then

SECHELLES,

g;)néi%ﬁsofbe'rime:]‘?otllf of which conflict with the nature
M mg. Laercfore God cannob hay L
: d ez e created
:;021?.1 Antd since we k_now qQuite certainly that the ivortllzle
}_]avcc E{:Cllsbour €g0, exists, and that, according to what i
B l_tss}afz efore, it st also have its first principle eith

¢t or in something else, which js not God, it thergr

[acT THREER

vetal DeruTies rige in en-
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forc follows that there can be no God. Quod erat demon-
strandum,

Chaumette. Yes . . . yes—that mazkes it all so clear
again; thank you!

Mercier. Just a minute, Paine! But what if creation is
ctermal?

Paine. Then it’s no longer a creation, for then it is one
with God, or an Attribute of 1lim, as Spinoza says; then
God is in all things, in you, my friend, in our Anaxagoras
lere, and in me. That wouldn’t be so bad, but vou must
agree that it doesn’t say much for the Divine Majesty
when the Good Lord God has to have a teothache or the
clap or be buried alive with each one of us, or at least
have the very unpleasant concept of it.

Mercier. But there must be a rcason for it somewhere.

Paine. Who says otherwise? But who claims that this
basic principle has to be what we call God, that is, what
we think of as perfection? Do you take the world to be
perfect?

Mercier. No.

Puaine. Then how would you explain an imperfect effect
proceeding from a perfect cause?—Voltaire dared offend
God just as little as he did the kings; that’s why he did
it. If a man has only his reasoning and doesn’t know
how to use it, or doesn’t dare, then he is nothing but a
blundcrer.

Mercier. Let me ask you this: can a perfect cause have
a perfect effect, that is, can something perfect create
something imperfect? Isn't it impossible, because that
which is created cannot contain within itself its own first
principle, which, as you say, the perfect does contain?

Chaumette. No, no! Keep quiet!

Paine. Calm yourself, phitosopherl—You're quite right;
but why should God have to create at all? If He can create
only the imperfect, then it were best He leave well alone.
Tsn’t it rather a weakness in our humanity that we can
only conceive of God as working? Simply because we
must always be moving and bustling about to convince
ourselves of onr existence, must we also attributc this
miserable need to God? Why must we, if our spirit is
sunk in a being harmonicusly at rest in itself in eternal
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blessedness, assume at once that it stretches oup 1ts finger
across the table and kneads men out of dovgh? We always
whisper in one another’s ears that v oitt of a boundless
need for love. Must we £o through all this mercly to make

ourselves sons of God? I'd just as soon have a less im-

posing [ather; at leag I wouldn’t be able to say of Iim

that He let me pe raised below His station I a pigsty
or galleys, First do away with the imperfect, and thep
You can demonstrate God: Spinoz ]
evil, but net Ppain; only feasoning can prove God feeling
rebels against iy, Consider this, Anaxagoras; why do I
suffer? That is the very bedrock of athejsm. The Teast
quiver of pain, iy evey the smallest of atoms, makes a rent
m the curtain of your creation from top to bottom,

Mercier. And what of morality?

Paine. First you prove God from morality, then morality
from God! What o you want with thig morality of
yours? Properly considered J don’t kno
is such a thing as good or evil, and 1
have no need tg change my way of life. T

act according to
what my nature telis me; whatever is suitahle to it is

it, and whatever ig repulsive tg it
Is evil and T do not do it and I defend myself against it
when it comes my way. You can stay virtuons, as they
Sy, and defend yourself against so-called viee without
despising your enemies, which is a very sad feeling,

Chaumette, True, very trie

Hérault.Sécheiles. But, my good Anaxagoras, one might
also sav: since God i all things, then He must also be
His own opposite, that i, perfect and tmperfect, gond
and evil, happy and unhappy; the result of course would
be nil, each side would cancel out the other, we would
come to nothing —Be glad you've come through victor;.-
Ous; you can continge worshiping Madame Momoro as

Nature's masterwork; she’s at Jeast gVEn you a crown of
tosebuds in your groin,

Chaumette. | thanic ¥
heartilyl

[ACT THEE

0w, gentlemen, I thank ¥ou most

[He goes off.
Paine. He's still 0ot certain. Before it’s all over hLe'll

have had Extreme Unction, set Lis feet toward Mecca,
and been cireumncised, so as to leave no way unexplored,
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TON LACROIX CA\LIILLE, drt P}{I LIPPLAU dre led .
DAN 3 3 d 13

es him).
Hérault-Séchelles [rushes to EA)I:-rciN ;I;?dd Svir;fb;aga; . as]k
; ieht sho ay.
oming! Or, good night,  Sh )
(:;00?1011]; \«'ou’»:-'je slept, but: how will you 15-166};1in
}O?Dantoﬁ Verv well; 1 shall go to ];Std au%vithg.w ings of
4 i t Danes
‘ i Pamg]. These grea it o ed
MEIYCETC,S[t?he evil genius of the Revolutlo}llle, he
30;551}:'5 mother, but she was stronger ;:haz . lhis e,
ePainc His death is as grc?lifda IthfC[);rg ;tn e ould be
; ron]. 1 didn't expect 3
Lacroix [to Danron].
TC SO 500N ’
thanion. Yes, 1 knew; T was warned.

] ;ou said nothing? il
ILDGCT;Z' r&:I?od\i'hlat? Isn't a stroke the best of all desth
arn i {

in si 1d—well,
Or would you rather suffer first in SlenesioAljf’;Mum_
Voru‘fsee 1 didn’t think .thﬁay \;vou]d tiart%qlg o Hemavr
Y. ws. I'd rather lie in the car an o s o0
SEC};EZJE’TO? it. T prefer it as a pillow rather than
my fe .
vy won’t have calluses on
Térqult-Séchelles. At least we , s
ou?gﬁgeis when we stroke the cheeks of our goo y
Con i ? ut
Degay- ile [to Daxrton]. Why troublel\}ﬁu?el;l ;:3151
e ., but v
far as your neck, 3
> could hang out as . R
;‘:{ii‘l L11'c1< the sw;at of death ‘frqnﬁ your brow
cille! What a terrible thing this is!

The Prisowers throng about the new arrivals,

cod
Danton [to PanNg], VVha_t vou have done ifg t;tlewisn’t
f -aur country, I have tried to do for 11:11‘1 scgllﬂfo]d, o't
axizg as fortunate; they're sending me to the
uite ; thes
» I don't stumble. o o
my\ds’a]::ielr h[(tjclj CDANTON]. You're drowning in the bloed
l e . H
two Girondins. ) o of
th;t?’?iz};e\r [to HErsvir-SEcHELLES], So Iile lﬁ??w
ople and the power of Reason am]GPr;cumtor y
the pe }?er' [to Camirie]. Well, GEHEF’(:I o f( tor of
StAntofLamps your mprovement in the lighting ©
reet Lamps,

’ France any brighter. ’ o
haf;nto?}igfe Let him alone! Wasn’t he the omne
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talked about mercy?
¥? [He embr ;
OLEJS ol ? ,£1 oo aces CAMILLE; a number of
ippeau. We are pr
Phi Poests who have prayed wi
dying; we have become infected and are dg/)in} f V}V:fh e
epidemic, e oF fhe same
Several Voices. The blow th
us as wel],
Camnille. Gentlemen, T ve
have proved so useless; I g
My eyes grew moaist at the

at strikes you down strikes

ry much regret that our efforts
0 to the scaffold now, because
fate of a few unfortunate men.

SCENE II—A room

Fouguier-Tivvirrs, Herman

Fougurer. Everything ready?
Herman. Tt won't be
amaong tliem it would be,

ﬂ?:gf;f }{{C’SI\Q]SO gloing to have to lead the dance

- You know he'll frioh jury; he’ '

scareerow of the Revolution, REtien the Jums he's the
Fouquier. The jury must will it,
Herman. There is 2
to the letter of the Jaw.

Fougquier. Speak up!

Herman, Tnstead of drawing the jury
out those we can depend on.

Fouguier. ']l have to work,
runmng fire, There are nineteen
buncr}i. The four forgers, then g
cts. That will make g
something of the sort.
Who, for example?
Herman. Leroi. He'

. . . § 50 stone-deaf
woer of ?he defense; Danton can
Fouquier. Excellent. Go op.
Herman. Vilatte ang Lumiére. One of them nev

his hand off the hot]
i e and {I
g thev won't the other o

casy; of comse if Danton weren’t

i . .
way, but it’s not quite according

by lots, we'll pick

—That will make goad
of them. A cleverly mixed
then 4 few bankers and Jforcign-
spicy Tribunal. The people need
~—All right then, reliable peoplel

he won't hear a
shout himself hoarse.

e er gets
: ne's always sleen.
opeln thfez{] mouths except to say “'Gui]tyE’
( a tule of honor that no one .
! esca
Tribunal once he's appeared before it. Ang Renaugiflitil—e
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Fouguier. Why Renaudin? He once helped a couple
of priests get through our hands.

Herman., Don’t get excited! He came to me a few
days ago and demanded that the condemned be bled a
bit beforc their execntion, to make them a little less
spirited; he was annoyed by their gencially defiant attitnde.

Fouquier. 1 see—very good. Then I shall rely on you!

Herman. T'll see to it!

scENE mi—7The Conciergerie. A corridor

Lacrorx, Danton, MERCIER, and other PRISONERS face
to and fro.

Lacroix [to a Prisoner]. These poor wretches!

The Prisoner. Don’t you know? Paris is a slaughter-
house! Don’t the carts rolling to the guillotine tell you as
much!

Mercier. Don’t you know, Lacroix, that Equality swings
its sickle over all heads without distinction? The lava
of the Revolution flows on! The guillotine makes good
Republicanst The galleries applaud and the Romans rub
their hands together in delight. But what they don't hear
in every onc of the words spoken is the death rattle of
another victim—Follow up your words somctime to where
they become human forms. Take 2 goed lock arcund vou,
vou see here everything that vow've said: a faithful trans
lation of your own words. These miserable creatures, their
executioners, and the guillotine are vour speeches come to
life. You erect your systems like Bajazet his pyramids—
from the heads of men.

Danton. You're right—everything we build today is of
human flesh. That’s the curse of onr age. And now my
own body will become a building block.—It's exactly a
year now since I created the Revolutionary Tribunal. 1
ask both God and man to forgive me that; [ wanted to
prevent another September Massacre, I hoped to rescue
the innocent, but this long-drawn-out murder with its
formalitics is even more terrible and just as inevitable. [
kad hoped, gentlemen, to save you all from this place.

Mercier. Oh, we'll get out of it, all right.
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Da_m‘on. And now I'mm
how it will end,

[aeT rHREE
here with you; heaven only knows

SCENE 1v—The Revolutionary Tribunat

Herwmax 1o Danron], Citizen, your name

Danton. The R i i
. evelution give
. _ h M ZIVES me my name,

;}h dwelling will soon be in nothingnessyand g PIa'_Ce
¢ Pantheon of History T name i
Herman. Danton, the
. . » the Convention g4

! " : A Ceuses yo -
iﬁitﬁufh gxlg}mMégtbeau, gv;th Dumouriez Wifhugrfléz(:sl
_ ndists, wi ] i i ,

Tous S ith foreigners, and the faction of
Dcm’ton. My voice, which T have so

p}eoples cause, will find little difficy)

wrongtal accusation. If the wretches
Kle should care to appear, 1 will cover
I]]]d if the Committee should care ¢
Enthanswer, for otherwise I wil] not. Il
O as accusers and as witn .
kmdr—Moreover, ™
your decisions? ]
asylum will soon be nothingness: 1
yo-trlfmay tear it from me, 1 long to be rid of it ,
erman. Danton, audacity is the pa '
calmness that of the innocent,

D . L
thata;;grgimlinvzge _audaczlty 15 Indeed blameworthy but
with which T have sy often orre 10, N manifested,
ch Fie ght for Fr. i
glgsz Llljcllil;ttongus of a?l virtues. That is my zicilc;?iytv{s 1’tthzts3
accusers: an}éf .1at}serves me here in face of mv ﬁi,tiable
ense I, an Ca1]n tu]a_l Pest Interests of the RepuBh‘c. How
Do you expect ]311 ;ngﬂitgoﬁzfy I?i{zd;sotbage? o ered?
) : € to defend h;
lc;\lesgg]sglt?ggtebﬁ Men' 'of my stamp are inestiia}g{gs?f
povol [S;’S;I ¢ Spirit of Freedom hovers upon our:
o .accugseg off a}pplguse from_ among the SPECTATORS
Do acen W'?h g\ilflg conspired with Mirabean with
e fourez, i vieans, of having debased m ';eIf !
of muserable despots. 1 am required fo yanswélr

often raised in the
ty in refuting this
who have accused
them with shame.
O appear, then |

tk of the criminal,
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your inescapable and inflexible justice—You, Saint-Just,
will be answerable to posterity for this blasphemy against
mel!

Herman. 1 require you te answer calmly; you might
take Marat’s example; he approached his judges with awe.

Danton. You have placed my entire life in your hands;
I think it has a right fo rise up and meet you face on;
I will bury you under the weight of every cne of my
accomplishments.—I am not proud of this. It is destiny
commands our actions, but it chooses only powerful
natures for its instruments—I declared war on the mon-
archy on the Champ de Mars, on the tenth of Angust I
deposed it, and on the twenty-first of September I killed
it, and to all the kings of Europe I threw down as my
gauntlet the head of a king. [Repeated signs of applause.
He takes up the Bill of Indictinent.]

When I look at this shameful document my whole
being trembles, Who, then, are those men who had to
force Danton to appear on that memorable day, the tenth
of August? Who, then, are those prvileged beings from
whom ke borrowed his strength?—I demand that my
accusers appear in front of me! And I am in my right mind
when I make this demand. T will unmask these repulsive
villains and cast themn back into the nothingness whence
they ought never to have crept.

Herman {ringing the bell]. Do you hear this bell?

Danton. The voice of a man defending his honor and
his Iife must cry louder than your petty bell—In Septemn-
ber I gorged the young biood of this Revolution on the
finely chopped flesh of the aristocracy. My voice forged
weapons for the people out of the aristocracy’s gold and
riches. My voice was the hurricane that buried the satel-
lites of despotism under waves of bayonets. [Loud ap-
plause.]

Herman. You have strained your voice, Danton, you
are too violently moved. You shall conclude your defense
the next time, you are in need of rest.—The session is ad-
journed.

Danton. You know Danton now—-yet a few hours and
he shall slumber in the arms of glory.
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SCENE v—The Luxembourg. A cell

General DiLron. Larrorre, A JamLzr

Dizro~. You, stop shining your

hat )
Laf‘fotte. And close your mouth, too; that sickle-moon of

a nos_;—_ has a halo around it from all your stink. Ha, h
Jailer. Ha, ha, ha! Do you gentlemen think m}: nose is

bright enough t ; ;
oy ugh to read by? [He points to « haper in his

Dillon. Give it here!

Jailer. I'm at ebb tide now, sir. wi 1
s moon b » 8it, with the cost of keeping

chfotte. But.your Parts look more like flood tide
DI};: ;\rf} l;'\c—:qs, sir, thti practice provokes water, too .[To
IL1ON. ¥ moon hides from your sun. sip: -
give me somcething to make it glgw again ’ifsu’ YOlf "
read, sir. R

Diilon. There, you rogue! Now get out!

nose it my face. Ia, ha,

a, hal

ust
nt to

He gives the JaiLer money. The JaiLer goes off

Sh[}){illonl [rlcads]. “Danton has roused the Tribunal
T}? en the jury, and caused the people to grow restle;s,
g € Psr;)wd was extraordinary, The people thronged aroun I
Slg a iceEE ofd]fns]tlce all the way to the bridge across thz
eine, nandiul of gold, a push— — [
old, a pus — Hm! Hmi! {F
,{);:)C;;Sdt? G;Z[d }fTIOf i-bourmg himself a drink now m:lzi t.gfeif
, bottle.] could get one foot outside this oy
I'd never give in to this slaughter. Just one lfoeott :)ltsltIfmson?
Bc_rﬁottchnd onto the cart? It’s all one .
tion. Do you really think so? 1 see 3 fe T di
) ) ? w ste -
tfﬁgenccoe, w@g eﬂ?ﬁgh to be covered up by the boglscsdi)ff
| mmittee. The time |
lEt o thes o me has come for decent people ta
Cofgfotte [f? himsclf]. To make it easier to cut them off
on, an; s ! ,
oy okl man; a few more glasses and vou'll be float-
Ditlon. The scoundrels, th
‘ , the fools, theyll illot;
themselves in the end. [He walks quickly bagk m;géﬂ;(])?_;?]@

Laflotte [aside]. One could learn to love life properly

[acT THREE
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again, like his own child, if he could give himself life. It
isn’t often a man can commit incest with chance and
become his own father. Father and child at the same time.
A cozy little Oedipus!

Dillon. You don’t feed the people with corpses! Dan-
torn's and Camille’s wives ought to throw money to the
people, that's better than heads any day.

Laflotte [aside]. On second thought, I don't think I'll
tear out my eyes like Oedipus; I might need them to
weep for the goed general.

Dillon. The idea of laying their hands on Danton! Who
can be safe after this? But fear will unite them.

Laflotte [aside]. He's lost for sure. What does it matter
then if T clamber over a corpse to get out of this grave?

Dillon. If T could get just one foot ont of this prison!
I'd find enough people, old soldiers, Girondists, ex-nobles;
we'd break open the prisons—we must come to terms with
the prisoners.

Laflotte [aside]. Of course it does smell a bit of villainy.
But what does that matter? I'd like to try my hand at that
for a change, too; I've been too onesided up till now.
It could give one pangs of conscicnce, but that’s a change,
tog; it’s not so unpleasant to smell your own stink.—The
prospect of the guillotine has grown a bit tedious by now;
imagine having to wait so long for a thing like that! T've
rehearsed the scene In my mind twenty times over. I've
lost all interest im it; it's become rather common.

Dillon. We must get a letter through to Danton’s wife.

Laflotte [aside]. And then—no, 'm not afraid of death,
it's the pain. There’s nobody can tell me it won’t hurt.
Of course they say it only takes a moment; but pain al-
ways measures with a more delicate scale. No! Pain is
tlie only sin, and suffering the only vice; T'll stay virtuous.

Dillon. Listen, Laflotte, where's that fellow geone? I
have money here, and Ive got to use it. We must strike
while we still can; I've worked it all out.

Laflotte. Yes, at once, at once! I know the jailer; T'1l
talk to him. You can count on me, General; we'll get out
of this prison all right—[To himself, going out.] oaly to
be thrown inta another: myself into the big one they
call the world, he into the small one known as the grave.
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SCENE VI—The Commitiee of Public Safety

Sant- ; '
Jusr, Bartrg, Corror D'HERBOIS, Broraup
s VARENNES ’ -
ARERE. What does F ouquier write?

Vi they've
tefusal to allow

Posing,
Billaud-Varennes. These peo

bei e
: Dt'ii:f:nn,gt tg;ifel']nfn” evén if gnly with looks; they like. i
they i éhe Sety e mcl)cre }irn’tating than a coat-of arml;_
: amp ot the aristocracy’ — ;
d(l)lmamlty. And one wheo doesn’t like to ges ICOII: ot for
gn should help to smash them in voked up and
b zg:ret. P{)es like the Horned Siegfried, the bl
] ptember Massacre hag made him ? e
Sla't does Robespierre say? Arherable—
~Tc}1]mt-]ust. He only acts a5 i he had so
€ Jury must declare itself sufficient]
end the hearings, "

Barére. Thaps ; i
rere. mpossible—
 Suint-Just. We mlfst of

mething to say.
v informed and

t by the skirt, ang from

‘ to rape Liberty herself.

- UST 15 called ouf, A JAILER enters

Jailer. Some of the pri i |

. Jaile Prisoners in §a
& Sir; they asked for a doctor,

SAINT-]

inte Pélagie are dy-

D e P
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Billaud-Varennes. That won’t be necessary; just that
much less work for the executioner.

Juiler. Some of the women are pregnant.

Billaud-Varennes. Excellent; we won’t need coffins for
the children,

Barere. Every consumptive aristocrat saves the Tribunal
a sitting. And every bit of medicine would be counter-
revoluticnary.

Collot [takes a paper]. A petition! A woman’s name!

Barére. Probably one of those forced to choose between
the guillotine and a Jacobin’s bed. They die like Lucretia,
at the loss of their honor—but somewhat later than the
Roman matron: in childbed, pethaps, or of cancer, or old
age—It might not be so unpleasant to drive a Targuin
out of the virtuous republic of a virgin.

Collot. Shc's too old. Madame wants to die; she knows
how to express herself: prison lies upon her like the lid
of a coffin; she’s been there four weeks. The answer’s easy:
[He reads as he writes.] “Citizeness, you have not yet
wished long enough for death.” [The JarLER goes off.

Barére. Well said! And yet, Collot, T don't think it's
proper for the guillotine to begin langhing; as it is, the
people aren’t afraid of it any more; we shouldn’t get too
familiar about it.

SAINT-JUST re-enters,

Saint-Just, T've just received a lctter of denunciation.
A conspiracy’s under way in the prison; a young man
named Laflotte discovered it. He was in the same cell
as Dillen, and Dillon became drunk and talked.

Barére. So he simply cuts his throat with his bottle;
that’s happened often enough.

Saint-Just. The wives of Dantor and Camille are to
throw money to the people, Dillon will escape, the
prisoners be freed, and the Convention blown up.

Barére. Fairy tales!

Saint-Just. These fairy tales will send them to sleep, all
night. I have the report here; add to that the impudence
of the accused, the people’s dissatisfaction, the confusion
of the jury—I'll make a report.
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. £:;ere. Yf?S, Saint-Just, you g0 on spinning out your
ecs, with every comma the stroke of a sword, and
every period a chopped-off head) o
buiz;nt—[ui?. Thel Convention must decree that the T
continue the trial without interrupts _
. : : tion and
::Jflclrryi grnsone: whodfails to show due respp-ect toward tillfct
creates a di i
hearins 1sturbance will be excluded from the
Barére. You do have an insti
. ave anmstinet for the revolutionary! |
‘ . It
':}I'%]s;’}llngzvqm}te mg)lderate, but it’s also bound to succeed
er be able to kee / ; '
tond Do o P themselves down, and Day.
Saint-fust, I'm counti
' . : Hg on your support. There are peq.
g}eggiﬁge COI];JJ’CIJ[]]UOH who are as sick as Danton and 1fl;fi?1
& scrved the same cure. They've f ura
and will start ¢ ini imconaitntony ¢
i omplaining about unconstitutional pro-
haBarered[mterrupting him]. And I'll tell them that’s what
ha II:SF;‘?;CV t;) Eih? léortrlmn Censul who uncavered Catiline’s
v and had the criminals executed on 4]

' ie spot—
they complained aboyt unconstitutional procedureg pt;jztc
too. And who were his accusers? "
. ,COlchi [with theqtrical solemmnity]. Go, Saint-Just! The
haexra Combtixaec eR;vqutlon Eﬁws! Liberty shall suffocate with

105¢ weaklings who would Tie with:
per ' uid lie within her
az;pé ltl_hietn']a}cst'y of the people shall appear in thunder
i as]i; I]Iélg hé(e‘ }ullnlter to Semele and change them all
- W0, samt-fust, we will help v .
, P vou thrust v
thunderbolt down upon the heads of these cowardst o
\ . ' [Samr-JusT goes off
thiBarere. Did yon h)car him wse the word “J.curc’g? IiIgft
Syplﬁ%lijs/o%lkno,w the_vg llje calling the guillotine 2 cure fér
. They're not i ’
RS y ghting the moderatcs, they're fight.
g:zlf:;ced—;{/a]r_ennfes. This is the first time we've disagreed
rere. Robespierre wants te turn the Reyolution : -
morals lecture hall, and the suillotine : e
1 g tine into a pulp;
Billaud-Varennes. Or i S cochi o
. nfo :
i a cushion to kn
gat’)rli(:t. AT%d on which he'll finally lie rather than knec]
¢. that will be casy enough. The world will be

eel on while
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standing on its head when all the so-called rogues are
hanged by all the so-called mghteous people.

Collot [to Barkre]. When are you coming to Clichy
again?

Barére. When the doector’s done with me.

Coliot. Is it true that over the place there hangs a
comet, and that its scorching rays dry up the marrow of
your spinal column?

Billaud-Varennes. And soon the lovely fingers of that
Demaly will pull it from its sheath and make it hang
down like a pigtail behind your back.

Barére [shrugs his shoulders]. IIm! What can the virto-
ous know of such things!

Billaud-Varennes. The impotent pedant!

[Brrraun-VarennEes and CorroT go off.

Barére [alone]. The monstersi—"You have not vect
wished long enough for death!” These words should have
withered the tongue that spoke them.—~And I7—\Vhen
the Septembrists broke into the prison, one of the prison-
ers seized a knife, joined with the assassins, thrust it into
the breast of a priest, and was saved! Who can blanie him
for that? Shall I join with the assassins now, or sit on the
Committee of Public Safety? Shall T use the guillotine o-
a pocketknife? The situation is the same, only the cir-
camstances are more involved.—And being allowed to

murder one man, why not two, or three, or more? Where
does it end? 1t's like barleycorns! Do two make a pile, or
three, or four? How many? Come, my conscience, come,
my little chicken, ceme, chuck-chuck-chuck, here’s your
feed!—But—I was never a prisoner. Yet I was under sus-

picion; that can mean only ome thing: my death.
[He goes off.

scene vir—The Conciergerie

Lacrox, DantoN, Pumirreav, CaamitLe

Lacrorx. Yeou were in good voice, Danton. If you had
taken such trouble for your life earlier it might be dif-
ferent now. Am I nght? Especially now when death
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comes 56 shameless]
and more urgent?
Camille. Why can’t death ravi
prize from our hot bodies with
But here with 2l these formaliti

[AcT THREE
v close with her stinking breath, more

- ht, with
teeth tearing and clutching! But it's a% if I'd fallil;lmisnt?)ng

mill shaft, and my arms and legs were slowly and system-

atically being wrenched off b isi
being Kiled e y cold physical force. Imagine

Ofpt;:t’:[‘}-f;ad that we're falling to pieces!
#ippeau. Calin yourself, mv frien,
» 1y friends. We're 1
'all_LTrItumnl crocus that bears no seed until the Wirl;teizi< eovt?re
: ctocrll y differerice l?etween us and flowers beine trans:
gan ed 15 that we stink a bit in the proces I bf’

- D . 1s that so
. I;g::gzr.r“{};it SlrL gdif}éing prospect! From one dunghill
. © Gwine theory of classes] [ro
F’lrflvsictl(() s;_co}r]ld,lfgom second to third, and so OHI}] ']::Sdt g:flﬁ
. ot school benches; I've sat call, ackside
hkleJ ha.ll'nonkey from sitting on them e on my backside
wippeau. Then what do v '
Danton. Peace. you want

Philippeau. Peace is in God.

. n?;r}zlt'on. Peace is in nothingness. Sink yourself into
son tmg more peaceful than nothingness, and if the
Hoz‘?;zi :r pI(’:?nce is Sod, tlf)en Cod must be nothingness
T, ‘an atheist. Damn whoev id: S ing
cannot become nothing! The Hiable fat 30 (o in
;oztr;elthmg! Creation has spread itself so far that there is
t}?e 151n_gC.§mptfy ani more, multitudes everywhere. This is
GIClde of nothingness, creation is i ] i

dtops of Koo, mingness ihon 1s 1ts wonnd, we jtg

, e world its grave in which i

a c it
glad 'SS trhat sounds, there is some truth in jt. ot
amille. The world is the Wandering Jew, and nothing.
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ness is death; but that's impossible. “Alas, alas, I cannol
die!” as they sing in the old song.

Danton. We're all of us buried alive like kings in three
or four layers of coffins: the sky, our houses, our shirts,
and our coats. We scratch at the coffin ld for fifty long
years. If culy we could believe in annihilation! It would at
least e a comfort. There’s no hope in death; it's only
a less complicated form of decay than life—that’s the only
differencel—DBut this is the very kind of decay that T've
grown used to; the devil only knows how I'll adjust to
another.—Oh, Julie! What if T go alone? What if [ must
leave her bchind?—And even if T fell to picces utterly,
complctely dissolved: I would always be a handful of
tormented dust, no single atom of me could find rest
except in her.—I can’t die, no, I can’t die. We must roar;
they must tear every drop of life’s blood from my body.

SCENE VIII—A room

Fouguier. AMAR., VOULAND

Fouguier. I don't know what to answer them any more;
they're demanding a commission be appointed.

Amar. We've got the scoundrels now: here’s what you've
been wanting. [He hands Fouguier a paper.] The decree
from Saint-Just.

Vouland. That should satisfy them.

Fougquier. Yes, we needed this,

Amar. Let's get this settled and out of the way for
them and for us.

sceNE 1x—The Revolutionary Tribunal

Danton. The Republic is in danger and knows nothing
of it! We appeal to the people; my voice is still strong
enough to deliver a funeral oration for the Decernvirs—
I repeat: We demand the appointment of a cominission;
we have important matters to reveal. I shall withdraw to
the citadel of Reason, and I shall break through with the
artillery of Truth and cast down my enemies before me,
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Signs of approval. Fouguier, Anmar, and Vouranp enter,

Fouquier. Silence in the name of the Republic and in
the name of the lawi The Convention decrees the fol-
lowing: In consideration of the fact that signs of mutiny
have been detected in the prisons; in consideration of the
fact that Danton’s and Camille’s wives are distributing
money among the people, and that General Dillon is
plotting to escape and place himself at the head of the
Insurgents in order to free the accused; and, finally, in
consideration of the fact that the accused have gone out
of their way to create disturbances and insult the Tribunal
—the Tribunal is hereby empowered to continue the
Ivestigation without interruption, and to exclude from
the trial any prisoner who shall fajl to show the respect
due to the law.

Danion. 1 ask all present whether we have defied the
Tribunal, the people, or the National Convention?

Many Voices. No! Not

Camille. The beasts, they want to murder my Lucille!

Danton. The truth will be known one day. I see a
great catastrophe overtaking France. It is dictatorship; it
lias torn off its veil, and carries its head high, and strides
2C103s our corpses. [Pointing to Amar and Vourano.]
There you see the cowards, the murderers; you sec there
the ravens of the Committee of Public Safetyl—I accuse
Robespierre, Saint-Just, and their hangmen of high treason.
They are ont to suffocate the Republic in blood. The ruts
made by the guillotine’s carts are highways on which the
enemies of France will surge into the heart of cur coun-
try—For how much longer must the footprints of Liberty
be graves>—You ask for bread, and they toss you severed
heads! You thirst, and they make you lap up blood from
the guillotine’s steps!

There is an uproar among the SPECTATORS,
cries of approval,

Many Voices. Long live Danton! Down with the
Decernvirs!

The Prisoners are forcibly led away.
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SCENE X—A square in front of the Palace of Justice

A crowd

Severan Voices. Down with the Decemvirs! Long live
Danton! .
First Citizen. Yes, he's right! Heads instead of bread!
Blood instead of wine! . .
Several Women. The guillotine’s no mill, and the
executicner’s no baker! We want bread, bread! .
Second Citizen. Danton’s eating your br}egd. And his
ill give 1 t him.
head will give it back to you. You can trus
First Citizen, Danton was with us on the tenth of
August, Danton was with us in September. Where were
the people who accused him? '
Sel?conpd Citizen. And Lafayette was with you at Ver-
sailles and still he was a traitor. ’ -
First Citizen. Who says that Danton’s a traitor?
Second Citizen. Robespierrq. ’ .
First Citizen. Then Robespierre’s a traitorl
Second Citizen. Who says so?
First Citizen. Danton. .
Second Citizen. Danton has nice clothes, Dant.on has
a nice house, Danton has a nice wife; he 1t.)athes in Bur—
gundy, eats game off silver dishes, sleeps with your wives
and daughters when hc’s drunk.—Danton was as polor
as you. Where did all this come frong? The King bought
it for him so Danton would save his crown. The DUkT
of Oriéans gave it to him as a gift so Danton-would stea
the crown. 'The foreigners let him have it so Danton
would betray you all—What docs Robespierre have? The
virtuous Robespicrrel You all know him.
All. Long live Robespierre! Down with Danton! Down

with the traitors!
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ACT FOUR

SCENE I—A room

Jure. A Boy
Jurie. It's all over now. They
T'hey’ll kill him because they'r
him for the last time; tell him
as he is now. [She gives him
take this to him and tell him
alqne-he’ll understand. And
quickly; I want to see him agai

trembled in front of him,
e afraid. Go on! I've seen
I could never look at him
@ lock of her hair] Here,
that he won’t have to go
then come back to me
0—in your eyes,

SCENE 11—A street

Dunas. A Crrizen

Crrizen. How can they se i
to death after a trial ikgutt;;t‘? "0 ey innocent people

.Dm.nas. It does seem extraordinary; but these revolu-
fonartes have an instinct about such things that oth
lack,' a:nd this instinct never misleads them. o

Citizen. The instinct of a tiger—You have a wife

Dymas. Soon I will have had one. '

Citizen. Then it's true?

Duings. The Revolutionary Tribunal
our separation; the guillotine will divide u
board.

Citizen. You're a monster]

Dumas. You fooll 1 suppose vo i
g u d
Citizen. With all my hggrt. you admire Bratus?
. D;mas'..Must one be a Roman consul and able to hide
is ea;i a4 toga in order to sacrifice his love to his
f:?}?tﬁ ;;H}le only difference between Brutus angd myself
at 2 shall wipe my eyes with the sleeve of
Citizen, But that's hormiblel ¢ of my ied coat.
Dumas. Go on, you wouldn't understand such things!

[They go off.

will * pronounce
s from bed and

[AcT FoUR
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sCENE 11—The Conciergerie

LacrOIX, HERAULT-SECHELLES on one bed, DantoN and
CaMiLLe on another.

Lacrowx. The way vour hair and nails grow in a place
like this makes you ashamed of vourself.

Hérault-Séchelles. 1 wish you'd be more careful, you
sneezed directly in my face!

Lacroix. And you, my friend, stop stepping on my
feet, my corns take exception to such treatment!

Hérault-Séchelles. And you've got lice, too.

Lacroix. Oh! I can hardly wait to be rid of the lttle
vermin!

Hérault-Séchelles. Well, good night! We'll have to see
how we get on with one another, there’s little enough
room. Just don’t scratch me with those nails in your sleep!
—There! Stop tearing at the shroud that way, it's cold
in herel

Danton. That's right, Camille, tomorrow we’ll be worn-
out shocs that they'll throw in the lap of that beggar
womarn, earth,

Hérault-Séchelles. The cowhide that, according to Plato,
the angels make slippers from and grope about in on
the carth. It's all what you might expect.—Oh, Lucille!

Danton. Calm yourself, my boy!

Camille. How can I, Danton? How can you even think
I could? How can I? They can’t even touch her, can
they? The beauty that shines from her precious body
can’t be put out. Why, not even the carth would dare
bury her; it would arch itself over her body, the mist of
the grave would sparkle on her eyelashes ke dew, crystals
would spring up like flowers around her limbs and bright
springs murmur her to sleep.

Danton, Go to sleep, my boy, go to sleep!

Camille. You know, Danton—just between us—it's a
terrible thing to die. It's all so useless. When it happens,
I'll want to steal just one last look from life in all its
beauty; yes, I'll keep my eyes open.

Danton. You'll keep them open anyway; our executioner
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never holds one’s eyes shut. Sleep is more merciful. Sleep,
boy, sleep!

Camille. Lucille—I can imagine your kiss on my lips;
every kiss becomes a dream; I'll cloge my eyes and dream
—and hold them fast. . | .

Danton. Will the clock never stap! Every tick pushes
the walls closer around me, till they're narrow as a coffiy.
— I read a story like thay once when 1 was a child, it made
my hair stand on end. Yes, when I was a child) It wasn't
worth the trouble to fatten me up and kecp me warm.
Just another job for the gravediggers!—1 feel as if I'q 4.
ready begun to stink, My dear body, I shal] hold my nose
closed and imagine that you are a lovely woman, sweating

morrow you'll be nothing but a broken fiddle with no
more tunes to play. Tomorrow you'll be an empty bottle;
I've emptied ail the wine but I'm still not drank and
g0 sober to bed-—they're lucky people who can stil] get
drunk. Tomorrow you'll be a womn-out pair of pants; you'l]
be thrown in the wardrobe, and be eaten by moths, and
then you can stink as much as yoy like.—Yes, it's uscless!
Of course it's miserable having to die. What does death
do but mimic birth? We die as helpless and naked as new-
born babes. And of course we get a shroud for swaddling
clothes. What good will i do! We can whimper just as
well in the grave as in the cradle—Camillel He's sleeping.
[While bending over him.] There’s a dream between his
lashes. T mustn’t wipe that golden dew of sleep from his
eyes. [He rises and goes to the window.] T won’t he going
alone: thank you, Julie! Still, T wish I could have died
differently, without effort, like a star falling, or a note

like glistening feardrops; what a terrible grief must be
behind the eyes that dropped them,

Camille. Ohl [He has sat up, and gropes for the ceil.
ing.)

Danton. What is it, Camillep

Camille. Oh! Oh
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Danion [shakes him]. Are you trying to scratch the
iling down?
cméﬂ%zil?e. Oh, it’s you, it’s you—hold me, please, talk to

' - r
mcbanton. Your whole body's trembling, there’s sweat on

; forehead. , _
}Ou(lfamille. Yes, it's you—and I'm here—ves! An?t S}:;
is my hand! Yes, I remember now.—QOh, Danton,
terrible!

ton. What was? ] _
gggai(l);;. I was half between waking and sleeping.

- . . .
Then suddenly the ceiling disappeared, and thethxilslt()ol
floated down into the room, ]ilose to née,vilt gssme wgth

it wi e dov

held it with my arms. The sky cam e Wil
its i 1 d at the stars, I thrash
ts lights, T pounded at it, T grope ' :
;bou% like la man drowning under a layer of ice. O,

anton, it was terriblel
P chton. What you saw was the glow of the lamp on

iling.
theCZiiHE It doesn’t take much to make g mar i;):le) 212
i , i felt madness g
lerstanding he has left. 1
%)]tt]fhgrﬁair. [He rises.] 1 don’t want to sleep any more,
Iydon’t want to go mad. [He reaches for a book.]
Danton. What are you reading?

Camille. Night Thouglits, .
]gz:?tlorf. \’Viy die twice! Give me La Pucelle. Why

should I slide from life on my kuees! I’d rather crawl

X . . o
from the bed of some merciful sister. Life’s a whore;

she fornicates with the whole world.

sceNE v—The Square in fronl of the Conciergerie
A Jairer, Two CarTERs with their carts. WOMEN

Jarmer, Who called you here?

First Carter. Here? I'm not called Here, that's a funny

name.

no more than ten sous a head.

issi ?
Jailer. Blockhead, who gave you permission tO'SSCinITi
First Carter. Commmission? I don’t get commi
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o S;;o:;i uCt?IchTter. The villain’d take the bread right out
First Carter. What do you mean: bread? [Poinfing
toward the PrisoNers’ window.] There’s food for worms
_Second Carter. My children are no better off than worms
mtl’wr, and they want, their share, too. Oh, it’s a bad trade
weve got, even if we are the best carters,
First Carter. How do you mean?
Second Carter. Who's the best carter?
First Carter. The one that drives farthest and quickest
Secor?d." Carter. You silly fool, how can you drive farther
ftil;im driving peoplf,: out of the world, and quicker than in
thcezzﬂr}rggs:as? It’s exactly fifteen minutes from here to

Jailer. Hurry up, you lazy louts! Cl
il Py Y louts! Closer to the doot! You
First Carter. You sta —
' . y therel You ne
girl, you go through her. ver g0 aronnd a
Seco:?d Carter. Sure, I'll believe that- you'll find the
ll;oatd w1d’;3I e{r):ough to take your horse and ‘cart with you;
ut you ¢ in quarantine when yo ’
[They drive forward.) ou get back ont
Second Carter [to th '
o [ ¢ WoMmEN]. What are you gawk-
A Woman, Waiting to sec our old customers.
- Second Carter. Yop mean my cart will be a whorehouse?
]1 have you know it's a respectable cart, the King and
all the‘ﬁne gentlemer} from Paris rode in it to the scaffold
Lucille ,[ergters; sits down on a stone beneqth the
PRISONER_S window]. Camille! Camille! [CamiLLe appears
aﬁ the window.] You're making me laugh, Camille, with
that long stone coat and the iron mask on your facel Can't
you bend down to me? Where are your arms?—I'll lure
this tassel-gentle to me then: [Sings.]
Two stars in Heaven are shining,
Oh, brighter than the moon,
One at my dear love’s window,
o One at her chamber door.
ome, come, my lovel Come quietly u i
. . p the stairs, th
house is sleeping. The moon has helped me wait for yos

[acT Foux
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all this time. But you can't come in the door, vour cos-
tume’s too unbearable. This is not a very funny jcke, so
please stop! You aren’t moving either, why won’t you say
something? You're making me afraid.—Listen! People are
saying you have to die, and making such long faces. Diet
Their long faces make me laugh. Diel What kind of word
is that? Tell me, Camille! Die! 1 must think about it.
Oh, there, there it is——1 must run after it; come, my love,
help me catch it, come! Comel {She runs off.
Camille [calls]. Lucille! Lucille!

sceNe v—The Conciergerie

Danron at ¢ window which looks into the edjoining room.
CamiLLg, Puinipprau, Lacroix, HERaULT-SECHELLES

Danron. You're very quict now, Fabre.

Fabre [from within]. Quiet as death.

Danton. Do you know what we'll be making soon?

Fabre [from within]. Well?

Danton. What you've spent your whole life making—
des vers.

Camnille [to himself|. There was madness behind those
eyes. She’s not the first to go mad—that’s what the world
makes of us. What can we do? Wash our hands! It's
better that way.

Danton. I'm leaving everything in terrible confusion. Not
one of them knows how to govern. It might stll work,
though, if I left my whores to Robespierre and my thighs
to Couthon.

Lacroix, We'd be making Liberty a whore!

Danton. But that wouldn't have been much of a featd
Liberty and whores are the most cosmopclitan things
under the sun. Liberty will prostitute herself honorably
now in the marriage bed of the lawyer from Arras. But I
think she’ll play Clytemnestra on him. I give him less
than six months before he follows me.

Camille [to himself]. Heaven help her to find some com-
fortable delusion. The universal delusion that we call
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«lever and heroic and cheerful grimaces—after all, we
[ now one another, so let's spare the troublel

[Iérault-Séchelles. Yes, we ought to sit down together
aud roar; what can be stupider than pressing our lips to-
polher when something hurts us. It was the Greeks and
pads who roared, the Romans and Stoics sat there making
heroic faces,

Danton. They were both Epicureans in their own way.
"T'hose Stoics gave themselves a comfortable feeling of self-
respeet. It's not at all bad to drape your toga around you
and look about to sce how long a shadow you're throwing.
Why should we argue? What does it matter whether we
cover our parts with laurel or roses or vine leaves or show
the ugly thing in public for dogs to lick atl

Philippeau. No, my friends, we needn’t get too high
above the earth before all this confusion and glitter dis-
appear and our eves see only the few broad lines that God
intended. There’s an ear to which alt this screaming and
crying that we find so confusing is a stream of harmonics.

Danton. Except that we're the miserable musicians, our
bodies the instruments. Do these ugly sounds that we
bungle out of them exist only to float higher and higher
and finally die out as softly as a voluptuous sigh in those
heavenly ears?

Hérault-Séchelles. Are we suckling pigs that are whipped
to death for the tables of princes, so that our flesh is
more tasty?

Danton. Are we children reasted in the glowing Moloch-
arms of the world and tickled with rays of light so that
the gods can laugh?

Camille. Is the ether with its golden eyes nothing but
a bowl of golden carp, set on the table of the blesséd gods,
so that the blessed gods can laugh eternally, and the fish
die etemally, and the gods amuse themsclves cternally
with the play of colors of the death agony?

Danton. The world is chaos. Nothingness is the world-
god yet to be born.

THE JAILER enters.

Jailer. Gentlemen, you may be on your way, your car-
tiage is at the door.
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Philippeau. Good night, my friends! Let us quietly pull
the great cover over us, under which all hearts beat their
last and all eyes fall shut. (They embrace one another.]

Hérauli-Séchelles [takes Camuir’s arm]. Cheer up,
Camille, it will be a nice night for it. Look there at the
c]pud_s in the still evening sky—Jike a burnt-out Olympus
with its dead, sinking forms of gods. [They go oﬁi

SCENE VI—A room

Jurte. People were running in the streets, but it’s quiet
now.—I mustn’t make him wait for even a mornent, [She
takes out a phial] Come, dearest priest, whose Amen
sends us to bed. {She goes to the window.] How lovely it
1s to say good-bye like this; I have only to close the door
behmdrme. [She drinks.] T wish I could stand here for-
ever.—The sun has gone down; earth’s face looked S0
sharp in its light, but now she's calm and solemn as a
dying woman. Twilight plays so beautifully on her brow
and cheeks_.—She grows paler and paler, like a body sink-
ing down Into a sea of air. Will no one seize her by her
gf)lden ha}r and pull her from the stream and bury her?—
Ill go quietly. I won’t kiss her, for fear a breath or sigh
should wake her from her slumber.—Sleep, sleep! [She
dies ] ’

SCENE vur—Flace de la Révolution

The carts are driven on and stop in front of the guillotine.
Men and WomeN sing and dance the Carmagnole, The
Prisoners begin singing the Marseillaise,

A Woman wiry Crmpren, Make toom kerel Give us
some room! My children are screaming, they're hungry.
I want to let them watch so they'll stop crying. Give us
some room herel
A Woman. Hey, Danton, you can
. ump aw.
WOTHIS HOW, , Y PUMp amay at the

SCENE VII] DANTON'S DEATH £9

Ancther. You, Héranlt, I'm going to have a wig made
from your beautiful hair.

Hérault-Séchelles. Madame, 1 don’t have enough hair
to cover your denuded mound of Venus.

Camille. You damnped bitches, you'll be crying soon
cnough for the mountains to fall on top of youl

A Woman. It's you the mountain’s fallen on, or more
likely you've fallen behind the mountain.

Danton [to Camrrre]. Quict, my boy! You've screamed
yourself hoarse,

Carnille [gives the Carrer money]. There, old Charon,
your cart makes a good salverl—Gentlemen, permit me
to serve myself up first. This is a classical supper we are
invited to: we lie down to our places and scatter a bit of
blood as a libation. Good-bye, Danton!

He ascends the scaffold, the Prisoners follow him one
gfter the other. DANTON is the lust to ascend.

Lacroix [to the ProrLE|. You killed us on the day when
you lost your Reason; you will kill them on the day when
you regain it.

Some Voices. Hal We've heard that one before; try
againl How boring!

Lacroix. The tyrants will break their necks over our
graves!

Hérault-Séchelles [to Danron]. He thinks his body’s a
hotbed of Liberty.

Philippeau [on the scaffold]. I forgive you: I Liope that
the hour of your death is no bitterer than mine,

Hérqult-Séchelles. 1 knew it! He couldn’t resist pulling
out his shirt to show them down there he’s got on clean
linen!

Fabre, Farewell, Danton! I die twice over.

Danton. Good-bye, my friend] The guillotine is the
best of all doctors.

Hérault-Séchelles [tries to embrace Danton]. I'm sorry,
Danton, I can’t seem to manage a joke. The time has
come. [An EXECUTIONER pushes them apart.]

Danton [te the ExecurioNer]|. Are you trying to be
crueler than death? Do you think vou can prevent our heads
from kissing down there in the basket?
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SCENE VIII—A street

LuciLe. There must be something serious in it some-
where. I must think about that. I'm beginning to under-
stand such things.—Dying—dying—!—But everything has
the right to live, everything, this little fly here, that bird,
Why not he? The stream of life would stop if even a drop
were spilt. The earth would suffer a wound from such a
blow.—Everything moves on, clocks tick, bells peal, people
run, water flows, and so on and on to—no, it mustn’t
happen, no, I'll sit on the ground and scream, that sfl
things stop, in fear, that nothing goes any more, that
nothing moves. (She sits on the ground, covers her eyes
and screams. After a moment she rises] It doesn’t help,
nothing at all has changed: the houses, the stiects, the
wind blowing, the clouds passing.—I suppose we must
bear it.

Several Women come down the strect.

First Woman. A handsome man, that Hérault!

Second Woman. On Constitution Day when I saw him
standing at the Arc de Triomphe, I said to myself, I said:
“Now there’s one who'd look good up on the guillotine,”
really. Kind of 2 presentiment, you might say.

Third Woman. Yes, I think we need to sce people in
all kinds of circumstances; I think it's a good thing that
dying’s become so public, [They go past.

Lucille. O Camille! Where shall I look for you now?

SCENE 1x—Place de Iz Révolution

Two Executioners busy with the guillotine.

First [xecurioner (stands on the guillotine and sings].
And when I home do go
By the moon’s warm glow
Second Executioner., Hey! You almost done?
First Executioner. In a minate, in a minute! [Sings.]
My father stands at the doox

LEA A T
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Asking: “Where have you been with your whore?”
Here! Th%ow me the jacket! [They go off singing.
Both Executioners [sing).
And when I home did go
By the moon’s warm glow . . . o
Lucille [enters and sits on the steps of the guzllotmi]?;
May 1 sit here in your lap, O silent Angel of Death?
[Simgs] There is a Reaper, his name is Death,
His power from Almighty God he hath.
My dear, sweet cradle that lulled my Camille to sleep,
you smothered him with your roses. And you, his death
bells, you sang him to his grave with your sweet voices.
i) How many hundred thousands fall
Beneath his sickle’s pitiless call.

A PartroL enters.

A Citizen. Hol Who's there? ' . N
Lucille [reflective, and then as if making a decision,

suddenly]. Long live the King! ‘
Citizel. In the name of the Republic!

She is surrounded by the Parror and led away.




