
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MADRIGAL OF WAR 
 

By 
 

John Wulp



I think perhaps that Madrigal of War is my favorite of all the plays.  I wrote it in a sudden fit of 

inspiration one summer on Nantucket.  It was right after the production of The Saintliness of Margery 

Kempe, at The Poet’s Theatre in Cambridge and before the production in New York.  I had just won a 

five thousand dollar Rockefeller Grant for playwriting.  I felt no pressure to write a conventional work.   

 By this time, Catharine Huntington and I had become fast friends, and I wrote it with her in 

mind for the role of Misia Sert.  I am relieved now that because of Molly Howe’s edict against the play, 

Catharine never attempted to perform the role.  She was in her eighties, and she could never have 

remembered her lines. 

 Catharine Huntington was one of the most enchanting human beings I have ever known.  She 

was a great beauty, exquisite, a true Boston Brahmin.  She didn’t believe in marriage.  When they were 

young, she and her brother, Constant, made a vow that they would never wed, and always live together.   

Catharine never forgave Constant for breaking that vow.   

 She was an ardent supporter of Sacco and Vanzetti.  During World War II, she worked as a drill 

operator in a shipyard near Boston.  She won a prize for having the neatest locker.   

 I remember one rainy night, she and I encountered two young men brawling in the streets.  

Catharine was soon in the thick of the fray.  “Stop it!  Stop it!” she commanded, brandishing her 

umbrella.  “We’re not brutes!  We’re not animals!” 

 She had a will of iron, and yet she was often silly, with a tinkling laugh.  

 When I last saw her, in a nursing home outside of Boston, she could no longer speak.  Harsh 

gurgling sounds came from her throat.  But I could tell from her eyes that she recognized me.   

 My house in Vinalhaven is now owned by her great nephew Thomas Urquhart, and his wife 

Amy. 

 When I wrote Madrigal of War, I lived in a house on the bluffs in Siasconset, in Nantucket, 

which was owned by my brother’s in-laws.  I could always vaguely hear the roar of the surf outside of 

my bedroom window.   



 My sole companions were Eleanor Church, my brother’s Mother-in-law, and the maid, Mary.  

Eleanor was most often drunk – she subsisted on a diet of corn flakes and alcohol.  One night, she 

threw open the door of my bedroom around two o’clock in the morning.  I could see her in silhouette, 

her dyed blonde hair frazzled by the light.  “I know about you,” she said.  “People say that I am bad, 

but you, you’re a hundred times worse.” 

 I didn’t know what she was babbling about, but I feared it was my homosexuality.  Her 

behavior was an omen of what was to come from Molly Howe, the chairman of the board for The 

Poet’s Theatre. 

 The production of Madrigal of War at The Living Theatre was a sheer delight.  I loved James 

Waring, and I was honored to work with him on the show.  The physical production was stunning.   

 Best of all was Merce Cunningham’s reaction.  Merce was a harsh critic.  I felt I had entered a 

realm of theatre where my play could be valued on the same level as his own choreography.  I was 

saddened that Madrigal of War was only performed once.  But I console myself with the idea that was 

what I intended for the show.  The actors destroy the scenery throughout the course of the performance.   

There have been no changes in Madrigal of War.  It is exactly as I wrote it, and as it was 

performed at The Living Theatre, for one night, November 9, 1960 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Guerra e il mio stata 
 



CAST OF CHARACTERS 
 
CHORUS 
 
JEAN C. 
 
PAUL I. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ 
 
DOLLY, a prostitute 
 
CORPORAL PERCIVAL NOAKES, an orderly 
 
MISIA SERT 
 
A WOUNDED SOLDIER 
 
PEACE



SCENE 1 

(CHORUS appears before the act curtain.) 

CHORUS: 
Ladies and gentlemen! 
We are going to enact for you the war. 
 
You all know how a war begins. 
There is no need for me to recite to you once again 
The chronic illnesses of great men that lead the world to disaster. 
Most of the major wars in history have been the product of unloved childhoods, 
Of stomach ulcers and gastric indigestion, 
Of wives who are cold in bed. 
 
You can't believe what your newspapers tell you. 
In their concentration on petty details such as troop movements, the number of men dead or wounded, 
They lose sight of the main events. 
There comes a moment in the course of our planet's movement through the stars 
When the moon enters the path of Mars. 
Then you can expect terror in the state. 
 
A paid escort slaps the Woolworth heiress on the dance floor at Cannes, 
Movie stars die, 
A DC-6 with thirty-two passengers aboard crashes into the Rockies, 
And diplomats in grey striped pants 
Meet around conference tables in the world's capitols 
To rub their noses and shake their heads 
And dispatch long-winded, carefully-worded communiqués requesting further instructions from their 
respective governments. 
It is a time for treason and furtive meetings in long, black cars. 
 
Then, almost without warning, bombs begin to fall 
In London, Paris, Warsaw, Rome. 
The fountain in Prague is demolished, radios squeak, 
Cupid is removed from Piccadilly for the duration. 
Death stalks the ruins of our major cities, 
Disease breaks out, epidemics spread, 
And whores paint their faces in hopes of renewed prosperity. 
 
Ladies and gentlemen, 
I give you total war!



 

 

SCENE 2 
 
(The curtains open to reveal two dandies dressed in evening clothes.) 
 
PAUL I.: 
This is ridiculous! 
 
JEAN C.: 
Absurd! 
 
PAUL I.: 
Well, is that all you've got to say? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Yes, that's all I've got to say. 
 
PAUL I.: 
You agree that our present situation is absurd? 
 
JEAN C.: 
My dear Paul, I find all of life absurd. 
 
PAUL I.: 
It was you who got us into this. 
 
JEAN C.: 
It is I who got you into this? 
 
PAUL I.: 
You heard me.  You needn't repeat everything I say. 
 
 (JEAN C. bows.) 
 
You know very well that it was your idea to organize this ambulance corps from all the young aesthetes 
of Paris.  It made no difference to you that none of us knew how to drive, much less care for the 
wounded.  It was you who persuaded most of the leading couturiers to lend us their delivery vans for 
the duration, and now here they sit – out of gas, their axles broken, their wheels mired in the mud – like 
great gilded butterflies caught in the cross-fire of a battlefield.  As I said before, the whole situation is 
absurd. 
 
JEAN C.: 
You said it was ridiculous.  I said it was absurd. 
 
(PAUL I. heaves a sigh of exasperation.) 
 
PAUL I.: 
Poor Lanvin. 
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JEAN C.: 
Poor Jean Desses. 
 
PAUL I.: 
What do you propose we do? 
 
JEAN C.: 
What do I propose we do? 
 
PAUL I.: 
Stop that!  Be serious! 
 
JEAN C.: 
I am always serious.  I propose that we do nothing. 
 
PAUL I. 
You propose that we do nothing? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Now you've acquired the habit. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Do I need to remind you that we're in the midst of a battlefield?  Men are dying all around us, and we 
are here supposedly for the purpose of alleviating their suffering. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Paul, let us have the good sense to treat this war with the lack of respect that any war deserves.  I 
cannot regard it as anything more than a tragic joke upon humanity.  Because the madman and 
barbarians of the world have taken over and elected to blow themselves to bits, it behooves us as 
intellectuals, as men of the mind and spirit, to refuse to submit to their domination.  We have decorated 
this grim battlefield with a few spots of bright color.  Isn't that enough?  As writers and painters, our 
only allegiance is to the cause of art. 
 
PAUL I.: 
But what about the men who are dying? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Let us have the human decency to allow these men the privilege of dying where they fall.  Surely they 
will have earned death's suspension from the hard prison sentence of life.  I do not condone this modern 
practice of rushing the wounded about in motor cars and ambulances, as if we were trying to give them 
one last quick tour of the world.  How degrading, at the moment of death, to be borne on a stretcher 
from hospital ward to operating table, there to have doctors and nurses dressed like minsters in their 
white robes perform life's final depredations upon the human soul, as if they were entitled to presume 
upon Heaven's prerogative of torturing man.  Legs and arms are amputated, bones broken, flesh cut 
away, and when the patient dies, they deliver him, bleeding, into the hands of God, fit only to serve as a 
mutilated angel, walking about Heaven on crutches, playing the harp with sawed-off stumps. 
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(JEAN C. opens a picnic basket.) 
 
PAUL I.: 
What have you got there? 
 
JEAN C.: 
A picnic basket. 
 
PAUL I.: 
A picnic basket? 
 
JEAN C. 
You heard me – a picnic basket.  I had the foresight to have one packed before we set off on this ill-
fated expedition.  After all, there was no sense in denying the possibility that we might be stranded on 
the battlefield, and I wanted to be prepared for any eventuality so that we could carry off the situation 
with our accustomed style.  Style is the only defense that people like us have left.  So give me a hand, 
Paul.  Help me spread this picnic cloth. 
 
PAUL I.: 
You're not planning to have a picnic here? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Why not? 
 
PAUL I.: 
Well, the battlefield hardly seems the sort of place for a picnic. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Nonsense!  What more logical setting could we find?  We see everywhere around us a spectacle 
rivaling in wonder the lavish court entertainments of Louis XIV at Versailles.  For our amusement vast 
armies of men are deployed as the Corps de Ballet.  Some mad Diaghilev with no idea of the cost 
involved has written the scenario, and the musical counterpoint has been composed of the sounds of 
rifle shot, punctuated now and then by the screams and moans of men in pain.  The settings are apt to 
be blown to bits right before our eyes, putting to shame the mere mechanical contrivances of Torelli, 
and the whole scene is lit by intermittent flashes of cannon fire and exploding bombs.  War is a new 
dimension in firework displays. 
 
(Jean C. spreads the picnic cloth and sits down beside it.) 
 
JEAN C.: (Rummaging in the picnic basket.) 
A chicken sandwich, Paul? 
 
PAUL I.: 
I couldn't eat a bite. 
 
JEAN C.: 
A glass of champagne? 
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PAUL I.: 
How can you be so callus, Jean? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Callous? 
 
PAUL I.: 
Doesn't it offend your aesthetic sensibilities to sit here nibbling breast of chicken and sipping 
champagne in midst of all this death and destruction? 
 
JEAN C.: 
War is a complement to my own feelings.  I can see in this ruined landscape a ravage comparable to 
that which exists within my soul.  You as an artist should understand these things, Paul.  Before our 
time the concern of art was with creation.  Painters applied flesh to the bone, poets infused that flesh 
with divinity, musicians took their themes from angels, and architects, with a presumption that must 
have appalled the Lord, attempted to build Heaven's palaces on earth.  But now art has become a mirror 
for individual chaos.  Cut off from religion, the principal source of our creation, we must seek our 
inspiration within ourselves, but the more deeply we explore our own mad consciousness, the more 
terrible becomes the realization of our state.  We are forced to discover beauty in ugliness, order in 
confusion.  Destruction has become the outlet for our creative energies.  In the Twentieth Century we 
have developed an aesthetic of decay, and war is our masterpiece, our means of turning all of life to art. 
 
 (JEAN C. pours a glass of champagne and hands it to PAUL I...) 
 
My dear Paul, don't be so squeamish.  Here!  Relax and enjoy your drink.  There's nothing for us to do 
but cool our heels and wait for Misia Sert. 
 
PAUL I. 
What do you suppose could have happened to Misia Sert? 
 
JEAN C. 
She'll be along presently.  Misia's always late.  It's a most annoying habit that she has. 
 
 (JEAN C. pours himself a glass of champagne.) 
 
In the meantime, let us drink to war itself! 
 
PAUL I.: 
Oh, very well, then, to the war itself! 
 
JEAN C. 
To the whole bloody spectacle! 
 
(JEAN C. and PAUL I. click their glasses together and drink.)



 

 

SCENE 3 
 
(Enter GENERAL FULTZ, followed by DOLLY, a prostitute, and CORPORAL PERCIVAL NOAKES, 
an orderly.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: (To JEAN C. and PAUL I.) 
How the Hell do I get out of here? 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: 
General Fultz, if you'd just listen to me –  
 
JEAN C.: 
I beg your pardon. 
 
GENTERAL FULTZ: 
I said, for God's sake, man, tell me how I can get out of here! 
 
(JEAN C. and PAUL I. simply stare at each other in bewilderment.  JEAN C. points in one direction 
with his champagne glass.  PAUL I. points in the other.) 
 
Well, I suppose one direction is just as good as any other on the battlefield.  Hurry!  We haven't a 
moment to lose. 
 
DOLLY: 
Fultzy, wait for me! 
 
(Exit, downstage left, GENERAL FULTZ and DOLLY.) 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: 
General Fultz, you're running right into the line of fire! 
 
 (There is a loud explosion downstage left.) 
 
 (Shrugging HIS shoulders.) 
 
What's the use?  You can never tell an officer anything!  They've always got to do things their own 
way. 
 
(Exit, downstage right, CORPORAL NOAKES.  Immediately following his exit, there is a second 
explosion downstage right.  JEAN C. and PAUL I. exchange incredulous glances.  Meanwhile, PEACE 
enters timorously.) 
 
PEACE: (To THE AUDIENCE.) 
Good evening. 
 
There's going to be a slight delay in the proceedings and I thought I would use this opportunity to make 
a few brief announcements.
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The name of the play you are watching is Madrigal of War, it was written by John Wulp and directed 
by ____________. 
 
The cast, in order of appearance, is as follows: 
 
 CHORUS------------------------------- 
 JEAN C.-------------------------------- 
 PAUL I.--------------------------------- 
 GENERAL FULTZ------------------- 
 DOLLY, a prostitute------------------ 
 CORPORAL PERCIVAL NOAKES, an orderly---------------- 
 A WOUNDED SOLDIER------------------------------------------ 
 MISIA SERT--------------------------------------------------------- 
 and PEACE, that's me.  You see, I play the role of Peace. 
 
The author has asked me to announce that, although he has made reference to some well-known public 
figures in his cast of characters, any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is purely coincidental. 
 
The music is based on themes from the 17th Century composer, Monteverdi.  It was especially arranged 
for this performance by ___________________. 
 
The time of the play is of no importance. 
 
(The STAGE MANAGER pokes his head in from the wings and makes a signal to PEACE to indicate 
that the other actors are ready to go on with the play.) 
 
PEACE: 
And now, I think we're about ready to resume. 
 
 (SHE checks with the STAGE MANAGER to make sure this is correct.) 
 
Are we ready? 
 
(The STAGE MANAGER nods his head in agreement.) 
 
Good!  Well then, let us pick up the performance where we left off. 
 
Thank you.  Thank you, very much. 
 
(Exit, PEACE.  As soon as she has gone, GENERAL FULTZ, DOLLY, and CORPORAL NOAKES 
appear from the wings.  Their faces are begrimed, their clothes in tatters.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
I suppose this was someone's idea of a joke! 
 
PAUL I.: 
Really, sir – 
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JEAN C.: 
You mustn't think –  
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Who are you anyhow?  What the hell are you doing here? 
 
JEAN C.: 
We're having a picnic. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Would you care to join us? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
A picnic?  A picnic, did you say? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Is something wrong? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ 
Damn it, man, don't you realize there's a war going on?  You can't have a picnic on the battlefield. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Why not? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Why not?  How the hell should I know why not?  It just isn't done. 
 
DOLLY: 
Fultzy, they're probably enemy spies! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Spies!  My God, that's it!  I might have known. 
 
 (GENERAL FULTZ turns to CORPORAL NOAKES.) 
 
Corporal Noakes, have you got your rifle handy? 
 
 (CORPORAL NOAKES comes to a sloppy rifle salute.) 
 
No!  No!  I don't want you to salute me, you fool!  I want you to cover these two men in case they 
attempt anything suspicions. 
 
 (CORPORAL NOAKES comes to order arms, dropping HIS rifle on GENERAL FULTZ's foot.) 
 
Ouch!  You imbecile! 
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CORPORAL NOAKES: 
I'm sorry, sir. 
 
(GENERAL FULTZ bends over to rub his toe.  CORPORAL NOAKES attempts to give him a hand, 
and, in doing so, he impales DOLLY on the point of his bayonet.) 
 
DOLLY: 
Corporal Noakes! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ 
Corporal Noakes, will you watch where you're pointing that god-damned thing!  It's liable to go off and 
kill somebody. 
 
 (Under his breath.) 
 
What the hell is this man's army coming to anyhow? 
 
 (Indicates JEAN C. and PAUL I..) 
 
There lies the real enemy! 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: 
Very good, sir. 
 
(CORPORAL NOAKES assumes a position of armed vigilance.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
And now, you two.  Advance!  Advance and be recognized. 
 
(PAUL I. steps forward.) 
 
PAUL I.: 
This is idiotic – there's been some mistake.  I assure you we're not enemy spies.  We're allies – 
compatriots.  We're on the same side as you. 
 
DOLLY: 
A likely story – dressed like that. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ 
Name, rank, and serial number will be sufficient. 
 
PAUL I.: 
I haven't any rank or serial number.  I'm a French civilian. 
 
GENEERAL FULTZ: 
You do have a name, however. 
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PAUL I.: 
My name is Paul I –  
 
GENERAL FULTZ: (Breaking in and nodding toward JEAN C.) 
And what about him? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Allow me to introduce myself.  I am Jean – but what does my name matter?  I'm a poor, lowly soldier 
enlisted for the duration of my life in the ranks of my fellow poets and painters to wage a battle for the 
cause of art and the human intellect. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Now you've done it, Jean. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Oh, my God!  Don't tell me the intellectuals have come into the war on our side too.  It's difficult 
enough to have to put up with the moralists.  Since they took over with their high-sounding phrases we 
have had to pretend to kill for moral principles.  It would be even worse if we had to pretend to do it for 
ideals. 
 
DOLLY: 
Fultzy, we're just wasting time! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Now, now, Dolly, you must be patient.  We've got to follow certain rules and regulations.  You know 
what a stickler I am for the rules.  So far as I'm concerned, there's only one way to fight a war and that's 
according to the book. 
 
DOLLY: 
Fultzy, my feet are sone! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
But Dolly, my dear, it was you who brought up the possibility that these two gentlemen might be spies. 
 
DOLLY: 
Oh, I don't care!  I don't care!  I'm sorry I ever mentioned the subject.  What difference does it make to 
us whether they're spies or not? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dolly, I'm surprised at you.  That's no way to talk in time of war.  It doesn't show the proper military 
attitude. 
 
DOLLY: 
I wish I'd never heard of this damned war. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: (Shocked.) 
Dolly! 
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DOLLY: 
Fultzy, I'm a respectable girl.  I've got no business traipsing about on the battlefield.  Oh, what would 
my Mom say if she could see me now? 
 
PAUL I.: (Nudging GENERAL FULTZ in the ribs.) 
Deserting, sir? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Deserting!  Young man, of what are you accusing me?  I'm not deserting!  I've never run away from a 
battle in my life.  I'm just making a tactical retreat. 
 
PAUL I.: 
You needn't worry, sir.  You secret is safe with us. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: (Under his breath.) 
Come on Dolly.  Perhaps we'd better get out of here while the getting's good. 
 
JEAN C. 
But wait a minute!  I don't deny that I'm a spy! 
 
PAUL I.: 
For God's sake, Jean, hold your tongue! 
 
JEAN C.: 
We are all spies in God's universe. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
See here, young man, I won't have you complicating the issue with all this talk of spies!  I don't give a 
damn whether you're a spy or not.  All I'm trying to do is get out of here. 
 
JEAN C.: (Shrugging his shoulders.) 
Sorry, sir.  I was only trying to be helpful. 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: (TO JEAN C., confidentially.) 
That's the way it is with officers.  You can never depend on them.  They'll tell you one thing one 
minute and then turn around and tell you exactly the opposite.  Their only purpose, so far as I can see, 
is to make life hard on the enlisted man. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
What's that you say, Corporal Noakes? 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: (Stiffening to attention.) 
Nothing, sir.  I was just talking to myself. 
 
 (GENERAL FULTZ turns away from CORPORAL NOAKES makes a lewd gesture behind his 
 back.  GENERAL FULTZ catches a glimpse of this, however, and, aware that he has been 
 found out, CORPORAL NOAKES attempts to explain his action.) 
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 (Under his breath.) 
 
Oh, no one knows what wars are like except the men who have to fight in them. 
 
 (To GENERAL FULTZ, smiling.) 
 
I don't mean to be disrespectful, sir, but you officers have no idea what war is really like – freezing 
your butt off in some God-forsaken hole, up to your ass in mud.  Your hands are numb, your feet are 
sore, with the goddamned enemy sniping away at you.  And who is friend, and who is foe, and what the 
hell are we fighting for, after a while it's impossible to tell. 
 
DOLLY: (Wailing.) 
Fultzy! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
How do I get out of here?  That's what I would like to know!  Will somebody in plain English please 
tell me just how I can get out of here? 
 
DOLLY: 
Fultzy, all I want is a good night's sleep in a nice, clean bed. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
The goddamned maps are useless.  I was never able to read the damned things anyhow.  Battle lines 
keep changing from one moment to the next so that what was enemy territory yesterday is ours today, 
and vice-versa. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Let us define the area of combat! 
 
PAUL I. 
Indeed, that's what we must do!  We must define the area of combat! 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: 
Communications are breaking down.  It's impossible to get through to headquarters.  And even if you 
do, they'll probably misunderstand the question so that you're apt to get a wrong answer, or the answer 
to a different question altogether from the one you asked, or, more likely, no reply at all. 
 
DOLLY: 
Fultzy, you promised to take me away from here! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
What the hell do you think I'm trying to do, my dear? 
 
DOLLY: 
Fultzy, you don't love me any more!  I can tell by the tone of your voice. 
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GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dolly, for God's sake, will you please stop that sniveling.  Of course I love you – you know that I do.  
Would I be here now if I didn't?  It's just that getting away isn't going to be as easy as we thought.  All 
the direction signals appear to have gotten crossed, so that every time we try to run away from the 
battle we wind up right back in the thick of it.  And those who have made their escape before us aren't 
any help.  They look at you as if they didn't understand the question, or, if they give you instructions, 
they're absolutely meaningless.  They'll tell you to take the first turn to the right when they mean to the 
left, or they'll point you in one direction when you should go the other way.  We'd probably do better to 
find our way on our own. 
 
DOLLY: 
You men, you're all alike.  You think you're the only ones who have a hard time of it.  Well, let me tell 
you, boys, I've been through the war.  I've had my ass shot off so many times, it hurts me to sit down.  
It's been a steady battle for me since God-knows-when.  Hostilities commenced so long ago I can 
hardly remember any more when the first shot was fired in my own private hell. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Wars are fought over yes and no. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Hostilities commence with do and don't. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
But let us define the area of combat! 
 
DOLLY: 
As I recall, it all began one rainy afternoon at the moving picture show.  I was sitting there minding my 
own business, eating my bag of chocolate-covered peppermints and enjoying the movie – I was only 
eighteen at the time and innocent, my God, I was innocent – when all of a sudden, I felt this hand upon 
my knee.  Well, as you can imagine, I was scared to death.  I almost screamed and called the manager.  
But, not wanting to cause any commotion – I would have been too embarrassed for words if there had 
been any sort of trouble with the police – I first turned around in my seat to see if by any chance I 
recognized the face to which the hand belonged.  That was my first mistake!  Because right away I 
found myself staring into a pair of blue eyes floating in the dark of the movie house above a neat, trim 
mustache.  It was this young fellow sitting next to me, you see – a perfect stranger. 
 
JEAN C. 
Diplomatic maneuvers. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Top-level conferences between the heads of state for the purpose of ironing out disputes and 
differences. 
 
DOLLY: 
Well, I have him a look, I can tell you!  If looks could kill he wouldn't be alive today – I never did find 
out his name.  But from that one glance I could see he wasn't a bad-looking fellow.  As a matter of fact, 
he was kind of cute with that little mustache, and all.  And I never had a sensation like that one before – 
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I mean when he touched me upon the knee.  So the next time he put his hand there, I let him leave it.  
That was mistake number two!  Because pretty soon I could fell his hand moving further up my leg, 
and, Oh God!  I thought I'd die.  Even though I just kept staring straight ahead munching my 
peppermints and pretending to watch the movie show as if nothing was going on, my poor heart was 
beating away a mile a minute, and the blood was throbbing in my temples.  I tell you, I'd never had a 
sensation like that one before. 
 
JEAN C. 
Like all wars, it began with a period of calm and waiting – two anxious opponents sizing each other up. 
 
DOLLY: 
As soon as the movie was over and the advertisements flashed upon the screen, I got up from my seat 
and started to leave.  But he followed me to the lobby.  Well, by this time, I could see what he was 
after, and so I stopped and turned to him, and speaking in such a way that he couldn't fail to understand 
my meaning, I said: 
 Mister, are you following me?  (It was obvious he was.) 
 Mister, if you're following me, I said, not giving him a chance to reply, you might as well stop 
right now. 
 Mister, I don't know what kind of idea you've got in your head, I said (knowing perfectly well 
what sort of ideas he had), but you might as well get rid of it. 
 Mister, I said, I don't know what sort of girl you think I am, but let me assure you, I'm not that 
sort of girl. 
 Well, that put him in his place.  He hardly knew how to answer me. 
 Aw, girlie, have a heart, he said.  I only want to see you home on the bus. 
 And then he added, please. 
 Well, I was completely unprepared for such politeness.  He made me feel ashamed for having 
talked to him the way I had.  Besides, in the glare of the lights in the lobby I could see he was even 
better looking that I thought.  Anyhow, to make a long story short, I finally said all right, he could see 
me home, but I made him promise there wouldn't be any monkey business on the bus.  That was my 
third mistake!  Because no sooner were we seated in a pair of seats all by ourselves on the upper deck 
than he began driving me crazy again, running his fingers up and down my neck and sort of nibbling at 
my ear.  I kept telling him to stop – I was afraid the conductor was watching – but he wouldn't pay any 
attention to me, and the upshot of the whole affair was that almost before I knew what was happening I 
heard myself agreeing to get off the bus with him and go to some hotel room.  I should have had my 
head examined, but as I said, I didn't know what I was saying – he had me so wrought-up.  Oh, I tell 
you, in this day and age, a taste for chocolate-covered peppermints, a love of the cinema, can be a 
young girl's undoing. 
 
PAUL I.: 
A rumpled bed was the field of the campaign.  The weapons were love and idleness – kisses, sighs and 
tender words. 
 
DOLLY: 
So that's how I got started.  I can't remember much about that afternoon except for the ticking of an 
alarm clock on a painted chest of drawers.  And all the while I kept thinking that Mom would be 
wondering what had happened to me when I didn't come straight home from the movie show.  She 
probably had visions of me being run over by a bus or hit by a motorcar.  But the thing that upset me 
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most was that fact that kitty hadn't been fed, and I was sure that Mom wouldn't think to give her her 
saucer of milk.  Strange the thoughts that go running through your head at such a time. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Like all wars, it was impossible to tell who won or lost.  Both sides simply went on living, although 
something had been destroyed. 
 
PAUL I.: 
When the casualties had been counted, it was discovered that a great number of the survivors had been 
battle shocked and maimed.  In many cases medical science was able to reset bones and heal flesh, but 
for some, there was no hope.  These crippled soldiers would carry the marks of battle upon their bodies 
for the rest of their lives. 
 
DOLLY: 
It wasn't especially good or bad, but it was a beginning, and once you've begun it's almost impossible to 
stop.  Innocence is a funny thing, you know.  It isn't redeemable.  Once you've lost it, you can't get it 
back again.  Of course, you always hope it's going to be better the next time, but it very seldom is.  I 
don't know why I keep on doing it.  It's become a habit, I guess, and after all, a girl has got to eat. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Eventually, even the idea of peace comes to seem an illusion.  The end of one war merely the signal for 
another to begin. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
But let us define the area of combat! 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: 
I don't know what the fuss is all about.  War isn't so bad once you get used to it.  I hate to admit it, sir, 
but I rather enjoy the war.  It's the only time a man is left alone.  It's the only time a man can be 
himself.  There are no women to bother you – no sweethearts, wives, or mothers, telling you to wear 
your rubbers.  You can curse, swear, get drunk, get laid, and nobody gives a good God-damn.  I tell 
you, sir, I'll be sorry when the war is over – in many ways I'll hate to see it end.  Despite all the 
hardships I've been through, I'm not looking forward to the day when the Armistice is signed and I have 
to go back to the old civilian routine. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Gentlemen, our reconnaissance has been completed!  All reports on the enemy's activities are in.  We 
know the size and strength of the opposing forces, the deployment of troops, the massing of heavy 
artillery.  The lines of battle have been clearly drawn. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Let us define the area of combat! 
 
PAUL I.: 
Belligerent #1: Mind! 
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JEAN C.: 
Belligerent #2: Body 
 
PAUL I.: 
Mind tends to the practical details of life 
Silences alarm clocks 
Selects the proper tie 
Rides the overcrowded subway to work 
Reads the morning newspaper. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Body, on the other hand, 
Will not be confined to routine 
Sleeps late 
Luxuriates in bed 
Surrenders to sensual day-dreams. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Mind works in an office 
Dictates Letters 
Computes statistics 
Answers the telephone. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Body, however, plays the loafer 
Scoffs at time clocks 
Refuses to stick to any job 
Continually distracts us from our work. 
 (It doesn't matter that Mind is riding the subway, 
 reading the morning newspaper, or bending over a 
 desk in an office pretending to study a pile of  
 papers, looking altogether respectable in a dark 
 business suit and a somber tie.) 
 
Body will kick and scream 
Demand satisfaction at all hours of the day and night 
And never give us a moment's peace 
Until it has its way. 
 (With wives, if they will still consent, but otherwise 
 secretaries and receptionists, switchboard operators, 
 or whores picked up on street corners will do.) 
 
PAUL I.: 
Mind eats the evening meal alone 
Reads a book 
Attends the cinema 
Winds the alarm clock 
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Turns down the bed. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Meanwhile, Body gets drunk 
Brawls with total strangers in bars 
Gets knocked down in fist fights 
And sleeps it off in dingy hotel rooms. 
 (All the while Mind remonstrates in unison with the 
 whirring of the blades in some rusty overhead electric 
 fan.) 
 
PAUL I.: 
And, at the moment when the hand is poised 
to snap off the light  
Or lower the window shade, 
Mind draws back in horror at the sight 
Of a man and woman fornicating 
In a neighboring apartment. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Body, in short, always embarrasses us 
Makes Mind ashamed 
Tricks us into surrendering our pride 
For a few moments physical gratification 
And betrays us for the animals we are. 
 (At such moments, Mind cannot make us remember that 
 the result is usually unsatisfactory.) 
 
(There is a moment of dead silence.  GENERAL FULTZ simply turns his head from JEAN C. to PAUL 
I. in utter amazement.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Well, is that all you've got to say? 
 
JEAN C.: 
What further information is necessary? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Why, damn it, man!  I thought you were going to tell me how I can get out of here. 
 
JEAN C.: 
But don't you see, that's just the point.  There's no way out! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
What? 
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PAUL I.: 
You can't escape from the battlefield! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
See here, young man!  I won't be trifled with! 
 
JEAN C.: 
To be alive is to exist in a state of war! 
 
(A car horn is heard offstage.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: (Raising his voice.) 
To be alive is to exist in a state of war? 
 
(The car horn is heard again.) 
 
JEAN C.: (Shouting.) 
TO BE ALIVE IS TO EXIST IN A STATE OF WAR! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Come on, Dolly, let's get out of here!  We're just wasting our time with these two damned fools. 
 
DOLLY: 
Fultzy, all I want is a good hot bath and a box of chocolates. 
 
PAUL I. 
Who's that honking? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Misia has arrived! 
 
(GENERAL FULTZ turns to CORPORAL NOAKES.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Corporal Noakes, shoulder arms! 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: 
Very good, sir! 
 
(CORPORAL NOAKES executes the command.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Right face! 
 
(CORPORAL NOAKES executes the command.) 
 
All right, let's get moving. 
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(CORPORAL NOAKES stands perfectly still.) 
 
Corporal Noakes, did you hear me? 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: 
I'm sorry, sir.  You didn't give the proper command. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Forward, march!  You God-damned idiot! 
 
 (GENERAL FULTZ, CORPORAL NOAKES, and DOLLY start to exit, marching in single file, 
 just as MISIA SERT sweeps onto the stage.  GENERAL FULTZ mutters under his breath as he 
 goes.) 
 
I don't know what this man's army is coming to.  It isn't like it was when I was an enlisted man. 
 
 (GENERAL FULTZ bumps into MISIA SERT.) 
 
 (Doffing his steel helmet.) 
 
I bet your pardon, Madam.



 

 

SCENE 4 
 
(MISIA SERT, JEAN C. and PAUL I..) 
 
(Later, THE WOUNDED SOLDIER.) 
 
JEAN C.: 
Misia, where have you been?  We've been nearly frantic worrying about you. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Oh, Jean, you can't imagine – 
 
(THE WOUNDED SOLDIER  hurriedly comes on-stage and raises his hands for the performance to 
stop.) 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Wait a minute!  You're leaving something out. 
 
PAUL I.: 
What have we forgotten? 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
You've neglected to mention the subject of death. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Death, of course.  How could we have made such an error? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Well, at any rate, it's a mistake that's easily corrected – nothing could be more simple.  Stage time isn't 
like real time.  It can be slowed down or speeded up.  It can be turned back or stopped. 
 
PAUL I.: (Calling offstage.) 
Put out all the lights! 
 
JEAN C.: 
Let the stage be hung with black crepe banners! 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
The time has come to turn our attention to death! 
 
(The lights are extinguished except for a single spotlight upon THE WOUNDED SOLDIER.  MISIA 
SERT, JEAN C., and PAUL I. take up positions reading newspapers about the stage.) 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Ladies and gentlemen! 
 
While you have sat silent in your places, intent upon the performance, the specter of death has stolen 
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into this theatre unawares.  He sits in the seat beside you.  Notice the pale young man with the nervous 
cough, or the middle-aged woman with bleached hair who sits with her eyes half-closed behind dark 
glasses, rousing herself from her drunken reveries only occasionally to laugh when the rest of the 
audience laughs, completely secure in her conviction that no one has found her secret out.  Death is in 
this room, although he paid no admission, holds no ticket stub.  He has come into this theatre as 
someone's guest.  You brought him along with you 
 
(A roll upon the drums.) 
 
Allow me to introduce myself.  I play the part of the Wounded Soldier.  I'm not supposed to appear 
until later in the performance at which time about the only thing I have to do is come on-stage and die 
right before your very eyes.  It really isn't much of a role, but standing in the wings each night waiting 
for my cue, I've come to realize that my function in this play is not much different from man's in life.  
We are all, each in our own way, waiting for the moment of death – whether we're an actor standing in 
the wings of a darkened theatre, or a businessman standing on a street corner waiting for a bus or 
taxicab and nibbling glycerin pills, the well-known victim of tension and over-work, who, within the 
next few minutes, will be struck down by a heart attack.  We wait.  We wait in your homes and offices.  
We wait in shops and department stores, in restaurants and movie theatres.  We wait in churches and 
hospital wards.  
 
And what is it, after all, that we are waiting for, but the discovery of ourselves – freed from all bodily 
ills such as headaches, fevers, and the common cold?  We wait for the moment when our lives will be 
finalized and fixed forever in the few words of a headline on an obituary notice. 
 
(PAUL I. and MISIA SERT read from the obituary pages of their newspapers.) 
 
PAUL I.: (Reading.) 
Mrs. Edward Stitt, 57, Bridge Expert, Dead.   
Winner of Many Championships. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
F.C. Prescott, 85, Educator, Dead. 
First applied Freudian Theory to Literature in 1912 
 
PAUL I.: 
Matthew Ames, Investment Broker and Financier, 
Dead of a Heart Attack at 61. 
 
JEAN C.: (Looking up from his newspaper.) 
It was one of the privileges of Mr. Ames high position that in all the accounts of his death the 
newspapers neglected or failed to mention that only the week before he had been found guilty of fraud 
and income tax evasion and was subject to heavy fine or imprisonment.  Perhaps our of respect for his 
grieving widow – to whom Mr. Ames had never been faithful in life – no mention was made of the fact 
that an empty bottle of sleeping pills was found on the night table beside his bed. 
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THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
We wait.  We wait for what we are. 
 
(MISIA SERT, JEAN. C. and PAUL I. discard the newspapers.) 
 
PAUL I.: 
Let us sing of the dead and the dying! 
 
JEAN C.: 
Let us sing of death! 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Lonely people know what death is like. 
If you want any information on the subject, 
Ask them! 
 
They'll tell you that death is lying stretched out upon a bed in one of a succession of furnished rooms 
with your hands tucked behind your head, just staring at the ceiling, and waiting –  
 
MISIA SERT: 
Waiting for the minutes to pass. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Waiting for the telephone to ring. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Waiting for someone to knock upon the door. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Death is the noise that silence makes! 
 
(Musical Interlude; Lasciatemi Morire (1614)) 
 
Lasciatemi morire! 
 E chi volete voi che mi conforte in cosi dura sorte,  
 in cosi gran martire?  Lasciatemi morire! 
 
If, however, you would prefer to find out about the 
 subject first hand 
Just look at it, study it hard. 
 
Look into the eyes of the Spanish Marquis 
Killed in the Italian auto race last Spring. 
Study his eyes in the newspaper photographs 
Taken just before the crash. 
 
Or think back, 
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Try to remember the people you once knew 
 who have since died. 
 
 
 
Think of the young boy in college 
Who was drowned when his plane crashed into the Pacific  
 during the Korean War. 
There was no sign of trouble, 
No radio messages were received. 
His plane simply circled lower and lower 
All the while maintaining a perfect orbit 
Until it crashed into the Pacific and he was drowned. 
 
Think, think clearly about all these men 
And you'll discover they have one thing in common. 
 (Do you remember what it was? 
 If not, I'll tell you.) 
When you looked into their eyes, 
 You could discover nothing there. 
They were transparent. 
 
If you look into the eyes of men who are about to die 
You can see into another world. 
The eyes of men who are about to die 
Are windows on the soul. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Madame Sert will now read us a short lecture on the subject of Nijinsky's madness. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
When Nijinsky lost his reason he spread a black cloth cross upon the floor, and, turning to the audience 
he had assembled for the occasion, he announced quite calmly, “Now I will dance for you the war!” 
and thereupon he proceeded to go mad before their startled eyes.  It was a performance of such power 
that those who saw it will never be able to forget it, although it would be impossible to describe. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
What were the three points of Nijinsky's cross upon which he deliberately crucified himself? 
 
JEAN C.: (Chanting.) 
Love and war and death. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
The three points of the cross were love and war and death, although anyone who has suffered as 
Nijinsky suffered could tell you they are one and the same thing.  Together they form a perfect trinity.  
Love is war and war is death. 
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PAUL I.: 
Death and war and love. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Lights! 
 
(A car horn is heard offstage.  When the lights come on again the actors are in the same positions they 
were in at the end of the previous scene.)
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SCENE 5 
 
(MISIA SERT, JEAN C., and PAUL I..) 
 
PAUL I.: 
Who's that honking? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Misia has arrived! 
 
(MISIA SERT sweeps onto the stage just as GENERAL FULTZ, CORPORAL NOAKES, and DOLLY 
are leaving.  GENERAL FULTZ bumps into MISIA SERT by accident.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: (Doffing his steel helmet.) 
I beg your pardon, Madam. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Misia, where have you been?  We've been nearly frantic worrying about you. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Oh, Jean, you can't imagine what a time I've had getting here.  Nearly all the main roads to Paris are 
blocked off, and those that are passable are so heavily choked with the debris of war that it is 
practically impossible to get through.  My chauffeur fairly had to inch his way along. 
 
JEAN C.: 
The troops must have been surprised to see a woman in their midst. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
We created a sensation.  As my Mercedes crept along the rutted roads, I could see the heads of soldiers 
peering up at us from their trenches to watch this phantom pass.  We must have looked like a ghastly 
apparition to them – a sleek, black car with a painted woman dressed entirely in white except for a pair 
of long, black gloves.  They must have shuddered to think that death was touring the battlefield.  Death 
was touring the battlefield in the person of Misia Sert. 
 
 (MISIA SERT laughs and shows her bad teeth.) 
 
 (Extending her hands to JEAN C. and PAUL I..) 
 
And now, Jean and Paul, my two brave and stalwart lieutenants, what report do you have to make on 
the outcome of our military operations? 
 
JEAN C.: 
I'm afraid the report isn't very good, Misia. 
 
MISIA SERT: (Not paying any attention.) 
Oh, the war!  The war!  To be useful!  To be alive again!  When I first heard the news of the Sarajevo 
murder, I could hardly contain my excitement.  My only thought was, “Oh, God!  What luck!  If only 
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there really is a war!”  And then, on the 2nd of August, almost before I knew it was happening, I 
suddenly found myself perched on a white horse riding before a cuirassier in gala uniform, round 
whose neck I had wound a wreath of flowers. 
 
PAUL I.: 
You on a horse, Misia? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Yes, me!  You needn't laugh.  You weren't in Paris at the time, Paul, so the whole picture probably 
seems incredible to you, but the situation did not for a moment strike me as a bit strange.  The 
cuirassier, the horse, and the crowd were not astonished either, for the same spectacle could be seen 
throughout the city.  Ask Jean!  He will tell you what it was like.  Flowers in wreaths, bunches, 
bouquets, and loose, were sold on every street corner, and moments later you found them on the kepis 
of the soldiers, on the ends of their bayonets, or behind their ears.  Everyone kissed, sang, cried, 
laughed, trampled each other, hugged each other.  We were filled with compassion and generosity, 
noble feelings, ready for any sacrifice, and, as a result, wonderfully and unbelievably happy. 
 
 (Suddenly the effect of JEAN C.'s words strikes MISIA SERT.) 
 
What's that you say, Jean?  The reports are bad? 
 
JEAN C.: 
I regret having to spoil your excitement, Misia, but it's my sad duty to tell you that this whole venture 
was ill-advised.  Our attempts to organize an ambulance corps have resulted in a fiasco. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
A fiasco?  
 
JEAN C.: 
We simply do not have the proper equipment. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
But Saoutchik, my dear coachmaker, said –  
 
JEAN C.: 
I don't care what Saouthchik said, the requirements for an ambulance are different from those of a dress 
designer's delivery van.  And besides, none of us are suitably dressed for the occasion. 
 
PAUL I.: (Blurting it out.) 
So we've decided to have a picnic instead. 
 
JEAN C.: 
And so, as Paul has already informed you, we've decided to have a picnic instead. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
A picnic!  What a delightful idea! 
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PAUL I.: 
You mean you're not disappointed? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
No, why should I be?  I don't imagine anyone ever thought of having a picnic on the battlefield before, 
and I've always been very fond of picnics ever since I was a little girl.  Won't the Comtesse de 
Chevigne be furious when she hears she's missed the fun? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Would you care to join us in a glass of champagne? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Thank you, Jean. 
 
 (MISIA SERT takes the glass of champagne that JEAN C. has poured for her and sits down with 
 the others.) 
 
 (Sipping her champagne.) 
 
Well, isn't this pleasant?  Now, if only something would happen to amuse us.
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SCENE 6 
 

(An explosion.  The body of THE WOUNDED SOLDIER crashes through the center panel at the rear 
of the stage.) 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Help me, sirs!  I'm wounded! 
 
PAUL I.: 
You're wounded?  My dear young man, we are all wounded.  In this world it requires nothing more 
than to be born in order to be maimed for life. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
I'm dying! 
 
JEAN C.: 
You seem bent on astounding us with the commonplace.  Of course you're dying.  We are all dying.  
It's impossible to point out a living soul who isn't.  The only thing novel about death is the speed with 
which you young people go about it nowadays. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Oh God, into the hands of what sort of cynics have you delivered me? 
 
 (To JEAN C. and PAUL I..) 
 
Isn't it possible for you to be serious? 
 
JEAN C.: 
We were being deadly serious. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Really, Jean. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Let me get a better look at the boy. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER 
Madam, please don't laugh at me too.  I'm dying badly – I admit it.  I don't know how to proceed about 
the matter.  You see, I've never done it before. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Don't be a coward, young man. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Forgive me.  I didn't mean to sound like one. 
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MISIA SERT: 
You were being sentimental. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Doesn't death at least give a man the right to be sentimental about life. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Nonsense!  Death doesn't carry any special privileges.  It's a perfectly ordinary, everyday experience.  
If you had died as many times as I have in the course of my life, you wouldn't carry on about it so. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
I don't understand. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
No, of course you don't.  No man ever does.  It takes a woman to understand these things. 
 
 (MISIA SERT takes the head of the WOUNDED SOLDIER in her lap.) 
 
Here, let me explain to you all the forms that death can take.  Then you will no longer have cause to 
fear it.  Death can be as simple as the sound of a key turning in a lock, the click at the other end of the 
line when a telephone receiver is hung up.  We can be brought face to face with it merely by opening a 
door or climbing a flight of stairs.  Just think how often during the course of our lives we are separated 
from friends, our loved ones go away and leave us.  In such moments of loss and separation we 
experience our first inklings of what our own ends will be like.  We discover that doors open onto 
rooms that are empty and no one answers our knock when we reach the head of the stairs.  Have you 
ever been in love? 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Only once, I think.  I'm not sure.  I was too young to tell. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Well, if you had been, you would know what death was like.  Our lovers murder us!  When they fall in 
love they create a woman's image in their minds.  It doesn't make any difference to them that it has no 
relation to the persons we actually are.  They attribute to us all sorts of beauty and talent we never 
possessed, and when they discover that the image is a false one, they blame us for the failure.  They say 
that we have betrayed their ideals, that we have played them for fools.  In much the same way that they 
once created us, they now set about to destroy us, so that, years later, if we should happen to meet one 
of them at a ball or on the street, it would be impossible for him to recognize the woman he once loved 
in the person he sees before him.  We encounter our own ghosts in our former lovers' eyes. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Do you suppose it's any different for a man? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
No, I don't suppose so.  I can't imagine why any of us ever bother to fall in love.  It's such a torment. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
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Madam, I'm afraid it's no use.  I still can't reconcile myself to the loss of life. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Be patient, young man.  Your catechism of death is nearly over.  There is just one other lesson to be 
learned.  We grow old – our bodies fail us.  We grow old and we are made to realize that old age is 
always the most terrible sort of death to endure.  I speak from my own experience.  
 
JEAN C.: 
You're not old, Misia. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Yes, old!  I'm an old woman held together by paint and plaster.  The waltzes that were played in my 
youth haunt my head like music from ruined palaces.  For me, each minute, each hour, each day is a 
disease suffered, a death endured.  I drink too much.  I smoke too many cigarettes.  I pretend not to be 
bored by the intimate revelations of young men late at night.  It's no use.  No amount of nervous 
excitement can conceal the truth.  I know that each morning I shall have to arise from my sleepless bed 
and face the fact of death in my own mirror. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Don't tell me any more.  You make me feel ashamed for having been afraid. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
You should be.  You tell me you're dying and you ask me to sympathize.  One death!  What's that to the 
number I have suffered?  How much more painful it is to live and face death daily, as I have done.  I 
wish I had an open would such as yours through which the blood could flow and spill my life upon the 
ground.  Death blooms like a rose upon your flesh, but all my wounds are within my mind.  I bleed 
internally. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
If you've had so much experience, show me how to die. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Give me your hand. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
What do you propose to do? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
We'll be practical.  That's all any of us can ever do when confronted with the enormously impractical 
demands of life. 
 
 (MISIA SERT takes the hand of THE WOUNDED SOLDIER.) 
 
Now, let us analyze your situation, young man.  You're dying and you want to live.  Well, the 
immediate approach of death doesn't limit your capacity for life.  It merely restricts the amount of time 
you have.  In the few seconds the breath remains to you, you must make all the stages of life from 
youth to old age pass before your eyes. 
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THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
How do I do that? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Recite for me the seasons one by one. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
The seasons? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Let us begin with Spring. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Spring. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
In the Paris Spring of 1908, Madame de Euphrussy repeated her wonderful Sylphide fête of the year 
before, where the dancers shimmered in the pale moonlight of her midnight gardens. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Summer. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
In the summer of 1912 the war seemed far away.  We continued our tour of the Latin American 
countries.  In Rio we stopped at the beautiful hilltop hotel in Sylvestre.  I never tired of driving in those 
glorious forests to admire the flowers and butterflies, which were huge and in all imaginable lovely 
colors – deep turquoise blue, emerald green, orange.  Even the sparrows in the country were beautiful.  
The woods were full of small but inoffensive monkeys, which gaily jumped around.  One morning I 
found one in the bathroom.  I was very much afraid of snakes. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Autumn. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
In the Autumn of 1916 Lady Ripon rolled bandages in one of the hospitals in London and often thought 
of the sadness the war had brought to all of us.  She felt that she would never be able to laugh again 
after seeing all this human misery, and in these hopeless days, Nijinsky's dancing was the only 
beautiful thing she could remember.  She felt it was worth while living to have seen it. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Winter. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
In the Winter of 1918, my servants left me.  My great circle of acquaintance, torn apart by divided 
allegiances had scattered to the four corners of the earth.  Where they are now, I wouldn't know – dead, 
wounded, victims of the Revolution.  The telephone never rings any more.  I shattered all the mirrors in 
my house. 



32 

 

THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
You seem suddenly beautiful to me. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
It's just a trick of your failing eyesight. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Perhaps, but the wrinkles of old age have been removed from your forehead, the lines erased from 
between your eyes, this hard, twisted bark of a dried-up woman's body softened into a young girl's 
flesh, and behold!  Yours is the face of the first girl I ever kissed in the apple orchard behind our house 
an eternity of a year or two ago – when I was still young myself.  Sunlight plays upon your hair and the 
birds circle about your head. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
You mustn't carry on like this. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
I'm afraid I've fallen in love with you. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
No. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
It's true.  I've fallen in love with – death. 
 
(THE WOUNDED SOLDIER dies.)



 

 

MUSICAL INTERLUDE 
 

Hor che'l ciel e la Terra (1638) 
 
The text is from a sonnet by Petrarch. 
 
Hor che'l ciel e la terra e'l vento tace e le fere 
 e gli augelli il sonno affrena, 
 
Notte il carro stellato in giro mena e nel suo letto 
 il mar senz'ondo glace, 
 
Vaglio, penso, ardo, piango, e chi me aface sempe m'e  
 innanzi per misa doce pena. 
 
Guerra e il mio stata, d'ira e di duol piena, 
E sol di lei pensando ho qualche pace.



 

 

SCENE 7 
 

(Enter DOLLY, on the verge of tears, followed by GENERAL FULTZ and CORPORAL NOAKES.) 
 
DOLLY: 
A hero!  You would have to run off and become a God-damned hero! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
That's right!  Blame it all on me!  I suppose it was my fault that we ran straight into enemy territory.  I 
suppose it was my fault that the God-damned troops were so surprised to see an enemy General in their 
midst that they threw down their rifles and bayonets and began surrendering in droves.  I suppose it 
was my fault that, practically single-handed, I captured a whole God-damned battalion and now the 
French government wants to pin a medal on me. 
 
DOLLY: 
Don't you yell at me – you – you – hypocrite! 
 
(GENERAL FULTZ turns to CORPORAL NOAKES in anger.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Corporal Noakes, this is all our fault! 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES: 
Me, sir? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Yes, you!  Don't act so God-damned innocent!  You know perfectly well that you were the one who led 
us into the front lines.  Do you realize I could have you court-martialed for that? 
 
DOLLY: 
Oh, I'm never going to get away from this battlefield! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dolly, the military ceremony will take just a few minutes of our precious time.  Then, my little Dolly-
Wolly, we can slip quietly away – just we planned. 
 
DOLLY: 
Shut up, you lecherous old goat! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dolly, how can you talk to me like that?  Aren't I your Fultzy-Wultzy any more? 
 
DOLLY:  
No, you're not my Fultzy-Wultzy any more! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dolly-Wolly! 
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DOLLY: 
And I'm not your Dolly-Wolly either!  You promised to take me away from here.  You said we were 
going to some nice, clean hotel behind the front lines where we could get a warm bath and a good 
night's sleep in a comfortable bed for a change, and what happened?  We wind up right back where we 
started from. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dolly, if you'd just let me explain! 
 
DOLLY: 
I'm not interested in any of your explanations. 
 
 (GENERAL FULTZ attempts to protest.) 
 
No, you might as well save your excuses.  I'm sick to death of this war, fed up with it!  I want to get 
away from here.  The battlefield's no place for a sweet, young girl like me.  You may not realize it, but 
I have some scruples about my work.  I take pride in my profession.  I don't like this business of 
making love on the run – in squad cars and abandoned dugouts – whenever you have a few minutes 
time.  Somehow it just doesn't seem proper. 
 
(DOLLY bursts into tears.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dolly, please don't cry! 
 
DOLLY: (Wiping her nose on her sleeve.) 
My trouble is I've got a body that's never satisfied – that's what my trouble is.  Here I've devoted my 
whole life to pleasure, and what's it gotten me?  Nothing but unhappiness, I can tell you.  Oh, I wish I'd 
never tasted those chocolate-covered peppermints! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dolly, my peach, my plum, my turtledove, you mustn't talk like that.  It's unnatural. 
 
 (GENERAL FULTZ puts his arm around DOLLY.) 
 
You're just upset right now because there's been a slight delay in our plans, but I'll make it up to you.  I 
give you my word. 
 
DOLLY: 
Your word!  Your word doesn't mean a thing to me. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
I promise you, my Dolly-Wolly, after the war I'll set you up with a suite of rooms in one of the finest 
hotels in Paris – the Ritz!  You'd like that, wouldn't you? 
 
DOLLY: 
The Ritz? 
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GENERAL FULTZ: 
You'll have maids to wait upon you and bellboys to run your errands while you just lie in bed all day 
and drink champagne. 
 
DOLLY: 
Champagne?  You really mean it? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
You'll be a great lady, a swell!  I'll buy you the finest Paris frocks, the most expensive jewels.  All the 
famous people whose pictures you see in the daily newspapers will come knocking at our door to pay 
their respects – presidents and public heroes, military leaders and movie stars.  Affairs of state will wait 
upon the painting of your toe-nails, the curling of your hair.  You'll see!  After the war things are going 
to be different.  You and me are taking over, Dolly.  Pretty soon the world will belong to people like us. 
 
DOLLY: 
Aw Fultzy, you're cute. 
 
GENTERAL FULTZ: 
My little Dolly-Wolly. 
 
(GENERAL FULTZ and DOLLY embrace.)



 

 

MUSICAL INTERLUDE: “OH BY JINGO!” 
 
  In the land San Domingo 
  Lived a girl named Oh by Jingo. 
 
  Ya-da, da-da-da-da-da, 
  Um-pah, um-pah, um-pah. 
 
  From the fields and from the marshes 
  Came the young and old By Goshes. 
 
  Ya-da, da-da-da-da-da, 
  Um-pah, um-pah, um-pah. 
 
  They all spoke with a different lingo 
  But they all loved Oh by Jingo, 
  And every night 
  They sang in the pale moonlight: 
 
  Oh by gosh, by gum, by gee, by jove, 
  Oh by jimminy won't you be our love? 
  We will build for you a hut! 
  You will be our favorite nut! 
  We'll have a lot of little Oh by Gollies 
  And we'll but them in the Follies 
 
  By Jingo said by gosh by gum, by jove, by gee,  
  By jimminy, please don't bother me! 
  So they all went away singing, 
  By gosh, by gum, by jove, by gee, by jimminy, 
  By Jingo, you're the only girl for me! 
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(GENERAL FULTZ looks down and sees THE WOUNDED SOLDIER at his feet.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Hello!  What's this – a soldier?  What the Hell is a soldier doing here?  He's got no business lolling 
about at a picnic when there's a war going on. 
 
 (GENERAL FULTZ nudges THE WOUNDED SOLDIER in the ribs.) 
 
Get up, young man!  On your feet!  Don't you know enough to salute in the presence of an officer? 
 
JEAN C.: 
I'm afraid it won't do you any good to reprimand him.  He can't rise to his feet in order to salute you.  
You see, he's dead. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Dead, you say?  Well, I only hope his papers are in order. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Is that the only comment you can make in the face of death? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Madam, I don't want to appear unfeeling, but you don't seem to realize the red-tape and confusion it 
would cause back at the home office if his papers aren't in order.  You civilians have no idea of the 
amount of effort that goes into modern warfare.  It's no easy job reducing twenty-one years of a man's 
life to a few symbols on an identification tag – name, rank, serial number, all the essential facts, you 
know.  And it just complicates matters even more if the damned fool goes out and has the bloody things 
shot off from around his neck.  Why, think of the statistics!  Think of the paper work involved!  I tell 
you, Madam, war is Hell for everyone concerned. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Get this coward out of my sight! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Coward, Madam? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Yes, coward!  Who else do you think would profit from a war? 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
Madam, I'll have you know I'm about to be decorated for heroism above and beyond the call of duty. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Get out!  Get out! 
 
JEAN C.: 
Misia, what's come over you? 
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MISIA SERT: 
Oh Jean, tell me why it is that this world destroys everything that is beautiful and good and only allows 
that which is rank, vile, and ugly to thrive and prosper? 
 
CORPORAL NOAKES 
The dame is balmy! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
She's a little touched in the head, if you ask me! 
 
DOLLY: 
Come along, Fultzy!  It's foolish to waste our time standing here talking to people who are so obviously 
beneath us. 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: 
You're right.  I mustn't let this incident spoil my day.  Just think Dolly, I'm about to be awarded the 
Croix de Guerre! This will probably mean a major promotion for me. 
 
(Exit GENERAL FULTZ, with ruffles and flourishes.  DOLLY and CORPORAL NOAKES follow.) 
 
MISIA SERT: (To JEAN C..) 
Have they gone? 
 
JEAN C.: 
Yes, they're gone. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
They're right, you know, Jean.  Pretty soon the world will belong to people like them.  We'll have 
pimps for prime ministers and clowns for cabinet members. 
 
JEAN C.: 
You mustn't grieve like this. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
No, I mustn't grieve.  I mustn't shed any tears for this boy dead in my arms.  Oh, my God, no tears!  It 
would be wrong for me to weep for his soft hair spun out to sunlight and his eyes transformed to stars.  
No, I envy him.  I envy him his death.  Oh, to be released from this world of flesh like him – to die and 
become a part of light and air. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Misia, you're hysterical! 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Yes, I'm hysterical in my craving for death!  It is the only thing that can appease me now. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Misia, don't! 
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MISIA SERT: 
No!  No!  No!  Go away and leave me to my grief.  There is no comfort for me in anything you could 
say or do.  My ears are deaf to human speech; my eyes are sore from weeping at the world's decay.  I 
desire only wordless conversation with angels now.  Oh, if I had my way, I would wreak such 
vengeance on the world!  The devastation of city and country field would be as absolute as the ruin 
within my own mind and body. 
 
 (During the following speeches, JEAN C. and PAUL I. get up and leave MISIA SERT.  Each 
 moving counter-clockwise to the other, they make a complete circle about the stage and then 
 burst through the painted panels at stage right and left bearing dead men's skulls in their 
 upraised hands.  They advance to the center of the stage where they form an arch over the head 
 of MISIA SERT holding the body of THE WOUNDED SOLDIER in her arms.) 
 
Jean and Paul, 
I charge you be my avenging angels 
My emissaries of death and destruction 
My ministers of war. 
 
Take skull and scythe in hand 
And dressed in black and formal midnight elegance 
Set forth on a tour of the world's great capitols 
Where corruption lurks in every doorway 
And hordes of lost and homeless men 
Wander the empty streets at night 
After the bars have closed 
Hoping to find in some stranger's furtive, cheap embrace 
Their own dead, discarded souls. 
 
Destruction ride upon your heels 
And in your paths follow plague, famine, pestilence, 
The dreaded, fearful scourges of war. 
Contagion stop the lover's sighs, 
Disease be midwife to the infant's cries. 
Let fire consume the Springtime leaf 
 
So that barren Winter shall be Summer's crop 
 and Autumn's harvest. 
And when all things have been charred, blackened, 
 singed and burnt, 
May the lily, death's flower, be the only weed that grows 
In fields of ashes and dead men's bones. 
 
Oh God!  I beg you for death.
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SCENE 8 
 

(Enter, PEACE.) 
 
PEACE: 
All right, that's enough of that now. 
 
 (MISIA SERT attempts to protest.) 
 
Now, now, not another word!  This performance has gone on quite long enough.  It's time to turn on the 
houselights, stack up the scenery for the night, and sweep up the stage.  May we have the houselights, 
please!  Houselights! 
 
PAUL I.: 
Now, wait a minute –  
 
JEAN C.: 
I demand to know the meaning of this. 
 
(The houselights are turned on.) 
 
PEACE: (Calling offstage.) 
Thank you!  That's much better! 
 
 (PEACE notices that the scenery has been torn.) 
 
Oh my, look what you've done!  You've destroyed the scenery.  Tsk!  Tsk!  Tsk!  You actors are all 
alike.  You always get so carried away with your roles that you never give a thought to the technical 
problems involved in a production.  Didn't it ever occur to you that someone would have to reconstruct 
the scenery for the performance tomorrow evening? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
But – 
 
PEACE: 
Well, it won't do any good for you to apologize.  The stage-hands will patch it together somehow.  But 
will you please try to be careful and hang your costumes up neatly.  Those formal clothes were rented 
for the occasion, you know. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: (Under his breath.) 
Why doesn't somebody shut her up.  She's ruining the whole effect. 
 
PEACE: 
Oh, come, come young man!  Get up!  You're not fooling anybody.  Everyone in the audience knows 
that you're not really dead.  They can obviously see that you're breathing. 
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THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: (Angrily rising you his feet.) 
If this is someone's idea of a joke – !  
 
(JEAN C. attempts to intercede.) 
 
JEAN C.: 
Madam, you don't seem to understand.  We're right in the midst of a play about war. 
 
PEACE: 
Yes, yes, I know all about it.  That's why I'm here – I've come to put an end to the performance. 
 
JEAN C.: 
Who are you? 
 
PEACE: 
I'm Peace.  P-E-A-C-E.  I spell it out just so that you won't get any wrong ideas.  My name has been 
bandied about so much lately that I'm afraid I've acquired a rather tarnished reputation. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
You're Peace? 
 
PEACE: 
Yes.  I can imagine that my appearance must come as a shock to you.  Everyone always expects me to 
arrive upon the scene dressed in an immaculate white garment and carrying an olive branch in my 
hand.  Instead I turn up in rags.  I don't have a thing to wear that isn't ripped and torn, and as for the 
olive branch – well, it withered and turned brown quite some time ago, so I threw it away. 
 
(JEAN C. covers his mouth to keep from laughing.) 
 
JEAN C.: 
Forgive me.  I'm trying not to laugh. 
 
PEACE: 
That's all right.  I'm ridiculous, I know.  Nobody takes me seriously anymore. 
 
(PEACE heaves a heavy sight.) 
 
MISIA SERT: 
I don't see what this has to do with anything! 
 
PAUL I.: 
Young lady, I wish you'd come to the point so we can get on with the performance. 
 
PEACE: 
Well, I just felt that any play about war should end on a note of Peace.  So, if you don't mind, I would 
like to address a few brief remarks to the audience. 
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 (PEACE unrolls a sheaf of notes.) 
 
I brought my notes along, just in case. 
 
 (Before JEAN C. has had a chance to reply, PEACE has stepped to the footlights and begun to 
 read from a prepared address.) 
 
PEACE: (Speaking from her notes) 
Ladies and Gentlemen.  The name of the play you are watching is Madrigal of War.  It was written by–.  
Oh no, I've already read that one.  Excuse me.  Excuse me, please. 
 
 (PEACE clears her throat and begins again.) 
 
Ladies and Gentlemen! 
 
When has the world ever been at Peace for very long, or, more important, when have you ever been at 
peace with yourselves?  Historians may seek the causes of war in economic and political factors, in 
long-smoldering disputes over borders and boundaries, in the seeds of hatred and suspicion sown by 
inflamed nationalistic tendencies, in the harsh and excessive terms of the previous peace.  They would 
do better to look for the causes within human nature itself.  The sickness of a whole society can be 
diagnosed from the sunlight on your window sill, the goldfish swimming in the bowl. 
 
 (PEACE does a double-take.) 
 
The goldfish swimming in the bowl?  Wait a minute!  That couldn't be right. 
 
 (PEACE giggles with embarrassment.) 
 
You must forgive me.  I seem to have gotten my notes mixed up. 
 
 (PEACE hastily shuffles through her notes.) 
 
PEACE: 
Ah yes, here we are.  The sickness of a whole society can be diagnosed from the ills of its individual 
members.  Think, think of all the times you've tried to come to terms with what you are and what you'd 
like to be.  Think of the promises you made to yourselves late at night when you couldn't sleep or early 
in the morning when you lingered in bed and the sunlight on your window sill, the goldfish swimming 
in the bowl, so filled your heart with happiness that all your highest hopes and dreams seemed possible.  
What happened?  What happened to all your midnight resolutions?  It never requires very much of an 
incident to break the truce – a stray glance, a cutting remark, a too-persistent craving for sex or alcohol 
– and the war resumes again.  It seems almost as if the causes of conflict and self-destruction are to be 
found within the noblest aspirations of the race and man is doomed to perpetual strife.  For after each 
battle the same pattern is repeated – the temporary lull, the armed truce, the uneasy peace.  If you 
would establish order in the world, first establish order in your own –. 
 
 (PEACE stumbles over the last word.) 
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I'm sorry.  I don't seem to be able to make out the last word.  Souls?  Yes, that must be it.  Souls!  If 
you would establish order in the world, first establish order in your own souls. 
 
Thank you. 
MISIA SERT: 
Are you quite finished? 
 
 (PEACE nods her head sheepishly.) 
 
Well then, if you don't mind, we'll just have to go back and do that last scene over.  Places everyone!  
Places for my final speech! 
 
 (The houselights are extinguished again.  JEAN C. and PAUL I. take up their positions behind 
 the broken panels.  MISIA SERT and THE WOUNDED SOLDIER resume their position at the 
 center of the stage.) 
 
MISIA SERT: (To JEAN C. and PAUL I..) 
Now, have you got the skulls? 
 
PAUL I.: 
Yes, we've got the skulls. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
All right, lets take it back to –  
 
JEAN C.: 
But what about the panels? 
 
MISIA SERT: (Exasperated.) 
What about the panels? 
 
JEAN C.: 
They're already torn.  Won't that spoil the whole effect? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
We'll just have to improvise!  Improvise!  Really, this whole situation is most unprofessional.  Now, let 
me see, where was I?  Where was I?  Oh yes, I remember! 
 
 (MISIA SERT begins to recite her final speech once again.) 
 
Jean and Paul 
I charge you to be my avenging angels 
My emissaries of death and destruction 
My ministers of war. 
 
 (During this speech PEACE shifts nervously from one foot to the other.  Finally she breaks in, 
 much to MISA SERT's annoyance.) 
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PEACE: 
You're weren't planning to end the play with the scene that I just heard? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Young lady, I'll have you know that this is my big scene! 
 
PEACE: 
Oh my, that will never do.  It sounded much too depressing, if you ask me – almost morbid.  People 
like to be entertained when they come to the theatre – they expect to be amused.  The way I look at it 
there's enough unhappiness in the world as it is without making matters worse.  Why, every day you 
pick up the morning newspaper only to read that someone's been raped or murdered.  Now, I ask you, 
what's the sense of putting such things upon the stage? 
 
(MISIA SERT gets up without a word and angrily stalks to the rear of the stage.) 
 
JEAN C.: (To PEACE) 
But see here, you can't put an end to the performance just like that.  Who do you think you are? 
 
PAUL I.: 
Picture how the people in the audience would feel if we just left them hanging in mid-air like that. 
 
MISIA SERT: (Returning to the fray.) 
And what about our curtain calls?  Aren't we supposed to have any curtain calls? 
 
PEACE: 
We'll just have to put our heads together and devise a suitable ending for the performance. 
 
JEAN C.: 
It should be something that would suggest the end of the war. 
 
PAUL I.: 
Perhaps some sort of tableau – with furled banners and draped flags. 
 
PEACE: 
I have it!  Why don't we take a group photograph? 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
A group photograph? 
 
PEACE: 
Of course, all wars end in a group photograph. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
But where are we going to get a camera? 
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PEACE: 
Ah, you are in luck.  It just so happens that I brought my camera along. 
 
 (PEACE produces a box camera from the wings.) 
 
Mr. ––, will you please call the others while I set up my tripod? 
 
JEAN C.: 
But that isn't my job – I'm an actor! 
 
PEACE: (Struggling with the tripod.) 
Well then, call the stage manager.  Really!  Can't you see I have my hands full? 
 
JEAN C.: (Calling offstage.) 
Stage manager!  The entire cast is wanted on stage! 
 
STAGE MANAGER: (Offstage.) 
General Fultz!  Corporal Noakes!  Dolly!  You're wanted on stage! 
 
DOLLY: 
What?  But that's impossible!  I'm not supposed to appear again in this scene. 
 
STAGE MANAGER: (Offstage.) 
All I know is that I was told to tell you. 
 
(Enter, timorously, GENERAL FULTZ, CORPORAL NOAKES and DOLLY.  The houselights are 
suddenly thrown on again.) 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: (Under his breath to JEAN C..) 
What's going on here? 
 
JEAN C.: 
I don't know – some crackpot who claims she's Peace insists upon taking a group photograph of the 
cast. 
 
DOLLY: 
A photograph?  There's no photograph called for in the script. 
 
MISIA SERT: 
You're quite right!  She's spoiled the whole effect! 
 
GENERAL FULTZ: (To PEACE.) 
See, here, young lady.  You can't disrupt the performance like this.  It doesn't say anything about a 
group photograph in the script. 
 
PEACE: 
Who cares about the silly script? 
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 (PEACE pushes GENERAL FULTZ aside with a wave of her hand and continues to make 
 arrangements for the photograph.) 
 
PEACE: (Cont'd.) 
Now, let me see –.  We'll have to have a couple of stools for people to sit on. 
 
 (Calling offstage.) 
 
Are there any stools backstage? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
Who cares, she says!  Who cares about the silly script?  Oh, when I think of that beautiful final speech 
of mine ruined like this, I could weep. 
 
Jean and Paul 
I charge you be my avenging angels 
My emissaries of death and destruction 
My ministers of war. 
 
It isn't every day that an actress gets an opportunity to say such lines! 
 
(TWO STAGEHANDS appear with the stools.) 
 
1ST STAGEHAND: (Pushing MISIA SERT aside.) 
Excuse me, lady. 
 
2ND STAGEHAND: (To PEACE.) 
Are these all right? 
 
MISIA SERT: 
This outrageous!  Such a thing has never happened to me before in all my years in the theatre. 
 
PEACE: (To the STAGEHANDS.) 
Thank you.  Those will do very nicely. 
 
 (PEACE arranges the two stools in the center of the stage.) 
 
Now, Madam Sert, if you would be so kind as to sit here in the center, and General Fultz, you sit next 
to her.  Ah, that's good!  As for you, Dolly, you and Corporal Noakes, you don't have to worry about 
getting your costumes dirty, so you sit on the floor right in front of them. 
 
THE WOUNDED SOLDIER: 
Where do you want me? 
 
PEACE: 
Why don't you sit on the other side of Dolly?  Oh yes, that balances the composition off nicely.  Now 



48 

 

Mr. ----- and Mr. ----- 
 
 (Indicates JEAN C. and PAUL I..) 
 
 
If you would just stand at the back, please.  Just a little to the left, Mr.------ (PAUL I,)  Hold it! That's 
perfect! 
 
MISIA SERT: 
What about Chorus?  We're forgetting about Chorus! 
 
PEACE: 
Chorus!  Will somebody please call Chorus! 
 
(Several voices are heard calling CHORUS offstage.) 
 
CHORUS: (Poking his head in from the wings.) 
Did somebody call me? 
 
PEACE: 
Ah, Chorus, there you are!  Would you mind coming onstage for a few minutes?  The cast is going to 
pose for a group photograph. 
 
CHORUS: 
Oh, I'm afraid I couldn't do that.  I've already taken my makeup off. 
 
PEACE: 
You've taken your makeup off?  You know you're not supposed to do that until after the performance is 
over.  How does it look for the curtain calls? 
 
CHORUS: 
I'm sorry.  I was in a hurry to get home tonight. 
 
PEACE: 
Well, I suppose it doesn't matter.  It probably won't show up in the photograph anyhow. 
 
 (CHORUS comes on-stage dressed in his undershirt and a pair of trousers.) 
 
Chorus, you didn't tell me you were in your undershirt! 
 

(CHORUS suddenly realizes that HE is standing in front of the audience without his costume 
on.  He hastily tries to cover his nakedness with his arms.) 

 
CHORUS: 
Oh, my God!  I didn't realize there was an audience out there. 
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PEACE: 
Well, you should have known that you couldn't appear in a photograph dressed like that.  You'll just 
have to hurry backstage and change into your costume as quickly as possible.  Dolly, will you help 
Chorus get into his costume? 
 
 
CHORUS: (Struggling with his robe.) 
I’m ready!  Don't wait for me! 
 
DOLLY: 
What about his tights? 
 
PEACE: 
Oh, forget about the tights.  He's tall enough so that his legs will be hidden anyhow.  All right, Chorus, 
we've wasted enough time.  You stand in the back row with Mr. ---- and Mr. ------ (JEAN C. and PAUL 
I.)  That's it!  Right behind General Fultz. 
 
 (CHORUS takes his place with the others.) 
 
Are we all assembled now?  Well, let me see what short of composition we've got. 
 
 (PEACE disappears beneath the black cloth and squints into the rear end of the camera.) 
 
Oh, that's good, very good. 
 
 (PEACE emerges from underneath the black cloth.) 
 
Now you'll have to stand perfectly still while I'm taking the picture.  Don't move a muscle. 
 
 (PEACE inserts the photographic plate and then makes a final check-up of the group to be 
 certain that everyone is ready.) 
 
What a motley group you make.  You look as though you really had been through the war.  Isn't it 
frightening to think that during the hour and a half since the curtain rose on this performance you've 
experienced love, war, and death.  I can't imagine three worse tortures. 
 
 (PEACE raises her finger in a gesture of admonition.) 
 
Now, smile! 
 
 (PEACE snaps the photograph.) 
 

CURTAIN 
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