

























































































































































































































































































78 A WEDDING

‘GENERAL’: ‘Let out the foretopsail-sheet, the topgallant-
sail-sheet !’

Best MaN: I was making a speech!

BRIDE’s MOTHER: We are only ignorant people, General. Tell
us something funny!

Best MaN: And brief.

‘GENERAL’: [Not hearing] Thank you, I've had some. Did
you say beef? Er, no, thanks. The old days, yes. The life
on the ocean wave. [In a voice laden with emotion] Tacking!
Is there any joy like the joy of . . . tacking? What sailor’s
heart doesn’t thrill to it? ‘Pipe all hands on deck,’ goes
the cry. An electric shock runs through the crew. From
captain to cabin boy . . .

MibpwIrE: I’m bored!

Best MAN: So am I.

‘GENERAL’: Thank you, I’ve had some. Did you say pie?
Er, no, thanks. [In an exalted tone] All eyes on the senior
officer. ‘Foretopsails and mainsail braces to starboard,” he
cries, ‘mizzen-braces to larboard, counter-braces to port!’
[He leaps up] The ship rolls to the wind! ‘Look alive, ye
lubbers,’ the officer cries, and fixes his eye on the topsail.
Seconds of unbearable suspense. Then, it begins to flap!
The ship begins to turn! ‘Loose the stays, let go the
braces,’ yells the officer at the top of his voice. Then it’s
the tower of Babel. Things flying through the air, the old
ship creaking in all its joints. [Roaring] The ship is turned!
[Stlence]

BRIDE’Ss MOTHER: [Furious] You may be a General, but you
ought to be ashamed of yourself, so there!

‘GENERAL’: A pear? Yes, please!

BRIDE’'s MOTHER: [Louder] You ought to be ashamed of your-
self, General or no General. [In some confusion] Now,
friends . . .

‘GENERAL’: [Drawing himself up after hearing the BRIDE’s
MOTHER’s second effort] No general. I am no general. I am
a ship’s captain. Equivalent to a colonel.
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BrIDE's MoTHER: No general! And you took our money!
Let me tell you, sir: we don’t pay good money to get
ourselves insulted!

‘GENERAL’: [Bewtldered] Money? What money’s that?

BrIDE’'s MOTHER: You know what money. The money you
took from Nyunin here. Nyunin, you made a mess of
things. Engaging this sort of general.

INSURANCE MAN: Let’s drop it. Why make a fuss?

‘GENERAL’: Engaged . . . money from Nyunin . .

BrIDEGROOM: Excuse me. Didn’t you accept twenty-five
rubles from Mr. Nyunin here?

‘GENERAL’: Twenty-five rubles from Nyunin . . . [He
realizes] Ah! So that’s it. I see it all. [Shaking his head
sorrowfully] What a dirty trick, what a dirty trick!

BRIDEGROOM: At least you got paid for it.

‘GENERAL’: Got paid? I did NOT get paid! [He rises from
the table] What a trick—to insult an old man this way, a
sailor, an officer who has served his country! ... [Muttering
to himself] If these were gentlemen, I could challenge
someone to a duel, but as things are . . . [He is distracted]
Where is the door? Waiter, show me out, waiter! [He is
leaving] What a dirty trick! [He has left]

[Pause)

BrIDE’Ss MOTHER: [To the INSURANCE MAN] So where’s that
twenty-five rubles?

INsURANCE MAN: The way you carry on about trifles when
people are enjoying themselves! [Loudly] To the happy
pair! Bandmaster, a march! [The band plays a march] To
the happy pair!

Mipwire: Give me air, air! I'm suffocating here!

TEeLEGRAPH CLERK: [Delighted] Exquisite creature!

[Plenty of noise]

Best MaN: [Trying to outshout the rest] Ladies and gentlemen,

we are gathered together, are we not, to do honour-. ..

CURTAIN
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CHARACTERS

Kuzma Nikoravevitch HIRIN (pronounce Héer-een).
Cashier of the Mutual Bank of N- . An irritable old
man.

ANDREY ANDREYEVITCH SHIPUCHIN (pronounce Shi-pco-
cheen). President of the Bank. In early middle age. Wears a
monocle. Vain.

TATIANA ALEXEYEVNA. Shipuchin’s wife. Age 25. Frivolous.

NastasiA F1oDoROVNA MERCHUTKIN (pronounce Mare-
choot-keen). A pesty old woman in an old fashioned coat.

THREE MEMBERS OF THE BOARD OF DIRECTORS (one of whom
makes a speech).




The Celebration

Shipuchin’s office. Luxuriously furnished in a pretentious
over-stuffed manner : armchairs and sofa upholstered in
velvet, two desks (one very ornate), thick rugs, vases of
flowers, statues, knick-knacks, and a telephone! Stage
right, there is a door which leads to the lobby. In the wall,
stage left, there is a small window which the president can
raise to survey business or to summon his staff. Its sill is a
ledge over which papers can be passed. On the sill is a
bell, of the type you punch.

HIRIN is alone, at his desk (the non-ornate one), an abacus
before him, feverishly scribbling. He has wrapped a long
woollen scarf several times around his neck and wears a
pair of high overshoes made of heavy felt. He gets up,
staggers angrily over to the window, raises it, punches the
bell several times, and yells :

HiriN: Somebody go out and get me a fifteen kopeck box of
bicarbonate of soda! And a pitcher of fresh water! How
many times do I have to ask? [Goes back to his desk, leans
on it, fatipued] I'm worn to a frazzle. I've been at this
mess for three days now without shutting my eyes.
Moming to night I work here, night to morning I work
at home. Some life! [Coughs] I've got an inflammation all
over me. I get hot and cold spells, my legs ache, and I
keep seeing dots, dashes, and exclamation points in front
of my eyes! [Sits down] And today that pompous windbag
and swindler, our esteemed president, will deliver a report
at the annual meeting: ‘Our Bank: Now and in the
Future.’” You’d think he was the Secretary of State or
something. [Writing] Three, oh, oh . . . two hundred,
sixty eight . . . two, six, eight. He puts on his big executive
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act, and I sit here sweating like a galley slave! He spends
an hour dictating a lyrical pile of gobbledegook for an
introduction, and I spend days figuring out the financial
statement. Some life! I hope he goes to the devil. [Clicks
off the beads on the abacus] I just can’t take it any longer.
[Writes] One, three, seven, oh, five . . . two, six, eight,
oh . .. Oh, he’s going to reward me for all this. If every-
thing goes well and he puts it over on them again today, I
get a gold medal and a three hundred ruble bonus. I'd
better! [Writes] Because if that bonus doesn’t come
through, look out! I've got a temper. Get me going and
there’s no telling what will happen. No, sir!
[Offstage the sound of cheering and applause. SHIPUCHIN'S
voice is heard : ‘Thank you, my friends, thank you. I'm
deeply moved.’ He enters, wearing white tie and tails. In
his hands is a leather bound album which has just been
presented to him)

SHIPUCHIN: [Addressing people outside the door] My friends,
believe me, I shall cherish this gift to my dying day as a
reminder of one of the greatest moments of my life.
Thanks again, and again, and again! [He acknowledges
applause with a gesture, and closes the door. Goes up to
HiriN] And how is my old and much respected friend,
Kuzma Nikolayevitch?

HirIN: [Getting up] Andrey Andreyevitch, in celebrating the
fif teenth anniversary of our bank, I would like the honour
of congratulating you, and I sincerely hope . . .

[The bell has been punched as HIRIN starts his speech.
HIRIN goes over and accepts a document from a hand
thrust in at the window. He tries to keep talking as he
submits the document to SHIPUCHIN, but fades out in the
process]

SHIPUCHIN: Why, thank you, old man, thanks, many thanks.
You know, I think that on this glorious occasion—after
all, it is a celebration—we ought to shake hands on our
achievement. [They do, solemnly and sentimentally,
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SHIPUCHIN squeezing HIRIN'S shoulder with his left hand] 1
want to thank you for your devotion, and thanks for
everything, old man. Whatever I have managed to accom-
plish as president of this Bank I owe to my staff. Yes,
indeed. [Sighs] Well, the old Bank is fifteen years old, eh?
Fifteen, sure as my name’s Shipuchin. [Eagerly] Well,
how’s the report coming along?

HiriN: Good enough. Five pages to go.

SHIPUCHIN: Good! Going to be finished by three o’clock?

Hirin: If nothing comes up to disturb me. There not too
much left.

SHipucHIN: Excellent! Excellent! Sure as my name’s
Shipuchin! Let’s see, the meeting’s at four. Give me the
first half now. I'll look it over. Here, let’s have it! [ Takes
it] I’'m setting great store by this report. Here we have my
philosophy of finance in a nutshell. Nutshell nothing! it’s
a veritable skyrocket! Yes, sir, a skyrocket, that’s what it
is! Sure as my name’s Shipuchin. [Sits down at his desk
to read the report] Oof, I’m worn to a frazzle. Had a touch
of the gout last night, and then I had to spend the whole
morning racing around, what with one thing and another,
and all this excitement, this ovation . . . well, it’s gets you.
I’'m really tired.

HiriN: [Writing] Two, oh, oh, three, nine . . . six, oh, five,
four ... I can’t keep my eyesstraight. .. Dizzy . .. three,
nine, oh, six, two . .. Next . . . [Starts flicking the abacus)

SHIPUCHIN: Oh, there’s something else that’s been bothering
me. Do you know, your wife stopped me again to complain
about you? Said you were chasing her and your sister-in-
law with a carving knife yesterday. What do you mean by
that, Kuzma Nikolayevitch? Good heavens, man!

HiriN: Andrey Andreyevitch, in honour of the celebration
I'd like to ask a favour of you. [Flaring up] And also,
considering the fact that I've been working like a slave
around here, keep out of my family affairs! [Calming down)
Please.
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SHIPUCHIN: [Sighing] What a character you are, Kuzma
Nikolayevitch. I just don’t get you. Normally, you’re as
respectable as they come, but put a woman in front of
you and you turn into Jack the Ripper. I don’t see what
you think is so bad about women.

HirIN: And I don’t see what you think is so good about
them!

[A pause]

SHIPUCHIN: [Reflecting, expansively] The employees have just
presented me with an album, and I understand that this
afternoon a delegation from the Board of Directors is
going to present me with a little speech and a silver
tankard. [Toying with his monocle] Very nice, sure as my
name’s Shipuchin. All very just and proper. If you don’t
run a Bank with a little bit of style, what good is it? [To
HirIN] Of course, you probably know the inside story. I
wrote the speech for them myself, I personally purchased
the silver tankard, too. I even bought the leather folder
to put the speech in. The folder alone set me back forty-
five rubles, but it’s worth it. Do you think that Board of
Directors would have thought of such things on their own?
[Looks around him] Take this furniture. Hand picked, and
a nice little job of interior decoration it is, if I do say so
myself. You know, they claim that all this is unimportant,
that I'm too fastidious, being a stickler for having the
brass on the doors polished, making the tellers wear decent
neckties, and stationing a uniformed guard at the door.
Well, my answer to that is: not one bit! That guard and
that brass mean something in a bank. Now, at home I can
be as vulgar as I want; eat and sleep like a pig, drink my
head off . . .

HIrIN: No insinuations, if you please!

SHIPUCHIN: Insinuations? Who'’s making insinuations?
Really you're the strangest person! I was simply saying
that at home I can behave like a boor, a parvenu, do what
I feel like, but here you need style. This is a Bank! It’s
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got to impress people, it’s got to have tone, dignity! [Picks
up a scrap of paper and throws it in the fire] If I've done
anything here it’s to raise the reputation of this bank!
Dignity, that’s what counts, sure as my name’s Shipuchin!
[Studies HIRIN] Look, old man, the Board of Directors will
be here any minute, and there you are sitting in those
ghastly overshoes. And that scarf! And that faded old coat!
You could have worn a formal outfit today at any rate;
at least a dark jacket.

HiriN: My health means more to me than any Board of
Directors! I'd like you to know that I've got an inflam-
mation all over me!

SHIPUCHIN: [Excited] But can’t you see how sloppy you
look? You're destroying the tone of the whole place!
Hirin: If the Board of Directors comes I'll sneak out. What
does it matter? [Writes] Seven, one, seven . . . two, one,
five, oh . . . [Flicks the abacus beads] 1 don’t like a mess
either. Which is why you shouldn’t have invited those

women to the dinner tonight.

SHIpUCHIN: Stuff and nonsense!

HIRIN: Oh, I know, I know. You’ll pack the hall with them,
Jjust to show off, and they’ll make a mess of it for you, just
watch. The only things women are good for are mischief
and trouble.

SHIPUCHIN: Quite the contrary! The society of women is
uplifting.

HiriN: Hmph! All right, take your wife for instance; well-
educated, highly cultured and all that, but last Monday
she spilled something so confidential that it took me two
days to get over it. In front of a whole bunch of people,
mind you, she comes up to me and says: ‘Is it true the
bank’s stuck with a big batch of those Dryazhko-Pryazhky
stocks that have been falling? My husband’s awfully
worried about them!” That’s the sort of thing she says in
public. What gets me is why you tell women anything in
the first place. They’ll get you in trouble every time.
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SuipuchHIN: All right, all right! That’s enough! What
gloomy ideas to be throwing around a celebration! That
reminds me: [Looks at his watch] my better-half ought to
be here by now. Matter of fact I should have gone to the
station to meet her, poor thing, but, well, the time’s flown
and anyhow I'm too tired. To be honest about it, I'm
sorry she’s coming. Well, I don’t really mean I'm sorry.
I'm glad, but it'd have been a lot better if she'd stayed at
her mother’s a day or two more. She’ll expect me to spend
the whole evening with her, and we’d sort of planned a
little private party after the dinner. [Shizers] Oop, there
it goes. I'm starting to shake already. Nerves! I'm so
worn out my nerves are ready to snap on me. Get a grip
on yourself. Steady, steady! There, steady as the Rock of
Gibraltar, sure as my name’s Shipuchin.

[TATIANA enters, wearing a rain coat, a large travelling
bag slung across her shoulder]
Well, speak of the devil . .. Angel!

TaTiaNA: Darling! [Runs to him. Prolonged kiss)

SHIpucHIN: We were just talking about you.

TatiaNa: [Out of breath] Did you miss me? Are you all
right? I haven't been home yet. I came straight from the
station. The things I've got to tell you! No, I won’t take
my coat off. I just stopped in for a minute. [To HIRIN]
How are you, Kuzma Nikolayevitch? [To SHipucHIN] Is
everything all right at home?

SHIPUCHIN: Perfect. You're certainly looking fine, darling;
plumper and prettier than ever. Have a good trip?

TatiaNa: Wonderful! Mama and Katya send their love.
Little Vassily Andreyevitch says to give you a big kiss
for him. [Kisses SHIPUCHIN] Auntie gave me a big jar
of jam for you. They’re all mad at you for not writing.
Zena said to give you a big kiss for her. [Kisses him)
Oh, and if you only knew all the things that have been
happening! All the things that have been happening!
I’'m half afraid to tell you, it’s so awful. Oh, but I can
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see by the look on your face that you're not happy to
see me.

SHIPUCHIN: Just the contrary, darling. [Kisses her. HIRIN
coughs angrily]

Tatiana: [Sighs] Poor Katya, poor, poor Katya. I'm so, so
sorry for her, poor thing.

SHrpucHIN: Look, darling, we're celebrating the bank’s
fifteenth anniversary today. The Board of Directors may
turn up any minute and you’re not dressed properly to
receive them.

TatiaNa: Of course, the celebration! ‘Gentlemen, I con-
gratulate you . . . I wish you every, etcetera. .. So today’s
the celebration? And there’ll be a party and a dinner. Oh,
and that wonderful speech you took so long writing for
the Board of Directors, will they deliver it to you today?

[HIRIN coughs angrily]

SHrrucHIN: Darling, we don’t mention such things. Now,
really, it's time you went home.

TatiaNa: In a minute, in a minute. I'll tell you the whole
story in one minute and then I'll go. Right from the
beginning. Well, do you remember when you saw me off?
I sat next to that fat lady and started reading? You know
how I hate train conversations! Well, I went on reading
for three stations without saying a word to anyone. Then
evening came and I got awfully depressed. You know how
it is. There was a young man opposite me, very decent,
dark hair, not bad looking. Anyhow, we got to talking,
and a naval officer joined us, then a student or something
. . . [Laughs] 1 told them I was single—they were very
attentive after that. The one with the dark hair knew the
funniest stories and the naval officer kept singing all the
time. I laughed till my chest ached! And when the naval
officer—well, you know, navy men—when he accidentally
found out my name was Tatiana, do you know what he
sang? [Imitating a bass voice] ‘Onyegin, I'll not deny it. I
love Tatiana madly.’ [Laughs. HIRIN coughs angrily]
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SuipucHIN: Now, Taniusha, we're interruping Kuzma
Nikolayevitch’s work. You run along. You can tell me all
about it later.

TaTiaNA: Oh, I don’t mind if he listens. It’s all so fascinating.
I'm almost finished anyway. Seriozha met me at the
station and there was another young man there, some
sort of tax inspector. Very handsome. He had the nicest
eyes. Seriozha introduced him to me and we drove back
from the station together. The weather was marvel-
lous . . . .

[Offstage voices : ‘You can’t go in there.’ ‘That's a private
office’” ‘What do you want?" ‘Stop her” MRs. MERCHUT-
KIN enters, fighting someone off. She carries a paper of
some sort]

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Take your hands off me! What next! I
want to sec the manager! [Comes over to SHIPUCHIN] Oh,
your Honour, I have the honour . .. my name is Nastasia
Fyodorovna Merchutkin. My husband’s in the civil
service. Was.

SHIPUCHIN: What can I do for you?

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Well, you see, your Honour, my husband
was sick for five months, and while he was home, under
the doctor’s care, they discharged him from the civil
service, for no reason whatsoever, your Honour. And
when I went to collect his salary they took 24 rubles and
36 kopecks out of it, your Honour. ‘What for?’ I asked
them. ‘That’s what he borrowed from the Mutual Aid
Fund,’ they said. What do they mean? Why should he
borrow money without my consent? What sort of business
is that, your Honour? I'm just a poor woman. I have to
take in boarders to keep alive. I'm a poor, weak, defence-
less woman, your Honour. Everybody insults me, and I
don’t get a kind word from anyone!

SHIPUCHIN: Excuse me. [Takes her petition)

TatiaNa: [To HIrIN] But I should really tell you from the
beginning. Last week I got a letter from mama. She said
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a certain Grendilevsky had proposed to my sister Katya.
Very decent and all that, you know, but without a bit of
money, not even a good job! And would you believe it?
Katya actually fell for him! What a situation! Mama said
I’d better get there immediately and see what I could do
with Katya.

HiriN: [Flaring up] I'm very sorry but you’ve made me lose
my place. You do on gabbing about your mama and your
Katya and I don’t know where I am . ..

TatiaNa: What of it? Really, you're the strangest creature!
You should listen when a lady talks to you. And, anyway
what makes you so irritable today? You're not in love, are
you?

SHipucHIN: [To MERCHUTKIN] I can’t make head or tail of
this thing. What’s the problem?

TatiaNa: Of course, he’s in love! Look at him blushing!

SHIPUCHIN: [To TaTIANA] Taniusha, darling, will you please
wait for me in the lobby. I'll be out in a minute.

TAaTIANA: Oh, very well! [She goes out]

SHipucHIN: I simply don’t understand this. So far as I can
tell, you’ve come to the wrong place, madam. This business
has nothing whatever to do with us. You’ll have to go to
the department in the civil service where your husband
was employed.

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: But, your Honour, I've been to five
other places already and no one will listen to me. It was
driving me crazy till my son-in-law—Boris Matveyitch,
God bless his soul—gave me the idea of coming to you.
‘You go to Mr. Shipuchin, mama,’ he said, ‘He’s a big
man, he’s got influence. He can do anything for you.’
You’ve got to help me, your Honour.

SHIpucHIN: But, I can’t help you, madam. Can’t you under-
stand? So far as I can make out, your husband was in the
Medical Bureau of the Defence Department, and this is a
purely private enterprise, a Bank! Don’t you see the
difference?
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MRs. MERCHUTKIN: But your Honour, I've got a doctor’s
certificate to prove my husband was sick. There it is!
Look at it! Please, look at it!

SHIPUCHIN: [Irritated] Yes, that’s fine, fine, but I tell you
it’s got nothing to do with us!

[Offstage, TaTIANA'S laugh, followed by masculine
laughter]

SurpucHIN: [Glancing towards the door] Now she’s got the
clerks going! [To MRs. MERCHUTKIN] Look, madam, I
realize it’s a very complicated business. But, surely your
husband must know where you should go?

Mgs. MERCHUTKIN: Him? He doesn’t know anything, your
Honour. All he says is: ‘It’s none of your damned business.
Get out of here!” That’s all you get out of him.

SHipucHIN: I repeat. Your husband was in the Medical
Bureau of the Defence Department, and this is a Bank, a
commercial establishment, a purely private enterprise.

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Yes, yes, I know all that, your Honour,
but couldn’t you at least make them pay me 15 rubles
on account?

SHIPUCHIN: [Sighing desperately] Ohhh!

HIrIN: Andrey Andreyevitch, if this keeps up I'll never get
the report finished!

SHIPUCHIN: Just one minute. [To MRrs. MERCHUTKIN] Can’t
you get it through your head that it’s as absurd to trouble
us with this business as it would be to try get a divorce
at a grocery store or the Income Tax Bureau?

[A knock on the door]

TaTiaNA: [Outside] Andrey, can I come in?

SHIPUCHIN: [Shouting] Wait a minute, darling, wait a minute!
[To MRs. MERCHUTKIN] Maybe they are cheating you, but
what’s that got to do with us? We’re having a celebration
today, it’s our fifteenth year in business. Someone might
come in any minute. Please, let me alone!

MrRs. MEeRCHUTKIN: Your Honour, have pity on a poor
orphan! I’'m a weak, defenceless woman. I’'m worn out
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and worried to death. My boarders are suing me, I've got
this business on my hands, I have to run the house, and
my son-in-law’s out of a job!

SHIPUCHIN: My dear lady, I ... I ... No! Look, I can’t
talk to you! My head’s spinning. You’re wasting our time,
and your own, too. [Sighs, aside] She’s an idiot, sure as
my name’s Shipuchin! [To HIrIN] Kuzma Nikolayevitch,
please explain to the lady, that . . . [Goes out of the office
with a vague wave of his hand)

HirIN: [Going up to her, angry] Well, what do you want?

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: I'in a weak defenceless woman. I may
look strong, but if you gave me an operation you'd see
that not one part of my body’s normal. I can hardly stand
on my feet, and I didn’t even enjoy my coffee this morning.

HiriN: All I asked was a simple question. What do you want?

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Just tell them to pay me fifteen rubles
now. The end of the month is all right for the rest.

HiriN: But you’ve just been told in plain words: This is a
Bank!

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: I know, I know, and if you want I can
show you the medical certificate.

HiriN: Is that a head on your shoulders, or what is it?

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: My dear sir, all I'm asking is: do I get
what’s coming to me or not? I’m not interested in anybody
else’s money, just mine.

HiriN: And all I'm asking, my dear madam, is: have you
got a head on your shoulders or not? And I’'m damned if
I’m going to waste my time talking to you. [Pointing to
the door] Will you kindly leave!

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: [Surprised] But what about the money?

HiriN: That’s not a head, it’s a block of . . . [Taps on the
desk to indicate wood, and then taps his forehead. Repeats
the two gestures for her benefit]

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: [Offended] Oh, it is, is it? Well, you
listen to me! You can talk to your own wife that way, but
my husband’s in the civil service. You just watch your step!
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HirIN: [Losing his temper, choking] Get out!

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Just try and make me!

HirIN: [Barely controlling himself] If you don’t get out of
here this minute, I'll call the guard and have you thrown
out! Now, get out! [Stamping his foot]

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Don’t think you can scare me! I've met
your type before, you skinflint!

HiriN: Never in my life have I seen a harpy like this! Ooh,
my head’s swimming! [Breathing hard] I'm telling you for
the last time. Do you hear me? If you don’t get out of
this room, you cld bat, I’ll grind you to smithereens! I'm
warning you! I’ve got a temper! I might cripple you for
life! I might commit a crime!

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Ah, your bark is worse than your bite!
You can’t scare me! I know your type.

HIRIN: [In despair] I can’t stand the sight of her. I'm sick.
I can’t take it any longer! [Goes to his desk and sits down]
The place is infested with females! I'll never get finished,
never!

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Am I asking for other people’s money?
No! All I want is what’s coming to me, my legal rights.
[Noticing HIRIN'S overshoes] Why, you ought to be ashamed
of yourself! Sitting in a fancy office in your galoshes! You
lowbrow!

[SHIPUCHIN and TATIANA enter]

TatiaNa: Then the Berezhnitskys gave a party. Katya wore
a pale blue foulard silk dress, very low cutin front. It went
beautifully with her hair, all piled up on top of her head. 1
set it for her myself. When that girl is properly dressed,
with her hair done right, she’s simply fascinating.

SHIPUCHIN: (Suffering from a migraine attack] Yes, yes,
fascinating . . . fascinating . . . They might get here any
minute.

MRs. MERCIIUTKIN: Your Honour!

SHIPUCHIN: [Despondently] You still here? What can I do
for you?
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MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Your Honour, this man here [Pointing
at HIRIN]—yes, him, that’s the one—he tapped on the
desk and then he tapped his head, that’s what he did!
You told him to take care of my case, and all he’s done is
be sarcastic and insult me. I’m a weak, defenceless woman,
your Honour . .

SHIPUCHIN: Very good, madam, I will look into the matter
at the first opportunity. Only go away. Come back later.
[Aside] 1 can feel the gout coming on.

HiIrIN: [Goes quietly up to SHIPUCHIN] Andrey Andreyitch,
send for the guard. Have him throw her out on her ear.
How long can we take it?

SHipucHIN: [Alarmed] Good God, no, no! She’ll start
screaming and everyone in the building will know about it.

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Your Honour . . .

HIrIN: [In a tearful voice] But I have to finish the report.
I won’t get it done on time! [Goes back to his desk] 1
give up.

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Your Honour, when do I get the money?
I need it right away.

SHIPUCHIN: [Aside, with indignation] The most horrible,
repulsive hag I've ever . . . [To MRs. MERCHUTKIN, softly]
I have already informed you, madam, that this is a Bank,
a private enterprise.

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Don’t be cruel, your Honour. Be a
father to me. If the medical certificate isn’t enough I'll
get an afhidavit from the police. Tell them to give me the
money!

SHipucHIN: [Worn out] Ooof!

TatiaNA: But, my dear woman, really, you're the strangest
person. They’ve already told you that you’re only in the
way. You shouldn’t go round bothering people.

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Lady, you tell them. No one will help me.
Not even eating and drinking mean anything to me any
more. I didn’t even enjoy my coffee this morning.

SHIPUCHIN: [Exhausted] All right! How much do you want?
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MRrs. MERCHUTKIN: Twenty-four rubles and thirty-six
kopecks.

SmipucHIN: Very well. [Takes the money out of his wallet]
There’s twenty-five rubles. Keep the change, and get
out of here!

[HIRIN coughs angrily]

MRs. MERCHUTKIN : [Hiding the money] Oh, thank you kindly,
your Honour. Thank you. [Shestartsout, but stops at the door]

TATIANA: [Sitting on SHIPUCHIN’S desk] I really ought to be
going. [Looks at her watch] Oh, but I didn’t finish telling
you. It'll just take a minute, then I'll go. It was horrible!
At the Berezhnitskys! Oh, the party was all right, so-so,
but nothing special. Naturally, Katya’s admirer,
Grendilevsky, was there, but I'd had a talk with Katya.
I cried a little, and told her off, and she agrced to have it
out with Grendilevsky at the party. So, she told him ‘No,’
and I thought: Well, that’s that, Mama’s happy, Katya’s
saved, maybe I can begin to have a little fun. But what
do you think happened? Katya and I were walking in the
garden when suddenly . . . All of a sudden we heard
a—shot! [Excited] Just the thought of it upscts me. [Fans
herself with her handkerchief] It’s all I can do to tell you
about it.

SuipucHIN: [Sighs] Ohhh . . .

TaTiaNa: [Weeping] We ran to the summer house, and there
. . . there was poor Grendilevsky . . . stretched out on the
ground . . . with a pistol in his hand!

SHipucniN: I can’t stand it! I can’t stand it another minute!
[Sees MRrs. MercHUTKIN] What do you want now?

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: What about my husband’s job, your
Honour? Can hc have it back?

TAaTIANA: [Weeping] le'd aimed straight at his heart. Here!
Katya fainted dcad away, the poor creaturc! And he
almost died of fright. He just lay there, white as a sheet,
and asked us to get a doctor. Then the doctor came . . .
and saved the poor creature’s life . . .
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MRs. MERCHUTKIN: Can’t my husband have his job back,
your Honour?

SHIPUCHIN: No! I can’t stand it, I can’t stand it! [Breaks
down, weeping] 1 just can't take it any longer. [Holds out
both hands to HIRIN, imploringly] Get rid of her! Get her
out of here! Help me!

HirIN: [Goes to TaTianNa] Get out of here!

SHirpUCHIN: Not her! The other one! That monster, there!
[Pointing to MRs. MERCHUTKIN]

HiRrIN: [Not understanding. To TaTiaANA] Get out! Get out!
Get out! [Stamping. Advancing]

TaTiaNA: What? What do you mean? Really, you're the
strangest person! Have you gone mad?

SHIPUCHIN: [Oblizious] This is awful! I'll have a break-
down! Get rid of her! Kick her out!

HirIN: Get out of here! I'll break every bone in your body!
I’ll cripple you for life! I'll commit a crime!

[TATIANA runs away from him. He chases her]

TatiaNna: How dare you, you crazy fool! [Shouts] Andrey!
Help! Andrey! [Screams]

SHIPUCHIN: [Chasing after them] Stop it! Stop it! Let her
alone! For God’s sake, shut up! Stop yelling! Think of
our reputation!

HIRrIN: [Starts chasing MRs. MERCHUTKIN] Get out! Get out!
Catch her! Beat her up! Cut her throat!

SHIPUCHIN: [Shouting] Stop shouting! Please, please, for
God’s sake, cut it out!

Mgs. MERCHUTKIN: Holy saints in heaven! Holy saints!
[Squealing] Holy saints alive!

TAaTIANA: [Screaming] Help, help! Save me! I'm going to
faint! I’'m going to faint!

[Jumps on a chair, then falls on a sofa, moaning)

HiriN: [Chasing MRs. MERCHUTKIN] Let me at her. Kill her!
Kill her! Smash her to pieces! Chop her to bits!

[A loud knocking at the door. A wvoice: ‘A delegation
from the Board of Directors’]
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SHIpucHIN: Delegation . . . reputation . . . situation . . .

HirIN: Get out! All of you, you damned females! [Rolling
up his sleeves] Let me at ’em! I'm going to commit a
crime!

[The delegation enters, three formally dressed gentlemen.
One holds the leather bound ‘little speech,” another a silver
tankard. TATIANA is still moaning, her face buried in the
couch. MRs. MERCHUTKIN has leaped into SHIPUCHIN'S
arms, also moaning. He drops her and sinks into his desk
chair. HIRIN freeses, and then tries to efface himself :
rolls down his sleeves, smiles)

ONE oF THE DIRECTORS: [Reads aloud] To the honourable
and most respected Andrey Andreyevitch Shipuchin: To
cast a retrospective glance at the history of this financial
institution of ours, and review its steady expansion in the
mind’s eye, is to glow with extreme satisfaction. In its
early struggle for existence, lack of capital, and failure to
develop a satisfactory volume of business compelled us to
heed Hamlet’s profound question: “To be or not to be?’
Voices of defeatism proposed surrender and dissolution.
Then you assumed the presidency. Your wide knowledge,
your boundless energy, and your consummate tact have
resulted in extraordinary success, in uninterrupted expan-
sion. The dignity and reputation of the bank . . . [coughs]
. . . reputation of the bank . ..

MRs. MERCHUTKIN: [Moaning] Ohh, ohhh . ..

TaTiANA: [Moaning] Water! Water!

THE DIRecToR: [Continuing] . . . reputation of the bank has
been elevated to such a pinnacle that our financial institu-
tion can now regard itself as the equal of any bank here
or abroad . . .

SHipucr'IN: [Completely gone] Reputation . . . delegation

. . situation . . . “Tell me not in mournful numbers life
is but an empty dream ...’

Director: [Continuing in confusion] Then, as we proudly
survey the present situation with an objectivc eye, we feel,
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most honourable and highly respected Andrey Andreye-
vitch, that . . . [To the others] Perhaps we'd better come
back later . . . Yes, later, much later . . .

They leave in confusion. HIRIN bows, closes the door, and
resumes his pursuit of the women, who scream, at the

CURTAIN
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