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Rhinoceros

ACT I
SCENE I

[Cue 1. House lights fade. Church bells, etc.]
ScENE: 4 squere in a small French provincial town. Mid-
day on a Sunday in Summer. U. L. C. i the Grocer’s
house, ground floor and one storey. On the ground
floor there is the shop window with the glass-pen-
elled door 1. of it. The word “EPICERIE” is written
in bold letters above the shop window. The two win-
dows on the first floor are the living-room of the
Grocer and his wife. The upstoge window is prac-
tical and there is access to it inside the house. U. C,,
there is a little street in perspective, Slightly at an
angle R. is the entrance to the café. There is one
storey with a window over the café. In front of
the café, over the tables, is a striped awning. A typi-
cal French “pissoir” is c. Two dusty trees are U. R.
and 1. There is an expanse of blue sky, the light is
harsh and the buildings have very white walls. Two
café tables, each with chairs U. ®. and U. L. of them,
stand 1. c. and . R. C. A third table, with a potted
plant, stands at the Downstage side of the café
entrance, and two small tables are inside the en-
trance. A menu board leans against the table R.

AT Rise: The WAITRESS is at the table r. c,, adjusting
the cloth. She takes an ashtray from the chair v. L. of
the table and puts it on the center of the table. The
GROCER'S WIFE is at the door of her shop, sweeping
the floor, After a moment, the HOUSEWIFE enters U.
R., carrying a basket of provisions on one arm and
a cat under the other. She is aboul to go U, L., sees
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6 RHINOCEROS ACT I

the GROCER'S WIFE, turns Downstage, crosses and
exits D. L.

Grocer’s Wire. Oh, that woman gets on my herves.
(Over her shoulder to her husband in the shop.) Too
stuck-up to buy from us nowadays.

(The GrocER’s WIFE exits to the shop. The WAITRESS
exits to the café. BERENGER enters », L. He is un-
shaven and hatless, is without his tie, and has un-
kempt hair and creased clothes; everything about
him indicates negligence. He seems weary and half-
asleep and yawns from time to time. JEAN enters U.
r. He is very Jastidiously dressed in a brown suit,
red tie, stiff collar and a brown hat. He has a reddish
face. His shoes are yellow and well polished. He
wears gloves and carries a cane.) |[Fade Sound.]

Jean, (Crossing briskly to c.) Oh, so you managed
to get here at last, Berenger.

BrrENGER. (Wandering to L. of JEaN; looking off L.
over his left shoulder.) Morning, Jean,

Jean. Late as usual, of course. (He looks at his wrist-
watckh.) Our appointment was for eleven-thirty. And
now it’s practically mid-day. ,

BerENGER. I'm sorry. Have you been waiting long?

Jean (Removing his gloves.) No, I've only just ar-
rived myself, as you saw. _

BerENGER. In that case I don’t feel so bad, if you've
only just . . . |

JEAN (Crossing to the table ®. c.) It’s different with
me. (He flicks the dust from the chair U. R. of the table
with his gloves and sits.) 1 don’t like waiting; I've no
time to waste. And as you’re never on time, I come late
on purpose—at a time when I presume you'll be there,
(He taps the chair U. L. of the table with his cane for
BERENGER to $it,)
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BERENGER, (Crossing to the table r. c.) You're right
—quite right, but . . .

JEaN. Now don’t try to pretend you're ever on time.

BERENGER. (Sitting U. L. of the table r. c.) No, of
course not—I wouldn’t say that.

Jean. There you are, you seel

BrrencGER. What are you drinking?

Jean. You mean to say you've got a thirst even at this
time in the morning? '

BERENGER, It’s so hot and dry,

Jean. The more you drink the thirstier you get—popu-
lar science tells us that . ..

BERENGER. (Scratching his stomach.) It would be less
dry, and we'd be less thirsty, if they’d invent us some
scientific clouds in the sky.

Jeaw. (Studying BERENGER closely.) That wouldn’t
help you any. You're not thirsty for water, Berenger.

BERENGER. I don’t understand what you mean.

Jean, You kiow perfectly well what I mean. I'm talk-
ing about your parched throat. That’s a territory that
can't get enough. (He laughs loudly.)

BERENGER. To compare my throat to a piece of land
seems—

JEaN, (Interrupting.) You're in a bad way, my friend.

BrrENGER. In a bad way? You think so?

Jean. I'm not blind, you know. You're dropping with
fatigue. You've gone without your sleep again, you yawn
all the time, you're dead tired . ..

BErRENGER. My head feels a bit thick.

JeAN, You reek of alcohol.

BrreEncer. I have got a bit of a hang-over, it’s true.

Jean. It’s the same every Sunday morning—not to
mention the other days of the week.

BrreNGER. Oh, no, it’s less frequent during the week,
because of the office.

JeaN. And what’s happened to your tie? Lost it dur-
ing your orgy, I suppose,

BERENGER. (Putting his hand to his neck.) You're
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right. That’s funny. Whéteve)
Jean, (Taking a tie from. ¥
one on. (He hands the tie 'ty Bemp
BereNGER., Oh, thank you, that
with the tie.) y
Jean. Your hair’s all over theigilace; {BERENGER 7455
his fingers through lis hair. JEasttakesia pocket comb
and mirror from his pocket.) Here—here's a comb,
BereNGER, (Taking the comb.) Thank you. (He
vaguely combs his hair. )
Jean. You haven't even shaved. Just take a look at
yourself. (He kands the mirror to BERENGER.)
BErRENGER, (He looks at himself in the mirror, then
puts out his tongue end examines il.) My tongue's all
coated. (He returns the comb to JEAN.)
Jean, T'm not surprised. (He pockels the comb.)
You're heading for cirrhosis, my friend,

ACT 1

ifaye done with it?
ety Here, put this

nd. (He fiddles

(BEcENGER, still looking in the mirror, holds out the
tie which JEAN takes.)

BERENGER. (Worried.) Do you think s0?

Jean, (Taking the mirror from BERENGER.) Keep the
tie, I've got plenty more. (He returns the tie to BEr-
"ENGER, looks admiringly at himself in the mirror, then
puts it in his pocket.)

BErENCER. (He puts the tie around his neck, fiddles
with it, but does not succeed in fixing it. After a pause;
admiringly.} You always look so immaculate.

Jean, (Continuing his inspection of BerencER.) Your
clothes are all crumpled, they’re a disgrace. Your shirt
is downright filthy, and your shoes , . . (He rises, stands
above the table end leans over if. BERENGCER fries to hide
his feet under the gable.) Your shoes haven’t been
touched, What a mess you're in. And look at your
shoulders . . .

BERENGER. (Facing Jront and putting kis hands to his
shoulders.) What’s the matter with my shoulders?
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Jean, Turn round, Come on, turn round. (BERENGER
turns kis back om JEAN.) You've been leaning against
some wall. (BERENGER holds his hand out docilely to
Jean.) No, I haven't got a brush with me; it would make
my pockets bulge, (BERENGER, still docile, flicks his
shoulders o get rid of the white dust. JEAN crosses above
BERENGER and stands below the table 1. c.) Heavens!
Where did you get all that from?

BerReENGER. I don’t remember,

Jean, It's a positive disgrace! I feel ashamed to be
your friend. |

BerencER, You're very hard on me,

JeAN. T've every reason to be. ,

BerenGER. Listen, Jean. There are so few distractions
in this town—I get so bored, I’m not made for the work
I'm doing—every day at the office, eight hours a day—
and only three weeks’ holiday a year. When Saturday
night comes round I feel exhausted and so—you know
how it is—just to relax . . .

Jean, My dear man, everybody has to work. I spend
eight hours a day in the office the same as everyone else.
And T only get three weeks off a year, but even so you
don’t catch me . . . (He mimes a splendid golf stroke
with his cane.) Will-power, my good manl|

BerENGER. But everybody hasn’t got as much will-
power as you have. I can’t get used to it. I just can’t get
- used to life. _

JeaN. Everybody has to get used to it. (He moves to L.
of BERENGER.) Or do you consider yourself some superior
being?

BrereNGER. I don’t pretend to be . . .

JeaN. (Interrupting.) I'm just as good as you are; 1
think with all due modesty I may say I'm better. (He
emphasizes by tapping.) The superior man is the man
who fulfills his duty.

BERENGER, What duty?

Jeaw: His duty—his duty as an employee, for ex-
nmple, (He moves above the table r. C.)
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BrrenceR, (Fixing M %ig duty as an
employee. (He gives o loud Delchyi =i
JeaN. Where did your ‘Gedal last night?
(He sits ®. of the table g€ # pemember.
BrrENGER. We weré fElebrating "Augt ste’s birthday,
our friend Auguste— v cowh AT
TeaN, Our friend Auguste? Nobody:inwited me to OUr
sriend Auguste’s birthday. [Cue 2. Rkino charge.]

(At this moment & agise is heard, far off, but swiftly ap-
proacking, of @ BEAST panting in 15 headlong
course, and of a tong TRUMPETING.)

BErENGER, 1 couldn’t refuse. It wouldn’t have been
nice. :
Jean, Did I go there?
RereNGER. Well, perhaps it was because you weren't

invited.

(The WAITRESS eniers from the café and stands above
the table r. C. between JEAN and BERENGER.)

WarTrEsS. Good morning, gentlemen, Can 1 get you
something to drink?

(The NOISE becomes very loud.)

Jean. (To BERENGER; almost shouting fo make him-
self heard above the NOISE of which he has not become
conscious.) True, I was not invited. That honour was de-
nied me. But in any case, I can assure youl -that aven i
1 had been invited, I would not have gang; beeause—
(The NOISE becomes intense.) What's goin a7 (The
snoise of a powerful, heavy ANIMAL, gallpp 7
speed, and panting, is heard very close.) W

WartrEss. Whatever is it?
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anything at all, replies tranguilly to JEaAN about the
invitation; his lips move but one does not hear whal
ke says. The following episode must be played very
fast, each repeating in swift succession “Oh, a rhi-
noceros.”” JEAN bounds to his feet, knocking his chair
over as he does so, looks off L. and points, whilst
BERENGER, still a little dopey, remains seated.)

JEAn, Oh, a rhinoceros!

(The noise made by the ANIM AL dies away swiftly end
pne can ealready hear the following words. The
GroCER’S WIFE enfers from the shop, leaving the
‘door open, moves L. ¢, and looks off L.)

Wartress, (Looking off L.) Oh, a rhinoceros!
Grocer’s Wire. Oh, a rhinoceros! (She calls into the
skop.} Quick, come and look; it’s a rhinoceros!

(They are ALL looking off L. after the animal.)

.JEAN. (Crossing down 1, and looking c;ﬁ.) It’s rushing
straight ahead, brushing up against the shop windows.

(The GROCER enters jrom the shop and looks off L.)

WarTress, (Putting her hands on her Rips.y Well !l
Grocer, Oh, a rhinoceros!
Housewire. (Of 1.) Ohl

(The LoGiCIAN enfers quickly up r. and crosses to L. of
the WAITRESS. He has a little grey moustache and
an eyeglass and is wearing ¢ straw hat.)

LociciaN. (Looking off L.) A rhinoceros going full-tilt
on the opposite pavement, [Sound loud.]

(The HOUSEWIRE rums on L., carrying ker basket and cat.
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[Sound fading slowin.| -
The OLD GENTLEMAIN 3
gantly dressed, with wWhite spats, B-soft hat and an
svory-handled cane: The ' {HUSEWIFE, as she runs L.
c., bumps into the OLD GENTLEMAN and drops her
basket. The contents scatter over the ground, but

 she does not drop her cat. The OLD GENTLEMAN
bumps from the HOUSEWIFE into the GROCER end
his Wipx. Cries of “Ok” and “AR’ and the sounds
of PEOPLE RUNNING are heard off L.) -

down L. He is ele-

HousEwire. Ahl Ohl (Ske sits r. of the table L. C.
and strokes the cat.) |

(The Cart PROPRIETOR gnlefs from the café and moves
to ». of the WAITRESS, BERENGER remains apa-

thetically seated.)

PropRIETOR, What's going on?

Orp GentLEMaN. {To the GROCER and his WIFE.)
Excuse me, please,

Grocer’s WirE. (Jostled and jostling her HUSBAND;
to the OLp GENTLEMAN.) Watch out with that stick!

Grocer. Look where you're going, can’t youl

ProPRIETOR. What's going on?

warTress. (To the PROPRIETOR.) A rhinoceros!

PropriETOR. You're seeing things. (He looks off L.)
Well, I'll be . ., !

Housswire, Ahl (Ske soothes the cat.) There, they
frightened the poor pussy. [Sound out.]

(The NOISES fade.)

Proprieror. Well, of all things. (He picks up the
fallen chair and puts it ®. of the table r. C.)
Jean, Well, of all things! W




ACT ¥ RHINOCEROS 13

Housewire, Well, of all things!

GROCER.

Grocer’s WIFE, (Together.) Well, of all things!

OLD GENTLEMAN.

JEan. Well, of all things! (7o BrrencER.) Did you
see that? '

ALL. (Except BERENGER; together.) Well, of ali things.

(JEAN exits down L.)

BERENGER., It certainly looked as if it was a rhi-
noceros. It made plenty of dust. (He takes out his
handkerchief and blows his nose.) -

Housewire, Well, of all things! Gave me such a
scare. '

Grocer, (With a step towards the HousEwire,) Your
basket—and all your things.

(The OLp GENTLEMAN moves above the table L. c. and
gallaritly raises his hat to the Housewire, The
GroCeR’s WIFE crosses to r. of the GROCER.)

ProrrIETOR. Really, these days, you never know .

WarTRESS. Fancy that! i _

OLp GENTLEMAN. (Te the Housgwire.) May I help
you pick up your things?

Housewirt. Thank you, how very kind. (T'he OLp
GENTLEMAN leers at the Housewire.) Do put on your
hat. Oh, it gave me such a scare

Locician. Fear is an irrational thing. It must yield to
reason, |

Warrress, It’s already out of sight.

OrLp GENTLEMAN, (70 the HousEwire and indicating
the Locician.) My friend is a logician, (He moves be-
low the table L. c. and during the following speeches,
collects the scattered goods and puts them in the basket.)
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(JeAN enters . L. The HOUSEWIFE fises.)

Jean. (Speaking across to BERENGER,) Well, whbat did
you think of thate

‘WarTreSS. Those animals can certainly travel,

HousewirE, (Shaking kands with the 1.0GICIAN,) Very
happy to meet you.

Grocer’s WirE. (70 the Grocer.) That'll teach her to
buy her things from somebody else,

Jean. (To the ProprieToR end the Walrress.) What
did you think of that?

Housewirg. (1o the Locician.) I still didn’t let my
cat go. |

PROPRIETOR, (Shrugging.) You don't often see that.

Housewire. (Holding out the cat to the 1.OGICIAN.)
Would you hold him a moment.

Wartress. (7o Jean.) First time I've seen that!

(The LOGICIAN removes his straw hat and takes the cat
in it.)

Locician, It’s not spiteful, is it?

ProrrieTor, (Lo Jran.) Went past like a rocket.

Housewire. (Te the Locician.) He wouldn’t hurt a
fly. (Ske turns to the Grocer.) What happened to my
wine? :

Grocer, (Crossing to R, of ks Wire,) I've got plenty
more,

Jean. Well, Berenger, what did you think of that?

Grocer. (T'o the HousEwirk.) And good stuff, too.

PROPRIETOR. {70 the WaITrRESS.) Don’t hang about.
(He indicates BERENGER and JEan.) Look after these
gentlemen, (T'%e PROPRIETOR exils to the café.)

BERENGER. (T¢ JeEan.) What did I think of what?

Grocer’s WirE. (7o the Grocer.) Go and get her
another bottle,

JEan, (7o BereNcER,) Of the rhinoceros, of course,
What did you think I meant?
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GRrocer. (T'0 the HousEwrre.) I've got some first-class
w;zine, in unbreakable bottles. (The GROCER exils to the
srop.)

Locician. (Stroking the cat.) Puss, puss, puss.

Warrress, (Moving to wr. of BERENGER.) What are
you drinking?

BERENGER. Cognac.

Warrress. Two cognac—right. (She goes to the café
entrance.) |

Housewrre. (Moving to the OLdb GENTLEMAN D, L.)
Very kind of you, I’m sure. '

Wartrress, Two cognac. (The WAITRESS exits fo the
café. ) |

Orp GENTLEMAN, (To the HousEwire,) Oh, please
don’t mention it, it’s a pleasure,

(The GrOCER’S WIFE exits to the shop. The HoUusEWIFE
puts the basket on the table v.. ¢, and sorts out the
conbents, putting some leeks on the top.)

LocicianN. Replace them jn an orderly fashion.

JEAN. (Crossing and sitting ®. of the table . C.; to
BereNGER.) Well, what did you think about it?

BERENGER. (Not knowing what to say.) Well—noth-
ing—it made a lot of dust.

(The GROCER enters from the shop with a botile of wine
and crosses to the table 1. c.)

GROCER. (Seeing the leeks ironically to the House-
WIFE.} I've some good leeks, as well,

LOGICIAN. (Stroking the cat.) Puss, puss, puss.

GROCER. (Putting the bottle in the basket.) It’s a hun-
dred francs a litre.

(The HousewIrE fakes g hundred-franc note from ke
pocket and pays the GROCER.)
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HousEwIre. (Crossing to the OLD GenTLEMAN.) Ob,
you are kind. Such a pleasure to come across the old
French courtesy. Not like the young people today.

GrOCER. (Crossing to the shop door.) You should buy
from.me. You.wouldn’t even have to cxoss the street, and
you wouldn’t run:the risk of these accidents. (Tke Gro-
CER exits to-the shop.) o |

JeaN, (Still thinking of the rhinoceros; Lo BERENGER. )
But you must admit-it’s .extraordinary.

OLp GENTLEMAN. (He raises his hat and kisses the
‘Hovusewire's hand.) It was a great pleasure to meet
you.

Housewirs. (Crossing to the Logician,) Thank you
very much for holding my cat. (She takes the cab from
him.) ' -

WalrtrEss. (Enters from the café carrying a tray with
two cognacs; putting the drinks on the table r, C.} Two
Cognacs. | .

JeaN. (To BERENGER.} You're incorrigible!

(The HOUSEWIFE picks up her basket and crosses £0 L.
The WarTRESS exils o the café.)

Orp GentLEMAN. (To the HouseEwIFE.) May 1 accom-
pany you part of the way? |

BERENGER. (T'0 JEAN.) { asked for mineral water.
She’s made a mistake. (JEAN, scornful and disbelieving,
shrugs his shoulders.)

Housewire. (To the OLD GENTLEMAN.) My husband’s
waiting for me, thank you. Perhaps some other time . . .

OLp GENTLEMAN. I sincerely hope so, madarne,

HousewirE. So do L.

(The HOUSEWIFE gives the OLp GENTLEMAN a sweet
‘look and exits L. The Orp GENTLEMAN follows her
for a step or two. The LoGICIAN mouves below the
table L. C)) |
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BerenGEr. The dust’s settled, (Jean shrugs his
shoulders.)

OLp GENTLEMAN, ( Turning to the Locician.) Delight-
ful creature, |

JeaN. (To BERENGER.) A rhinoceros! T can’t get over
it.

OLp GENTLEMAN. (After casting a last fond look off
r.} Charming, isn'’t she?

LociciaN. (Moving to m. of the OLD GENTLEMAN.)
I'm going to explain to you what a syllogism is.

OLp GENTLEMAN. Ah, yes, a syllogism,

jEan. (To BERENGER.) I can’t get over itl It’s un-
thinkable! (BERENGER yawns, )
© LociciaN, (Crossing to L. of the OLD GENTLEMAN.)
A syllogism consists of a main proposition, a secondary
one, and a conclusion,

OLp GENTLEMAN, What conclusion?

(T'he Locrcian exits ». L, The OLD GENTLEMAN follows
fim off.) |

Jean. I just can’t get over itl

BERENGER. Yes, I can see you can’t, Well, it was a
rhincceros—all right, so it was a rhinoceros. It’s miles
away by now——miles away. |

Jean, But you must see it's fantastic! A rhinoceros
loose in the town, and you don’t bat an eyelid. It
shouldn’t be altowed. (BERENGER yawns.) Put your hand
in front of your mouth,

BERENGER. Yais—yais—it shouldn’t be allowed. It’s
dangerous. I hadn’t realized. But don’t worry about it,
it won’t get us here,

Jean, We ought to protest to the Town Council, What's
the Council there for?

BERENGER. (He yawns, then quickly puts his hand to
his mouth.y Oh, excuse me. (He rises and moves L. C.;
trying to wake up.) Perbaps the rhinoceros escaped from

the Zoo,
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JeaN, You're day-dreaming.

BERENGER. But I'm wide awake.

Jean, Awake or asleep, it’s the same thing.

BERENGER. But there is some difference.

Jean. That’s not the point.

BERENGER. But you just said being awake and being
asleep were the same thing . . .

Jean. You didn’t understand. There’'s no difference
between dreaming awake and dreaming asleep.

Brrencer. (Wandering U. L.) 1 do dream. Life is a
dream, '

Jran, You're certainly dreaming when you say the
vhinoceros escaped from the Z0o—

BERENGER. 1 only said—perhaps.

Jean. —because there’s been no Zoo in our town since
the animals were destroyed in the plague—ages ago.

BrrENGER. (With the same indifference.) Then per-
haps it came from a circus. (He goes into the pissoir.)

JeaN, What circus are you talking about?

BereNcEr. I don’t know—-some travelling circus.

Jean. You know perfectly well that the Council banned
all travelling performers from the district. There haven’t
been any since we were children.

BerENGER. (He comes from the pissoir and moves
p, C., trying unsuccessfully to stop yawning.) In that
case, maybe it’s been hiding ever since in the surround-
ing swamps. E

Jean, The surrounding swamps! The surrounding
swamps! My poor friend, you live in a thick haze of
alcohol. |

BerENGER. (Naively.) That's very true. (He feels his
stomach. Morosely.) 1t seems to mount from my stomach.

Jean. It's clouding your brain. Where do you know of
any surrounding swamps? Our district is known as “‘Little
Castille,” because the land is so arid.

BRRENGER. (Surfeited and pretty weary.) How do I
know, then? Perhaps ‘s heen hiding under a stone. Or
maybe it’s been nesting on some withered branch.
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Jean. If you think you're being witty, you're very
much mistaken. You're just being a bore with—with
your stupid paradoxes. You're incapable of talking seri-
ously.

BERENGER. (Moving and sitting 1. of the table r. C.)
Today, yes, only today-—because of—because of . . .
(He indicates his head with a vague gesture.)

JeaN. Today’s the same as any other day.

BerENGER. Oh, not quite as much.

JeaN. Your witticisms are not very inspired.

BERENGER. 1 wasn't trying to be . .,

JEAN, (Interrupting.) 1 ¢an’t bear people to try and
make fun of me. | -

BERENGER. (With his hand over his heart.) But, my
dear Jean, I'd never allow myself to . ..

Jean. (Interrupting.) My dear Berenger, you are al-
lowing yourself . . . |

BERENGER. Oh, no, never. I'd never allow myself to.

Jran. Yes, you would; you've just done so.

BERENGER, But how could you possibly think . . . ?

Jean. (Interrupting.) 1 think what is true.

BERENGER. But I assure you, . . _

Jean. (Inberrupting.) That you were making fun of
me.

BreRENGER. You really can be obstinate, sometimes.

JeAN. And now you’re calling me a mule, into the
bargain. Even you must see how insulting you're being.

BrRENGER, It would never have entered my mind.

JeaN. You have no mind.

BerencER. All the more reason why it would never
enter it. ,

Jean, There are certain things which enter the minds
of even people without them.

BrereNGER. That’s impossible,

JeaN. And why, pray, is it impossible?

BERENGER. Because it’s impossible. |

Jean. Then kindly explain to me why it’s impossible,
as you seem o imagine you can explain everything.
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BERENGER. I don’t imagine anything of the kind.

Jean. Then why do you act as if you do? And, I re-
peat, why are you being so insulting to me?

BERENGER. I’'m not insulting you. Far from it. You
know what tremendous respect 1 have for you.

Jean. In that case, why do you contradict me, making
out that it’s not dangerous to let a rhinoceros go racing
about in the middle of the town—particularly on a Sun-
day morning when the streets are full of children—and
adults, too? -

RerENGER. A lot of them are in church, They don’t
run any risk— _

JEAN. (Interrupting.) If you will allow me to finish—
and at market time, too, '

BERENGER. (After a pause.) 1 never said it wasn’t

dangerous to let a rhinoceros go racing about the town.
I simply said I'd personally never considered the danger.
It had never crossed my mind. '

Jean. You never consider anything.

Berencer. All right, T agree. A rhinoceros roaming
about is not a good thing.

Jean. It shouldn’t be allowed.

BERENGER. I agree. It shouldn’t be allowed. It’s ridicu-
lous. But it’s no reason for you and me to quarrel. (He
vises and looks off L.) Why go on at me just because
come wretched perissodactyl happens to pass by? A
stupid quadruped not worth talking about. And ferocious
into the bargain. And which has already disappeared—
which doesn’t exist any longer. (He moves above the
table = C. and picks up his drink.) Let’s talk about
something else, Jean, please. (He yawns.) There are
plenty of other subjects for conversation. (He raises his
glass.) To you. :

Jean. (Putting his cane over BERENGER’S arm.) Put
that glass back on the table. You're not to drink it. (e
tokes a large drink [rom kis own glass, then puts the
glass half-empty on the table.)
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(BERENGER continues to hold his glass, without putting
it down, and without daring to drink from it either.
Daisy, a young blond typist, enters U. L. and goes
into the shop where she is seen talking to the Gro-
CER and Mus WIFE.)

BeReENGER. (Timidly.) There’s no point in leaving it
for the proprietor. (He raises kis glass to his lips.)

Jean, Put it down, I tell you,

BEeRENGER. Very well, (DA1sY, in the shop, laughs. Her
laugh is recognized by BERENGER who turns abruptly and
spills kis drink over JEAN’S trousers.) Oh, there’s Daisy.
(He puts the glass on the table.)

JEAN. (Rising.) Look out! (He crosses to C. and wipes
kis trousers with his handkerchief.) How clumsy you are!

BERENGER. That’s Daisy—I'm so sorry— (He hides .
of the pissoir.) T don’t'want her to see me in this state.

Jean. Your behaviour’s unforgivable, absolutely un-
forgivable. (DAISY comes: from the shop and extts D, L.
He looks after Daisy.) Why are you afraid of that young
girl? |
BeReNGER, {Running to r. of JEan.) Oh, be quiet,
please be quiet.

Jean. She doesn’t look an unpleasant person.

BERENGER. (Kneeling and wiping JEAN'S frousers with
his handkerchief.) T must apologize once more for—

Jean. You see what comes of drinking—you can no
longer control your movements, you've no strength left
in your hands, you're besotted and fagged out. (He moves
a step or two L. After a pause.) You're digging your own
grave, my friend, you're destroying yourself.

(There is a pause, BERENGER rises and wanders D; R.
JEAN leans on the table L. C.) :

BeRENGER, I don’t like the taste of alcohol much, (He
moves above the table r. ¢) And yet if 1 don’t drink,
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I'm done for; it's as if T'm frightened, and 80 I drink
ot to be frightened any longer.

JEAN. Frightened of what?

BrrencER. (Moving D. L. of the table R. c.) I dont
know exactly. It’s a sort of anguish difficult to describe.
1 feel out of place in life, among people, and so I take to
drink. That calms me down and relaxes me SO 1 can
forget. .

Jean. You try to escape from yourself,

BERENGER. (Sitting L. of the table ®, ¢.) I'm so tired.
T've been tired for years. It's exhausting to drag the
weight of my own body about.

Jran. That’s alcoholic neurasthenia, drinker’s gloom,

BERENGER. I’m conscious of my body all the time, as
if it were made of lead, or as if 1 were carrying another
man around on my back. I can’t seem to get used to my-
self. T don’t even know if 1 am me. Then as soon as 1
take a drink, the lead slips away and I recognize myself,
I become me again. | : |

(The Orp GENTLEMAN and the LociCianN enter D. L.
deep in talk.) '

]EAN: That’s being fanciful. Look at rhe, Berenger, 1
_weigh more than you do. And yet I feel light, light as
5 feather, (He afrily raises his cane.)

Locician. (To the OLD GENTLEMAN.) An e%ample of -

syllogism~—(JEAN burns, bumps into the OLD (GENTLE-

AN which precipitates him into the arms of the LogI- .

cian,) Ohl _ : - .
Orp GEnNTLEMAN. (To JEAN.) ook out! (Tke OLD

GENTLEMAN 'CroSses (anes with JEAN for & moment, then

turns to the LOGICIAN.) I'm so sorry.
(BERENGER rises.)

Jean. (To the OLD GENT'_LEMAN.)- I'm S0 sorry.
Loaician, (To the OLD GeNTLEMAN.) No-harm doneé.

DI e
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Orp GENTLEMAN. (To Jran.) No harm done.

(The OLp GENTLEMAN end the LOGICIAN move stowly
anti-clockwise round the pissoir. JEAN crosses to C.
BERENGER resumes his seat L. of the table ®. C.)

BerencERr. (To Jeaw.) Vou certainly are strong.

JraN. Yes, 'm strong. (He crosses and stands U. R. 0f
the table ». c.) I'm strong for several reasons. In the
first place T'm strong because I'm naturally strong—(He
goes iato- @ “Mr. Universe” pose.) and secondly I'm
strong because I have moral strength, (He sits R. of the
table r. ¢.) T'm also strong because I'm not riddled with
. aleohol. I don’t wish to offend you, my dear Berenger, but
I feel T must tell you that it’s alcohol which weighs so
heavy on you. (He takes out a nail file and files his
nails.)

(The OLp GENTLEMAN and the LOGICIAN stop R. of the
pissoir. The LOGICIAN is R. of the OLD GENTLEMAN. )

" Logician. (To the Orp GENTLEMAN.) Here is an ex-
ample of a syllogism. A cat has four paws. Isidore and
Fricot both have four paws. Therefore Isidore and Fricot
are cats.
Orp GewtLEMAN, My dog has got four paws,
LocIciaN, Then it’s a cat.

(The Op GENTLEMAN and the LOGICIAN #move D. c.)

BERENGER. (To JeaN.) T've barel'y got the strength to
go on living. Maybe 1 don’t even want to.

(The OLD GENTLEMAN pauses D. C., il decp reflection.
The LOGICIAN moves D. L. 6f the pissoir.)

OLp GENTLEMAN. (After a pause; to the LOGICIAN.)
So then logically speaking, my dog must be a cat?
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Locician. (Stopping for ¢ moment.) Logically, yes.
(He moves U, L. The QLo GENTLEMAN scuttles to catch
up with the Locician.) But the contrary is also true.
(The OLp GENTELMAN and the LOGICIAN pass above the
pissor to R. of it.) |

BereNGER. (To JEAN.) Solitude seems to Oppress me.
And so does the company of other people. |

Jean, You contradict yourself, What oppresses Fou—
splitude or the company of others? You consider your-
self a thinker, yet you're devoid of logic.

O1p GenTLEMAN, (To the Locician.) Logic is a very
beautiful thing.

‘LocIcIaN. As long as it is not abused.

(The OLD GENTLEMAN and the LOGICIAN cross D. L. c.)

BerenGER. (T0 JEAN.) Life is an abnormal business.

Jean. On the contrary, MNothing could be more natural,
and the proof is that people go on hiving.

BrrENGER. There are morée dead people than living.
And their numbers arc increasing. The living are getting
rarer.

Jean, The dead don’t exist, there’s no getting away
from that. (He gives a kuge laugh.) Yet you're oppressed
by them, too? How can you be oppressed by something
that doesn’t exist?

BERENGER. I sometimes wonder if I exist myself.

sAN. You don't exist, my dear Berenger, because you
don't think. Start thinking, then you will.

Locrcian, (7o the QLD GENTLEMAN,) Another syllo-
gism, All cats die. Socrates is dead. Therefore Socrates
15 a cat.

OLp GeNTLEMAN, And he's got four paws. That’s true.
T've got a cat named Socrates.

1.oc1ciaN. There you are, you See.

(The OLD GENTLEMAN and the LOGICIAN turn and pass
above the pissoir to R. 0f i)




ACT I RHINOCEROS 25

Jean. (To BERENGER.) Youw're just fooling yourself,
my dear chap. You say that life doesn’t interest you. And
yet there’s somebody who does. |

BERENGER, Who?

JeAN. Your little friend from the office who just went -
past. You're very fond of her. (He chuckles loudly.)

Orp GenTLEMAN. (To the Locician.) So Socrates was
a cat, was he?

(BERENGER reacts to the OLD GENTLEMAN'S line.)
LociciaN, Logic has just revealed the fact to wus.
(The OLD GENTLEMAN and the LOGICIAN ¢ross D. L. C.)

Jean, (To BERENGER.) You didn’t want her to see you
in your present state, (BERENGER makes a gesture.) That
proves you're not indifferent to everything. But how can
you expect Daisy to be attracted to a drunkard?

1.oG1CIAN. (To the OLp GENTLEMAN,) Let's get back
to our cats.

Orp GENTLEMAN. I'm all ears.

Berencer. (7o JEan.) In any case, I think she's al-
ready got her eye on someone. -

Jean. Oh, who? |

Brrencer. Dudard, An office colleague, qualified in
law, with a big future in the firm—and in Daisy’s affec-
tions. I can’t hope to compete with him.

LociciaN, (T'o the OLp GENTLEMAN,) The cat Isidore
has four paws.

Oro GentLEMAN, How do you know?

LociciaN. It’s stated in the hypothesis.

BERENGER, (To JEAN.) The Chief thinks a lot of him.
Whereas T've no future, I’ve no qualifications, I don’t
stand a chance. |

Owp GeNtLEMAN, (To the Locician,) Aht In the
hypothesis.
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Jran. (To BERENGER.) S0 you're giving up, just like
that?

BERENGER, What else can 1 do?

LogiciaN. (7o t¢he OLD GentLEMAN.) Fricot also has
four paws. So how many paws have Fricot and Isidore?

O1p GENTLEMAN. Separately or together?

Jean. (To BerENGER.) Life is 2 struggle, i
not to put up a fight. .

Locician. (To the Otp GeNTLEMAN.) Separately or
together— (7T'ke OLD CENTLEMAN moves up L. C., think-
ing.) —it all depends. o

BERENGER. (To JEAN.) What can I do? I've nothing to
put up a fight with. |

Jean. Then find yourself some weapons, 1y friend.

Orp GENTLEMAN. (Moving b0 R. of the LOGICIAN;
after painful reflection.) Eight—eight paws.

LocIcIAN. Logic involves mental arithmetic, you see,
- Orp GENTLEMAN, It certainly has many aspects.

BERENGER.. (T0 JEaN.) Where can I find the weapons?

Locician, (To the OLD CrNTLEMAN,) There aré no
fimits to logic.

Jran, (To BERENGER.) Within yourself, Through your
own will. '

BERENGER. What weapons?

Logician. (T'o the OLD GenTLEMAN,) U'm going to
show you. .

t’s -cowardly

(The LOGICIAN and the OLD GENTLEMAN cross to R. C.)

Jean. (To BereNGER.) The weapons of patience and
culture, the weapons of the mind. (BERENGER YaWns.}
Turn yourself into a keen and brilliant intellect. Get
yourself up to the mark,

BrrENGER, How do I get myself up to the mark?

LociciaN. (To the OLD GentLEMAN.) If T take two
paws away from these cats—how many does each have
left?

Orp GenTLEMAN, That’s not so easy.

SERER )
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BeEreNGER. (To Jeaw,) That’s not so easy.

LociciaN, (To the Orp GENTLEMAN.) On the con-
trary, it's simple,

O1p GENTLEMAN. It may be simple for you, but not
for me.

BERENGER. (T'¢ Jean.) It may be simple for you, but
not for me,

(The LocictaN and the QLD GENTLEMAN ¢ross &0 the
table L. C.)

LociciaN. (T'o the Op GenTLEMAN.) Come on, exer-
cise your mind., Concentrate, '
~ Jean. (To Bzrencir.) Come on, exercise your will.

Concentrate, |

OLD GeENTLEMAN, (Crossing to L. of the teble L. C.; to
the Locician.) I don’t see how.

BereNcER. (T'o Jeaw,) I really don’t see how.

LocrciaN. (T'o the OLp GENTLEMAN.) You have to be
told everything. . :
- Jean. (To BERENGER,) You have to be told every-

- thing. .

LogiciaN. (To the Oup GentrEMAN,) Take a sheet
of paper and calculate. (He sits r. of the teble L. C.) 1f
you take two paws from the two cats, how many paws
are left to each cat? -

OLp GENTLEMAN, (Sitting L. of the table x. c.} Just a
moment. (He takes a piece of paper and a pencil from
his pocket and calculales.) . :

JeaN. (To BErRENGER.) This is what you must do:
dress yourself properly, shave every day, put on a clean
shirt, B ' -

Berenger. The laundry’s so expensive. -

JeaN. Cut down on your drinking. This is the way to
come out— (As ke mentions the items of clothing he
points self-contentedly to his own.) wear a hat, a tie like
this, a well-tut coat, shoes well polished.
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Orp GentLEMAN. (T'0 the Locicran,) There are sev-
eral possible solutions.

Locician, Tell me.

BrreENcER. (70 Jean.) Then what do I do? Tell me.

LociciaN, (To the OLD GENTLEMAN.) I'm listening.

BERENGER. (T'0 JEAN.) I'm listening.

Jean. You're a {imid creature, but not without talent.

RBereNGER. I've got talent, mer?

~ Jean. So use it. Put yourself in ‘the, picture. Keep
abreast of the cultural and literary events of the times.

Orp GenTLEMAN. (To the Logrcian.) One possibility
is: one cat could have four paws and the other two.

BrereNGER. (To Jeaw.) I get 80 little spare time.

Locician. (To the OLD GenTLEMAN.) You're not
without talent. You just needed to exercise it.

Jean, (To BrrENGER.) Take advantage of what free
time you do have. Don't just let yourself drift.

Orp GenTLEMAN. (T'0 the Locician.) T've never had
the time. I was an official, you know.,

LocICIAN. One can always find time to leamn.

Jean. (To BERENGER.) One can always find time,

BERENGER. It’s too late now.

Orp GenrieMan. (To the Locician.) It’s a bit late in
the day for me.

Jean. (To BERENGER.) It’s never too late.

Locician. (Te the OLD CENTLEMAN.) It’s never oo
late.

Jean. (To BERENGER.) You work eight hours a day,
like me and everyhody else, but not on Sundays, nor in
the evening, nor for three weeks in the Summer. That’s
quite sufficient, with a little method,

LogiciaN. (To the Oup GenTLEMAN.) Well, what
about the other solutions? Use a little method, 2 little
method. (The OLD GENTLEMAN calculates.)

Jean, (To BERENGER.) Look, instead of drinking and
feeling sick, isn’t it better to be fresh and eager, even at
work? And you can spend your free time constructively.

BeRENGER, Fow do you mean?
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Jean, By visiting museums, reading literary periodi-
cals, going to lectures. That’ll solve your troubles, it will
develop your mind. In four weeks you'll be a cultured
man,

BERENGER, You're right!

OLp GeNTLEMAN, (To the Locician.) There could be
one cat with five paws—

JEAN, (T'o BEmENGER.) You see, you even think so
yourself,

OLp GENTLEMAN, —and one cat with one paw. But
would they still be cats, then?

Locician. Why notr -

JeaN. (To BERENGER.) Instead of squandering all your
spare money on drink, isn’t it better to buy a ticket for
an interesting play? Do you know anything about the
avani-garde theatre there’s so much talk about? Have
you seen lonesco’s plays?

'BerENGER. Unfortunately no, I've only heard people
talk about them. |

Orp GeNTLEMAN. (To the Locician.) By taking two
of the eight paws away from the two cats—

JeaN, (To BEReENGER.) There’s one playing now. Take
advantage of it,

Orp GENTLEMAN. —we could have one cat with six
pAWS—

BERENGER. {T'0 JEaN.) It would be an excellent initia-
tion into the artistic life of our times.

Orp GENTLEMAN. ——we could have one cat with no
paws at all.

BrreNGER. (T'0 JEan,) You're right, perfectly right.
I’m going to put myself into the picture, like you said.

Locician. (7o the OLp GENTLEMAN.) In that case,
one cat would be specially privilteged. '

BrreNGER. (To Jean.) I will, X promise you.

Jean. You promise yourself, that's the main thing.

OLp GenTLEMAN, (To the Locician.) And one under-
privileged cat deprived of all paws.
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BereNGER. (To Jean.) 1 make myself a solemn
promise, I'll keep my word to myself,

Locician. (To the OLb GenTLEMAN.) That would be
unjust, and therefore not logical.

BrreENGER. (T'0 JEAN.) Instead of drinking, Tl de-
velop my mind. I feel better already. My head already
feels -clearer.

Jran. You seel

Oup GenTLEMAN. (T0 the Locician.) Not logical?

BrrencER., (T'0 Jran.) This afternoon I'll go to the
museum. And I'll book two seats for the theatre this
evening. Will you come with me? .

- Logician. (7o the OLD GENTLEMAN,) Because Logic
means Justice.

Jean. (To BrreNGER.) You must persevere. Keep up
your good resolutions.

OLp GeNTLEMAN. (T'0 the Locician.) I get it. Justice.

BrrENGER. (70 Jean.) T promise you, and I promise
myself, Will you come to the museurn with me this after-
noont |

Jean. T have to take a rest this afternoon: it’s in my
program for the day. .
- OLp GENTLEMAN, (To the 1.OCICIAN.) Justice is one
more aspect of logic

BereNGER. (T'o JEAN.) But you will come with me to
theatre this evening?

Jean. No, not this gvening,

Locician, (To the OLD GENTLEMAN.) Your mind is
getting clearer.

Jean. (To BrrENGER,) I sincerely hope you'll keep
up your good resolutions. But this evening I have to meet
some friends for a drink,

BERENGER. For a drink?

Orp GEnTLEMAN. (To the Locician.) What’s mote,
a cat with no paws at all— '

Jean. (To BYRENGER.) I've promised to go. I always
keep my word. |
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Op GENTLEMAN. —wouldn’t be able to run fast
enough to caich mice.

BErENGER. (To JEAN.) Ab, now it’s you that’s setting
me a bad example: You're going out drinking.

LociciaN. (To the Oup GENTLEMAN.) You're already
making progress in logic. [Cue¢ 3. Rhino charge.]

(The SOUND of rapid galloping is heard approacking of
L., with jrumpeting and the sound of rhinoceros
hooves and pantings.)

Jeaw, (To BERENGER; furiously.) 1t's not a habit with
me, you know. It’s not the same as with you, With you—-
you're—it’s not the same thing at all.

BerENGER. Why isn’t it the same thing?

Jean. (Shouting over the noise.) I'm no drunkard,
not me.

LoGICIAN. (Shouting to the Oip GENTLEMAN.) Even
with no paws a cat must catch mice. That’s in its nature.

BrrENGER. (Shouting very loudly.) I didn’t mean you
were a drunkard. But why would it make me one any
more than you, in a case like that?

Orp GENTLEMAN. (Shouting to the Locrcian.) What’s
in the cat’s nature?

Jean. (Te BERENGER.) Because there’s moderation in
all things. I'm a moderate person, not like you.

Locician. (To the OLpD GENTLEMAN; cupping his
hands to his ears.) What did you say?

(DEAFENING SOUNDS drown the words of the four
characters.)

BrrENGER. (To JEAN, cupping his hands to his ears.)
What about me—what? What did you say?

Jean. (Roaring.) 1 said that—

Orp GENTLEMAN. (Roaring.) 1 said that—

JeaN, (Suddenly aware of the NOISES which are now
very neer.) Whatever’s happening?




32 RHINGCEROQOS ACT 1

Locrcian. What is going on?

JEAN. (He rises, knocks his chair over as he does so,
and looks off L.} Oh, a rhinoceros!

Looician, (He rises, knocks over his chatr and looks
off L.) Oh! a rhinoceros!

OLp GENTLEMAN. (He rises, knocks over his chair and
looks off L.) Oh, a rhinoceros!

BrrRENGER. (He remains seated but this time takes
more notice.) Rhinoceros! In the opposite direction!

(The WAITRESS enters from the café carrying a tray of
glasses and crosses to L, 0f BERENGER.)

WarTresS. What is it? (Ske looks off ©.) Oh, a rhi-
noceros! (Ske drops the tray, breaking the glasses.)

(The PROPRIETOR enters from the café.)

ProprIETOR. What’s going on? (He picks up Jeaw’s
chair, then moves L., above the others.) |
Wartress. (7o the PropPriETOR.) A rhinoceros!
Logician, A rhinoceros, going full-tilt on the opposite
pavement,

[Cue 3. Sound loud.] (The GROCER enters from his shop
and looks off 1.) |

GroCer, Oh, a rhinoceros|
Jean. Oh, a rhinoceros!

(The GrocER’s WIFE looks out of the upstairs window
of the shop.) [Cue 3. Sound fading.]

Grocer’s WirE. Oh, a rhinoceros! :

PropriETOR. (To ihe WAITRESS.) It’s no reason to
break the glasses,

Jean, It's rushing 'straight ahead, brushing up against
the shop windows.
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(Da1sy runs on . L., stands below the table 1. ¢, and
looks off 1.)

Daisy. Oh, a rhinoceros!
BERENGER. (Seeing Daisv.) Oh—Daisy! (He rises and
crosses down R. 1o avoid being seen.) -

(Cries of “OR” and “AkR” and the sounds of PEOPLE
RUNNING are heard of 1.)

Wartress. Well, of all things!
ProprIETOR, You'll be charged up for those.
OrLp GENTLEMAN,

LoGICIAN, (Together.) Well, of all things!
GROCER, [Cue 3. Sound out.)
GROCER’S. WIFE,

JEAN, } (Together.) Well, of all things!
BERENGER. [Cue A4.]

(A piteous MEWING is heard off 1.)

Housewrre. (Of 1.; crying piteously.y Ahl
ALi, Oh!

(The NOISE dies rapidly awey. The HOUSEWIFE runs on
-down L., without her basket, but kolding the blood-
stained corpse of her cat by the tail.)

Housewire, (Wailing.) It ran over my cat, it ran
over my cat. (She cradles the cat in her arms and goes
up ., sobbing.) |

(The GrocER, the OLp GENTLEMAN, Dasy and the
Locician follow the Housewire and crowd round
ker.)

Arr, What a tragedy, poor little thing.
OLp GENTLEMAN. Poor little thingl
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Darsy. _ _ l‘
WAITRESS. } (Together.) Poor little thing!

GroCER’'s WIFE.
OrLp GENTLEMAN,
LocICIAN,

(Togetizer.) Poor little thing!

(The PROPRIZTOR stands the chair L. upright and turns
to the WAITRESS.)

Propeietor. (Indicating the broken glasses.) Don’t
just stand there! Clear up the mess!

(Jean and BERENGER join the others around the Housxe-
WIFE, who continues to lament, ker dead cat in her
arms.)

Wartress., (Kneeling and collecting the tray and
broken glass.) Oh, poor little thing!

OLp GentLEMAN, (To the Grocer.) Well, what do
you think of that?

BERENGER. (T'0 the HousEwire.)) You mustn’t cry
" like that, it’s too heartbreaking,

Daisy. (Moving to 1. of BERENGER.) Were you there,
Mr, Berenger? Did you see it?

BERENGER. Good morning, Miss Daisy. You must ex-
cuse me, I haven’t had a chance to shave. (He backs
away R.)

(The PROPRIETOR stands the chair C. upright, then stands
R. C. in front of the café.)

ProrriETOR. Poor little thing!
Warrress. (Rising with the tray and debris and cross-
ing to r, of the PROPRIETOR.) Poor little thing!

(These remarks must obviously be made very rapidly,
almost simultancously, The HOUSEWIFE moves down
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L. . The group round her follow, with the exceplion
of DAsY who moves to x. of the pissoir.)

GroCER'S WIFR. (A4¢ the window,) That's going too
far!

Jean. That’s going too far! |

Housewirg, (Lamenting.) My poor little pussy, my
poor little cat!

(The Oun GENTLEMAN stands . of the Housewirg, the
LoGIcian s L. of ker, JEaN and the GROCER are be-
hind hes.)

Orp GEnTLEMAN, (T9 the Housrwire.) What can
you do, dear lady-—cats are only mortal,

Logician. What do you expect, madam? All cats are
mortal. One must accept that.

Housewire, (lLamenting.) My litile cat, my poor
little cat. |

PROPRIETOR. (To the Wartress; indicating the broken
glass.) Throw that in the dustbin, (The Orunrs all look
at the PROPRIETOR, To the WaiTrEss.) You owe me a
thousand francs, |

Wartress. All you think of is money, (T/he WAITRESS
exits to the café.)

Grocer's Wire. (Calling to the Housewirg.) Don’t
upset yourself,

OLp GENTLEMAN. (To the Housewire.) Don't upset
yourself, dear lady.

Grocrr’s Wrre. It’s very upsetting, a thing like that,

Housewirg. (Moving b, 1. ¢ ; s0bbing.) My little cat,
my little cat.

Datsy. Yes, it's very upsetting, a thing like that.

OLD GENTLEMAN. (Ushering the HOUSEWIFE to the
table 1, c.) Sit down here, dear lady.

JEAN, (To the Oip GENTLEMAN.) Well, what do you
think of that? |
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Grocer. (To the Locician.) Well, what do you think
of thate

Grocer’s Wire, (Calling to Darsv.) Well, what do
you think of that? |

(The WAITRESS enters from the café.)

ProrrieTor. (To the WAITRESS.) A glass of water for
the lady. |

Orp GeNTLEMAN. (To the HousEwire.) Sit down,
dear lady. '

(The HoUsEWIFE sits on the chafr L. of the table L, c.
- Daisy moves and stands above the table 1. c. The
Orp GENTLEMAN stands L. of Dawsy. The LogI-
CIAN #5 L, ¢. The GrocEr is L. The GROCER’S WIFE
is still at the window. BERENGER 25 D, R, JEAN m0vés
D. L. The PROPRIETOR 5 R, €. The WAITRESS 45 R.

of the PROPRIETOR.)

Jean. Poor woman!

Grocer’s WirE. Poor catl

BERENGER. (Mowing D. R. of the table ®r. c.) Better
give her a brandy.

PropRIETOR. (To the WaiTress.) A brandy. (He
points to BERENGER.) This gentleman is paying.

Wartress. One brandy, right away. (T/e WAITRESS
exits to the café.)

HousewirE. (Sobding.) I don’t want any, I don’t want
any! ,

Grocer, {Moving in a Lttle.) 1t went past my shop a
little while ago.

Jean, (Moving abave the table L. C.; to the GROCER.) |

It wasn’t the same one,
Grocer. But I could have—
GroCcer’s WirE, Yes, it was, it was the same one,
Datsy. Did it go past twice, then?
PRrROPRIETOR, I think it was the same one.

S S
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. JeAN. No, it was not the same rhinoceros. The one
that went by first had 1w horns on its nose, it was an
-Asiatic rhinoceros; this only had one, it was an African
rhinoceros. {He moves v. L.)

(The WAITRESS emtbers [rom the café and moves o the
table L. c. She carries a tray with a brandy on it.)

Orp GENTLEMAN. (T'¢ the Housewirs.) Here's a drop
of brandy to pull you together,

Housewrre, (In fears.) No-o-0.

BERENGER. (He moves R, of the PRoOPRIETOR, T'o JEAN;
suddenly unnerved.) You're talking nonsense| How could
you possibly tell about the horns? The animal flashed
past at such a speed, we hardly even saw it.

Dawsy. (Te the HousewIre.) Go on, it will do you
good. |

Orp GENTLEMAN, (To Jean.) Very true. It did go
fast. '

(JeAN moves above the iable L. c. and stands belween
the Proprictor and the Logician.)

ProprIETOR. (To the Housewire.) Just have a taste
—it’s good.

BERENGER. (70 JEAN.) You had no time to count its
horns, -

GrocER'S Wire, (Calling to the Warrress.) Make her
drink it.

BerENGER. (To JEAN.) What’s more, it was travelling
in a cloud of dust.

Daisv. (To the Housewrre.) Drink it up.

OLp GENTLEMAN, Just a sip, dear little lady. Be brave.

(The WAITRESS forces the HOUSEWIFE fo drink. by
putting the glass to her lips. The HOUSEWIFE féigs
refusal, but drinks all the same.)
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warrrEss. There, you see!

Grocer’s Wife.

DaAISY. _

Jean. (To BrrENGER.) I don’t have to grope my way
through a fog. I can calculate quickly—my mind is clear.

OLp GenTLEMAN. (To the HoUSEWIFE.) Better now?

BereNGER. (T'o JEan.) But it had its head thrust
down. .

ProprIETOR. (T'0 the Housewire.) Now, wasn’t that
good? :

Jean. (To BERENGER.) Precisely. One could see all the
better. |

HousewirE. My little cat!

BERENGER. (Moving above the table r. C.; irritated.)
Utter nonsense! - |

Grocer's Wirs, (To the Housewire.) I've got an-
other cat you can have.

Jean. (To BERENGER.) What, me? You dare to accuse
me of talking nonsense?

Houscwire. (To the GROCER'S Wire.) I'll never have
another. (She weeps and cradles the cat.) .

BERENGER. (To JEAN.) Yes, absolute blithering non-
sense!

PrOPRIETOR. (T'0 the Housewire.) You have to accept
- these things. - -

JEAN, (Crossing to L. of BERENGER,) I've never talked
nonsense in my life. \

OLp GentLEMAN. (T'o- the Housewirk.) Try and be
_philosophic about it. .

BrreNGER. (To JEaN.) You're just a pretentious show-
off— (He raises his poice.) a pedantl

ProPRIETOR. Now, gentlemen!

BERENGER. . (He moves D. R.) And what’s more, a
pedant who's not cetrain of his facts because in the first
place it’s the Asiatic rhinoceros with only one horn on
its nose, and it’s the African with two.

(Together.) There, you seel

(The OTHERS turn gway from the HOUSEWIFE and
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watch JEAN and BERENGER who argue at the tops of
their voices.)

JEaN, You're wrong, it's the other way about.

Houscwire. He was so sweet.

BERENGER. (Swinging round to face JEAN.) Do you
want to bet? |

Wartress. (Moving to L. of Jean.) They're going to
make a bet. ‘

Daisy. (Rumning to L. of BERENGER,) Don't excite
yourself, Mr. Berenger. |

JeaN. I’m not betting with you. If anybody’s got two
horns—it’s you. You Asiatic Mongol.

WaItress. Ohl

Grocer’s Wire. (To the Grocer.) They're going to
have a fight.

GrocEr. Nonsense, it’s just a bet.

PROPRIETOR. (Moving between DasY and JeaN.) We
don’t want any scenes here.

BErReNGER., (To JEaN.) I've got no horns, And I
never will have.

OLp GENTLEMAN. (Moving D. L. of the (GROCER.)
Now look. What kind has one horn? (To the GROCER.)
You're a tradesman, you should know.

Grocer’s WIFE, Yes, you should know.

Jean. (T'o BERENGER.) Oh, yes, you have.

GrocEr. (To the OLp GenTLEMAN.) Tradesmen can’t
he expected to know everything., (T OLD GENTLEMAN
crosses above the others to r. C.)

BERENGER. (To JEAN.) I'm not Asiatic, either, And in
any case, Asiatics are people the same as everyone else.

Warrress. Yes, Asiatics are people the same as we are.

OLp GENTLEMAN. (To0 the ProPRIETOR.) That’s truel

PROPRIETOR. (T'0 the WaiTREss.) Nobody’s asking for
~your opinion,

Dawsy. (To the PrOPRIETOR.) She’s right. They're
people the same as we are.
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Housewirs. (Lamenting.) He was 50 gentle, just like
one of us.

Jean. (Beside himself.) They're yellowl (The LosI-
C1AN follows the conbroversy aitentively, without taking
part.) Good-bye, gentlemen, (To BERENGER.) You, I will
not deign to include, (He picks up his gloves and crosses
to L., C.)

Bousewire. He was devoted to us. (She sobs.)

Daisy. Now listen a moment, Mr. Berenger, and you,
too, Mr. Jean—

Op GrnTLEMAN, X once had some friends who were
Asiatics. But perhaps they weren't real ones.

PrROPRIETOR, 1've known some real ones. |

warrress. (To the OLp Gesrreman.) I had an
Asiatic friend once. '

Housewrre. (Still sobbing.) I had him when he was a
little kitten. _

Jean. (M oving D. L. and turning to foce BERENGER,
still quite beside himself.) They’re yellow, I tell you,
bright yellow. .

BERENGER. (Moving D. C. and facing JEAN.) Whatever
they are, you're bright red.

%}E‘;ﬁi;ﬁwn‘ i (Together.) Ob!

ProprIETOR. This is getting serious. (He picks up the
glasses from the table ». €.)

Housewire. He was so clean, He always used his tray.

Jean, (To BERENGER.) 1f that’s how you feel, it's the
jast time you'll see me. 'm not wasting my time with
2 fool like you, (JEAN exits fost and furiously L.)

Housgwire. He always made himself understood.

Orp GenTLEMAN. (T0 the GROCER.) There are white
Asiatics as well, and black and blue, and even some like
us,

Jean. (He enters L. C. and crosses to L. ¢, To Brm-
gNGER.) You drunkardl

(The Ormezs look at Jean in consternation.)
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Arr. Qoht

(JrAN exits L.)

BERENGER. (Crossing to L.) I'm not going to stand
for that!

Arr. (Looking off 1.) Oh!

Housewire. He could almost talk—in fact he did.

Daisy. (To BERENGER.) You shouldn’t have made him
Angry. '

BERENGER, (Moving D. L. and turning to Daisy.) It
wasn’t my fault.

ProerieTor. (To the Warrress.) Go and get a little
coffin for the poor thing,

Oip GenTLEMAN. (T0 BERENGER.) 1 think you're
right, It’s the Asiatic rhinoceros with two hotns and the
African with one. \

GroCER. But he was saying the opposite.

" Darsy. (To BERENGER.) You were both wrong.

Orp GENTLEMAN. (To BERENGER.) Even so, you wete
vight. (He moves eway U. R.)

Wartress. (Moving fo L. of the HOUSEWIFE and tak-
ing her arm.) Come with me, we're going to put him in
a little box.

Housewire, (Sobbing desperately.) No, nevet |

Grocrr, If you don’t mind my saying so, I think Mr.
Jean was right.

Dawsy. (Skhe crosses fo the HOUSEWIFE and takes her
right arm.) Now you must be reasonable.

(Daxsy and the WAITRESS raise the HousewirE and lead
her towards the café.)

Orp GeNTLEMAN. (To Daisy.) Would you like me to
come with you?
Darsy. No, don't you bother.

(Dasy and the WAITRESS lead the Housswrre off into
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the café. The OLD GENTLEMAN and the PROPRIETOR
move and stand at the entrance.)

GROCER. (Moving D. ¢.)The Asiatic rhinoceros has one
horn and the African rhinoceros has two. And vice verse.

GroCER’s WirFE. Oh, you always have to be different
from everybody else. (T/e GROCER mOUES v. L. C.)

BERENGER. (Aside.) Daisy was right, I should never
have contradicted him.

ProprIETOR. (T0 the GRrocer’s Wire.) Your hushand's
right, the Asiatic rhinoceros has one horn and the African
one must have two, and vice versa.

BERENGER. (Aside.) He can’t stand being contradicted.
The slightest disagreement makes him fume,

(The LOGICIAN crosses U. R. deep in thought.)

OLp GENTLEMAN. (Moving t0 L. of the PROPRIETOR
 and facing him.) You're mistaken, my {riend.

-~ PROPRIETOR. I'm very SOrty, I'm sure.

BERENGER. (Aside.) His temper’s his only {fault.

'Grocer's Wire, (Calling to the Group R.) Maybe
they’te both the same.

BERENGER. (Aside.) Deep down, he’s got a heart of
gold; he's done me many a good turn.

PropRIETOR. (T0 GRrOCER'S WIFE.) If the one has
two horns, then the other must have one.

OLp GENTLEMAN. Perhaps it’s the other with two and
the one with one, |

BERENGER. (Aside.) I'm sorry I wasn’t more accommo-
dating. But why is he so obstinate? I didn't want to
exasperate him, (He moves to r. of the table L. C. To
the OTHERS.) He's always making fantastic statements.
Always trying to dazzle people with his knowledge. He
never will admit he’s wrong,

OLp GENTLEMAN. (Moving menacingly towards BER-
ENGER.) Have you any proof? :

BERENGER, (Relreating to L. C.) Proof of what?
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OLp GENTLEMAN. Of the statement you made just now
which started the unfortunate row with your friend.

Grocir. (To BERENGER.) Yes, have you any proof?

OLp GENTLEMAN. (T0 BERENGER.) How do you know
that one of the two rhinoceros has one horn and the
other two? (He waves his cane at BERENGER.) And which
is which? _

Grocer’s Wire, He doesn’t know any more than we
do. '

BERENGER. (Recovering and moving above the table
1. ¢.) In the first place we don’t know that there were
two. I myself believe there was only one.

Proprietor. Well, let’s say there were two. Does the
single-horned one come from Asia?

OLp GENTLEMAN. (Crossing to L, of the PROPRIETOR.)
No. It’s the one from Africa with two, I think.

ProprIETOR. Which is two-horned? |

GROCER. It’s not the one from Africa.

Grocer’'s WIFE. It's not easy to agree on this, |

OLp GENTLEMAN, But the problem must be cleared up,

LociciaN. (Emerging from his isolation.) Excuse me,
gentlemen, for interrupting, but that is not the ques-
tion. Allow me to introduce myself.

HouseEwirg, (Tearfully.) He's a logician,

ProrrieTor. Oh, a logician, is he?

OLp GENTLEMAN. (T0 BERENGER, introducing.) My
friend—the Logician,

BERENGER, Very happy to meet you.

LoGICIAN. (He takes a card from his pocket and moves
{0 R. of the table r. c.) Professional Logician. (He skows
the card to BERENGER.) My card.

BERENGER. It’s a great honor.

GRrOCER. A great honor for all of us. .

ProPRIETOR. Would you mind telling us then, sir, if
the African rhinoceros is single-horned?

OLp GENTLEMAN, Or bicorned?

Grocer’s Wire. And is the Asiatic rhinoceros bi-
corned?
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Grocer. Or upicorned? .

Locician, Exactly, that s fiot the giieation, {He sl
..0f ths table 1, & Binizk s L. of the table L. e
Lt rae make myself clear.

Grocer. (Crossing and Standing. behind BERENGER'S
chair.) But it’s still what we want to find out.

Locician. Kindly allow me to speak, gentlemen.

OLp GENTLEMAN. (Movifig bekind the LOGICIAN'S
chair.) Let him speak.

Grocer's Wive. (T'o the Grocer.) Give him a chance
to speak.,

PROPRIETOR. (Moving R. C.) We're listening, sir. (He
sits ®. of the table R. C.)

LoGICIAN. (7'0 BERENGER.) Tt addressing you in par-
ticular. And all the others present as well,

Grocer. Us as well,

LocIciaN. Vou see, you have gol away from the prob-
lem which instigated the debate. In the first place you
were deliberating whether or not the. rhinoceros which
passed by just now was the same one that passed by
‘earlier, or whether it was another. 'That is the question
to decide.

BerENGER. Yes, but how? |

Locician. Thus. ¥You may have seen on two occasions
5 single rhinoceros bearing a single horn—

Grocer. (Repeating the words as if Lo undersiand
better) **. . . on two occasions a single rhinoceros . . J

PROPRIETOR. ‘. . . bearing a single horn . . .’

1,0GICIAN. —o0r you may have seen on two occasions a
single rhinoceras with two horns.

Orp GENTLEMAN. A single rhinoceros with two horns
on two occasions. '

Logician. Exactly. Or again, you may have seen one
rhinoceres with one horn, and then another also with a
single horn,

Grocer's Wrre. Ha, hal

Logcician. Or again, an initial rhinoceros with two
horns, followed by a gecond with two horns.
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ProprieTor. That's true,

Locician, Now, if you had seen—

Grocer, If we'd seen—

OLp GENTLEMAN, Ves, if we'd seen—

Locician. If on the first occasion you bad seen a
rhinoceros with two hotns—

Prorrisror. With two horns—

LociCIAN. —and on the second occasion, a rhinoceros
with one horn—

Grocer. With one horn— |

LociciaN. That wouldn't be conclusive, either.

OLp GentrEMAN. Even that wouldn’t be conclusive.

PROPRIETOR, (Rising and moving ¢.) Why not?

Grocer’s Wire, Oh, I don't get it at all.

GroceRr. Shoo! Shoo! (The GROCER's WIFE shrugs her
shoulders and withdraws from the window.) |

Locician. For it is possible that since its first appear-
ance, the rhinoceros may have lost one of its horns, and
that the first and second transit were still made by a
single beast.

BerENGER. I see. But—

Orp GeNTLEMAN. (Interrupiing.) Don’t interrupt!

Locician. It may also be that two rhinoceroses both
with two horns may each have lost a horn.

Orp GeNTLEMAN. That is possible.

PROPRIZTOR. {Sitting L. of the table &, c.) Yes, that’s
possible,

Grocer. Why not?

BereNGER. Yes, but in any case—

Orp GENTLEMAN. Don’t interrupt! ._

Locrcian. If you could prove that on the first occasion
you saw a rhinoceros with one horn, either Asiati¢ gt
African—

OLp GENTLEMAN, Asiatic or African-—

Locician, —and on the second occasion s rhinog
with two horng—

Grocer. One with two— -

LoGICIAN, —ui0 matter whether African or Asistic=

FOS
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Orp GENTLEMAN. African or Asiatic . . .

Locician. —we could then conclude that we were
dealing with twe different rhinoceroses, for it is hardly
likely that a second horn could grow sufficiently in a
space of a few minutes to be visible on the nose of & rhi-
noceros.

Orp GentrEMAN. It’s hardly likely.

LocIcIAN. (Enchanted with kis discourse.) That would
imply one rhinoceros either Asiatic or African—

Orp GENTLEMAN. Asiatic or African—

Locician, —and one rhinoceros either African or
- Astatic,

Proprieror. African or Asiatic.

GrocCeRr. Er—yais.

Locician, For good logic cannot entertain the possi-
bility. that the same creature be born in two places at
the same time.

Orp GeEntLEMAN, Or even successively.

Locician, Which was to be proved.

BerenNGER, That seems clear enough, but it doesn’t
answer the question, |

LociciaN, (Rising; to BERENGER, with a knowledge-
able smile.) Obviously, my dear sir, but now the problem
is correctly posed. (He crosses . L.)

Onp GENTLEMAN, It’s quite logical. Quite logical.

Locrcian, (Raising his hat.) Good-bye, gentlemen,
(The LOGICIAN exils D. L.)

Orp GENTLEMAN. (Crossing ». L.} Good-bye, gentle-
men. (The OLp GENTLEMAN exits down L.}

Grocer. Well, it may be logical— (T4e HOUSEWIFE,
in deep mowrning, enters [rom the café, carrying a box,
- She is followed by Daisy and the WarTrEss, as if for a
funeral, BERENGER and the PROPRIETOR rise, The cortége
crosses below the others towards the exit », L.} ~—it may
be logical, but are we going to stand for our cats being
run down under our very eyes by one-horned rhinoceroses
or two, whether they're Asiatic or African?
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comes up the stairs he carries a stool. DAISY carries
her handbag, a handful of papers, her notebook, pen-
cils and a pencil sharpener. DUDARD is aged thirty-
five, He is quite tall; a young employee with a future,
He wears a grey suit, spectacles, and black lustrine
sleeves to protect his coat. If the Department Head
became the Assistant Director, he would take his
place. Botard does not like him. He carries a stool
and a newspaper. Mr. PAPILLON, the Head of the
Department, is about forty, very correctly dressed
in a dark blue suit, with a rosette of the Legion of
Honour, a starched collar and a black tie. He has a
large brown moustache. He carries a stool. During
‘the first few moments the stools are set at the table
R. BOTARD removes his jacket, hangs it on the hat-
‘stand, takes down his overall and puts it on. PAPIL-
LON goes to the cabinet U. R, and takes out some
galley proofs and other documents. DAISY removes
the typewriter cover and puts it on the hat-stand,
BotArD, DUDARD and DAISY sign the time sheet on
the table C.

- Borarp, It’s all a lot of made-up nonsense.

Darsy, But I saw it, I saw the rhinoceros.

Duparp. It’s in the paper, in black and white, you
can’t deny that. '

Botarp. (With an air of greatest scorn.) Pifl (He
moves above the table R.) -

Duparp. It's all here; it's down here in the dead cats
column. (To ParitLon.) Read it for yourself, Chief. (He
holds out his newspaper.)

(PAPILLON puts the proofs on the table Rr., moves to
DUDARD and takes the newspaper from him., Du-
DARD goés U. C.)

PariLron. (Reading.) “Yesterday, just before lunch
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(The Housewire, Dawsy end the Warrress exit D, L.)

PropPrieror. He's absolutely right, We're not stand-
ing for our cats being run down by rhinoceroses or any-
thing else. (He collects the glasses and ashtray from the
table R. ¢., then crosses and clears the table 1. ¢.)

GrocEr. We're not going to stand for it.

(The Grocer’s Wirg appears at the shop door 1.)

GRrOCER'S WrIve. (T'0 the GROCER.) Are you coming in?
The customers will be here any minute, (The Grocer's
WIFE withdraws.)

GROCER. (Crossing to the shop door.) No, we're not
standing for it. (The GrocEr exits to the shop.)

BERENGER. I should never have quarrelled with Jean.
(To the PROPRIETOR.) Get me a brandy. A double.

ProprI®ETOR. Coming up.

(The PROPRIETOR crosses and exits to the café, taking

the dirty glasses and ashirays with him, BERENGER,

now alone, sits R, of the table 1. c.)

BerENGER. 1 never should have quarrelled with Jean,
X shouldn’t have got into such a rage. (The PrROPRIETOR
enters [rom the café with g lorge brandy. He crosses,
gives the drink tp BERENGER, then crosses amd exits

to the café) T feel too upset to go to the museum. I'l]
cultivate my mind some other time.

(BERENGER drinks, put the glass on the table and exits u.
R. T'he Licurs dim to Brack-Ous, as.)

CURTAIN
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ACT 1

SCENE 2

SceNE: The office of a firm of law publications. The foi-
lowing morning. The office is on an upper floor and
is entered by a staircase which emerges through a
trap, . The trap is surrounded on three sides by a
light balustrade or rail. Double doors 1. lead to Mr.
Papillow’s office. French windows U. C., with exterior
shutters, overlook the street. There are shelves in a
shallow alcove ®. Daisy's typing table s L., with a
typewriter on it. The chair is L. of the table. There
ic'a small table below the staircase ., with a chair
above-it. A.larger table is Rr., with three stools, one
each above, L. and Rr. of it. Wastepuper baskets stand
below the table ®., and above the table L. A hat-
stand is above the double doors L., and there is ¢
filing cabinet R, of the French windows. At night, the
office is lit by two table-lamps on the table r. and
wall-brackets above and below the double doors L.
[Cue 4. Clock strikes distantly—then typing.)

(In the Bristol Production there was no interscene
Curtain and the scene was changed in view of the
audience. When the scene was ready, the characfers
entered up the trap c., carrying stools, and the dia-
logue commenced while they were sorting out various
properties.)

AT RISE: It is three minutes past mine. BOTARD, DAISY,
DuDARD and MR. PAPILLON eater up the stairs.
BOTARD, @ brisk sixty-year-old, is @ feriicr school-
teacker. He is short, has a proud air and @ little
white moustache. He wears a Basque beret, and
wears a long grey blouse during working hours,
with spectacles on a longish nose, a pencil behind his
ear and protective sleeves. He knows everything,
understands everything, judges everything. When he
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comes up the stairs he carries a stool. DAISY carries
her kandbag, a handful of papers, her notebook, pen-
cils and a pencil sharpener. DUDARD is aged thirty-
five. He is quite tall; a young employee with a future.
He wears a grey suit, spectacles, and black lustrine
sleeves to protect his coat. If the Department Head
became the Assistant Director, he would take his
place. Botard does not like him. He carries a stool
and a newspaper. MR. PAPILLON, the Head of the
Department, is about forty, very correctly dressed
in a dark blue suit, with a rosette of the Legion of
Honour, a starched collar and a black tie. He has a
large brown moustache. He carries a stool, During
the first few moments the stools are set at the table
R. BOTARD removes his jacket, hangs it on the hal-
stand, takes down his overall and puts it on. PAPIL-
LON goes to the cabinet v, Rr. and takes out some
galley proofs and other documents., DAISY removes
the typewriter cover and puts it on the hal-stand,
BoTarD, DUDARD and DAIsY sign the time sheet on
the table c.

Botarp, It’s all a lot of made-up nonsense,

Darsy. But I saw it, I saw the rhinoceros,

Duparp, It’s in the paper, in black and white, you
can’t deny that, |

BoTARD. (With an air of greatest scorn.) PHfl (He
moves above the table r.)

DupArp. It’s ail here; it’s down here in the dead cats
column, (T'o PAapILLON.) Read it for yourself, Chief, (He
holds out his newspaper.)

(PAPILLON puts the proofs on the table r., moves to
DupARD and takes the newspaper from him. Du-
DARD goes U, C.)

PapiLLON, (Reading.) “Yesterday, just before lunch
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time, in the church square of our town, a cat was
trampled to death by a pachyderm.”

Darsy. (Taking a compact from her handbag.) It
wasn’t exactly in the church square.

PariLLoN. That's all it says. (He puts the newspoper
on the table Rr., hands some documents to DUDARD and
the remainder to Darsy.) No other details. (He goes to
the table c., signs the time sheet, then moves L. C.)

BoTArD. Pfif. (He crosses to the shelves r. and collects
kis protective sleeves.)

Duparp, Well, that’s clear enough.

BoTArD, (Putting on his sleeves.) I never believe jour-
nalists. They’re all liars. 1 don’t need them to tell me
what to think; I believe what I see with my own eyes.
Speaking as a former teacher, I like things to be precise,
scientifically valid; T've got a methodical mind.

(Da1sy sits at her table L.)

Duparp. What's a methodical mind got to do with it}

Daisy. (Powdering her nose.) I think it's stated very
precisely, Mr. Botard.

BoTARrD. (Picking up the newspaper.) You call that
precise? And what, pray, does it mean by “‘pachyderm”?
What does the editor of a dead cals column under-
stand by a pachyderm? He doesn’t say. And what does
he mean by a cat?

Dupaxrp. Everybody knows what a cat is.

BoTArp, Does it concern a male cat or a female? What
breed is it? And what color? The color bar is something
I feel strongly about. I hate it.

PaprLLON. What has the color bar to do with it, Mr.
Botard? It's quite beside the point.

Borarp. Please forgive me, Mr. Papillon, but you can’t
deny that the color problem is one of the great stumbling
blocks of our time.

Duparp. (Moving above the table r.) 1 know that,
we all know that, but it has nothing to do with—
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Botarp. It's not an issue to be dismissed lightly, Mr,
Dudard. The course of history has shown that racial
prejudice—

Duparp, (Thumping the table) I tell you it doesn’t
enter into it,

(Daxsy puts her compact in her handbag and rises.)

Botarp. I'm not so sure,

Parirron. The color bar is not the issue at stake.

Botarp. One should never miss an occasion to de-
nounce it,

Darsy, (With an impatient gesture.) But we told you
that none of us is in favour of the color bar. You're ob-
scuring the issue; it’s simply a question of a cat being
run over by a pachyderm—in this case, a rhinoceros.

Botarp. I'm a Northerner myself. Southerners have
got too much imagination. Perhaps it was merely a flea
run over by a mouse. People make mountains out of
molehills, (He sils . of the tables rR.)

PariLron. (Crossing te L. of DUDARD.) Let us try and
get things clear. (T0 Duparp.) Did you yourself, with
your own eyes, see a rhinoceros strolling through the
streets of the town?

Darsvy. It didn’t stroll, it ran. .

Duparp. No, I didn’t see it personally. But a lot of
very reliable people—

Botarp. (Interrupting.) It’s obvious they were just
making it up. (He sharpens kis pencil.) You put too
much trust in these journalists; they don’t care what they
invent to sell their wretched newspapers and please the
bosses they serve. And you mean to tell me they’ve taken
you in—you, a qualified man of law! Forgive me for
laughing. Ha, ha, ha!

Darsy. But 1 saw it, I saw the rhmoceros I'd take my
oath on it,

Botarp, Get away with you! And 1 thought you were
a sensible girl.
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pDarsy. Mr. Botard, I can see straight. And I wasn't
the only one; there were plenty of other people watching.

Botarp. Pfffl They were probably watching some-
thing else. A few idlers with nothing to do, work-shy
loafers.

Duparp. It happened yesterday——Sunday.

Botaxp. 1 work on Sundays as well. I've no time for
priests who do theit utmost to get you to church, just to
prevent you from working, and earning your daily bread
by the sweat of your brow. | |

papiLLoN. (Facing BOTARD 867085 the iable ®.; indig-
nantly.) Oh!

Borarp. P'm sorry, 1 didn’t mean to offend you. The
fact that I despise religion doesn’t mean I don’t esteem
it highly. (Te DaisY.) In any case, do you know what
a rhinoceros looks like?

Daisy. It's a very big—ugly animal.

Borarp. And you pride yourself on your precise think-
ing, The rhinoceros, my dear young lady—

PapiLLon. There's no need to start a lecture on the rhi-
noceros here. We're not in school.

Borarp. That’s a pity.

PaprLLon. (Turning 10 Darsy.) Well, it’s gone pine,
Miss Daisy—put the time sheets away. Foo bad about
the late-comers. (He laughs and tusns to the OTHERS fo0
continue the discussion.) -

(Darsy crosses &0 the table ¢. BERENGER, unseen by

PAPTLLON, Creeps up the stairs . He wears his cap,

carvies his gloves and stick and has a flower in his
lapel. The following speeches overlap.)

BERENGER. (Moving to R. of Dasy.) Good morning,
Miss Daisy. I'm not late, am I? '

Borarp., (To DUDARD and PapiLLon.) I campaign
against ignorance wherever 1 find it—

Daisy. (T0 BERENGER.) Hurry up, Mr. Berenger.

Botarp, —in palace or humble hut.
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Darsy. (To BrreNGeR.) Quick! Sign the time sheet.
(She goes to the hat-stand and collects BERENGER's over-
all.)

BERENGER, (Stgmng the time sheet.) Oh, thank you,
Has the bass arrived? (He removes kis cap.)

Dawsy, (Moving to 1. of BERENGER and laking his
cap, gloves and stick,) Shh! Ves, he's here.

BERENGER. Here already?

Botarp. No matter where, Even in printing offices.

PapirioN. Mr. Botard, 1 consider— -

BERENGER. (Removing his jucket.) But it’s not ten
past. (He hands the jacket to DalsY and takes his over-
- all from her.)

PariLLon. —I consider you have gone toa far.
Duparp, 1 think so, too, sir,

(BERENGER fekes the flower from the lapel of his jacket
and gives it Lo Daisv.)

PariLroN. (Te Botarp.) Are you suggesting that
Mr. Dudard, my colleague and yours, a law graduate and
a first-class employee, is—ignorant?

{Daisy, fo leave her hands free while she hangs BER-
ENGER’s jacket elc. on the hat-stand, puts the flower
in her mouth. BERENGER faces up C. and dons his
overall.)

Borarp. I wouldn’t go so far as to say that, but the
teaching you get at the university isn’t up to what you
get at the ordinary schaools,

PariLroN, (Turning to Daisy.) What about that
time sheet?

Daisy. (Rusking to the table c. and picking up the
time sheets.) Here it is, sir. (As she gives PAPILLON lhe
sheets she realizes about the flower in her moutk and re-
moves tt, PAPILLON does a “take” and crosses o L. C,
Dasy smiles archly, goes to hey table L. and siis.)
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BERENGER, (Moving above the table ) Good morn-
ing, Mr. Papillon.

Rotarp. (To Duparp.) There is no clear thinking at
the universities.

Duparp. (Moving to the table ¢.) Oh, come now!

BIRENGER., Sorry I was almost late. (He collects kis
protective slegves from the shelves r.) Morning, Dudard.
Morning, Mr. Botard.

pPapiLLon, Well, Berenger, did you see the rhinoceros
by any chance? |

Rorarp. (Rising, crossing below the table R, to R. 0f
Duparp and digging kim in the ribs.) All you get at
the universities are effete intellectuals with no practical

knowledge of life. o :
DuDARD. (Sitting above the table ¢.) Rubbish!

BERENGER. (T'0 PAPILLON; in @ natural tone.) Oh, yes,

I saw it, all right, (He puts on his protective sleeves.)

Botarp. Pfif!

Darsy. So you see, I'm not mad after all.

Botarp. (Crossing below the table c. to L. of it; ironi-
cally.) Oh, Mr. Berenger says that out of chivalry—he's
g very chivalrous man even if he doesn’t look it.

Duparp, What's chivalrous about saying you’ve seen
a rhinoceros?

Botarp. (Bending and speaking close to DUDARD'S left
ear.) A lot—when it’s said to bolster up a fantastic state-
ment by Miss Daisy. (DUDARD reacts, then takes out his
cigarettes and lighter and lights a cigarcite.) Everybody
is chivalrous to Miss Daisy, it's very understandable.

PapiLLoN. Don't twist the facts, Mr. Botard. Mr. Ber-
enger took no part in the argument., He's only just ar-
t}ived‘ (PAPILLON €xits L., taking the time sheels with

1m.) '

BERENGER. (Crossing to Daisy.) But you did see it,
didn’t you? We both did. (He picks up e penci and
sharpener [rom DaIsY’s table.)

Borarp. Pfif! It’s possible that Mr. Berenger thought
he saw & rhinoceros. (He makes a gesiure behind BER-

LS L ek e b i o b LA R
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ENGER’S back to indicate he drinks.) He's got such a
vivid imagination. Anything’s possible with him. (He
crosses and sits R, of the table R.)

BERENGER, (Sharpening the pencil) 1 wasn’t alone
when I saw the rhinoceros. Or perhaps there were two
rhinoceroses.

Borarp, He doesn't even know how many he saw.

BrreNGER. I was with my friend Jean. And other
people were there, too.

Botarp, I don’t think you know what you'’re talking
about,

Daisy, It was a unicorned rhinoceros.

BotArp, Piffl They’re in league, the two of them, to
have us on,

(PAPILLON enbers L., carrying ¢ letter which he gives to
Daisy. He turns to go but &5 stopped by the dis-
cussion.)

Duparp, (Te Daisy.) I rather think it had two horns,
from what I've heard.

Borarp, You'd better make up your minds.

ParirroN. That will do, gentlemen, time’s getting on,

Borarp., Did you see one rhinoceros, Mr. Berenger,
or two rhinoceroses?

BErRENGER. Well, it’s hard to say. -

Borarp. You dont know. Miss Daisy saw one “uni-
corned rhinoceres. What about your rhinoceros, Mr, Ber-
enger, if indeed there was one, did it have one horn
or two?

BrrENGER. Exactly, that’s the whole problem. =

Bortarp. And it’s all very dubious. T

Daisy. Oh! E

Botarp, I don’t mean to be offensive, But I don™ be-
lieve a word of it. No rhinoceros has ever been %eéﬂ:.i
-this country.

Daisy, There's a first time for everything. :

Borarn, It has never been seen. Except in schi
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book illustrations, Your rhinoceroses are a flower of some
journalist’s imagination.

BeEReNGER. The word “flower” applied to a rhinoceros
seems a bit out of place. (He puts the sharpener on
Daisy’s table. Daisy laughs.)

Duparp, Very true.

Borarp. Your rhinoceros is a myth,

Daisy. A myth? '

PapiiLoN. Gentlemen, I think it is high time we
started to work, |

( BERENGER crosses above the table R.)

Botarp. (Te Darsv.) A myth—like flying saucers.

Duparp, (Rising and moving R. C.) But nevertheless a
cat was trampled to death—that you can’t deny.

BERENGER. (Sitting above the table r.) 1 was a witness
to that.

Duparp, (Pointing to BERENGER.) In front of wit-
nesses,

Botarp. Yes, and what a witnessl|

PariLroN. (Moving c.) Gentlemen, gentlemen!

Bortarp. (T'¢ Duparp.) An example of collective psy-
chosis, Mr. Dudard. Just like religion—the opiate of
the people.

Daisy. Well, I believe flying saucers exist.

Borarp, Pfff, |

PariLLoN, (Firmly.) That’s quite enough. There’s
been enough gossip. Rhinoceros or mo rhinoceros, sau-
cers or no saucers, work must go on. You're not paid to
waste your time arguing about animals, real or imagi-
nary. '

BoTarp. Imaginary!|

Duparp. Real! (He moves and sits above the table C.)

Da1sy. Very real|

PapiLLoN. (Crossing to R. c.) Gentlemen, I remind
you once again that we are in working hours. I am
putting an end to this futile discussion,

s
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Botarp. (Rising and bowing; wounded and ironic,)
Very well, Mr. Papillon. You are the Chief. Your wishes
are our commands, (He resumes his seat.)

PapiLron, Get on, gentlemen, T don’t want to be forced
to make a deduction from your salaries. (He turns o~
Duparn.) Mr, Dudard, how is your report on the alco-
holic repression law coming along?

Duparp. I'm just finishing it off, sir.

Papitron. Then do so. It's very urgent, (He turns.)
Mr. Berenger and Mr. Botard, have you finished cor-
recting the proofs for the wine trade control regulations?

BrrencEr. Not yet, Mr, Papillon, But they're well on
the way.

PapiLronN. Then finish off the corrections together,
The printers are waiting. (He crosses to 1. ¢.) And, Miss
Daisy, you bring the letters to my office for signature.
Hurry up and get them typed.

Daisy. Very good, Mr, Papillon.

Papirron. T shall see you shortly, gentlemen,

(PAPILLON exits L., banging the door loudly behind him.
There is a long silence as the OrmErs settle to work.
Dasy types. DuparD works and smokes. BoTarp
Seems in a bad temper., BERENGER is passive and
limp. He spreads the proofs on the table in front of
him and passes the manuscript to Botarp. Ber-
ENGER reads and corrects the proofs whilst BoTARD
checks the manuscript with o pencil.)

BERENGER. “Laws relating to the control of proprie-
tary wine produce.” (He corrects.) Control with one L.
(He corrects.) Proprietary—one P—-proprietary. (He
reads.) “The controlled wines of the Bordeaux region,
the lower sections of the upper slopes—"
~ Borarn. T haven’t got that, You've skipped a line,

BERENGER, I'll start again. “The Wine Control.”

Duparp. Please don’t read so loud. I can’t concentrate
with you shouting at the tops of your voices,
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(BERENGER reads in @ whisper, then as he makes some
corrections, BOTARD 7E€SUMES his discussion with
DUDARD. )

Botarp, It's all a hoax.

Duparp. What's all a hoax?

Botarp, Your rhinoceros business, of course. You've
been making all this propaganda to get these rumors
started.

Duparp. What propaganda?

(Dalsy stops typing.) |

BERENGER. (Breaking in.) No question of propaganda.

Dasy. Do I have to tell you again, I saw it—I ac-
tually saw it, and others did, too.

Duparp. (To Botrarp.) You make me laugh! Propa-
ganda! Propaganda for what?

Borarp. Oh, you know more about that than I do.
Don’t make out you’re so innocent.

Duparp. (Rising and moving R. C.; angrily.) At any
rate, Mr. Botard, I'm not in the pay of any furtive un-
derground organization. |

BoTARD. (Rising,; angrily.) That’s an insult—I'm not
standing for that. _
' BERENGER. (Rising and trying to calm BOTARD, plead-
ingly.) Now, now, Mr. Botard—

Daisy. (Rising and rushing to Duparp,) Now, now,
Mr. Dudard— |

Borarp. I tell you it’s an insult.

(PAPILLON enters suddenly L. and crosses to L. C. He
carries a time sheet. BOTARD and DUDARD resume
their seats. There is a silence.)

PapILLON. (Consulting the time sheet.) 1s Mr. Beeuf
not in today? |
BeRENGER. (Half-looking under his stool.) No, he
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isn’t. He must be absent, (He moves U. . and opens the
windows and shutters.)

PaPILLON. Just when I needed him. (T'¢ Daisy.) Did
he let anyone know he was ill or couldn’t come in?

Daisy. He didn’t say anything to me, -

PapiLLon. If this goes on I shall fire him. It’s not the
first time. Up to now I haven't said anything, but it's
not going on like this. Has anyone got the key to. his
drawer?

(Mrs. B&UF enters up the stairs c. She is a large woman
of some forty to fifty years old. She is tearful,
breathless and apprehensive.)

BERENGER, Oh, here's Mrs. Beeuf.

Daisy. (Rr. of Mrs. B&Ur.) Morning, Mrs. Beeu/.

Mrs. Ba@ur. Morning, Mr, Papillon, Good morning,
everyone. , .

PapiLLoN, (L. of Mrs. Beur.) Well, where’s your
“husband? What’s happened to him? Is it too much
trouble for him to come any more?

Mrs. B@Ur, (Breathless.) Please excuse him—my
husband, I mean—he went to visit his family for the
week end. He’s got a touch of flu.

PAPILLON. So he's got a touch of flu, has he?

Mrs. Baur. (Handing a telegram to PariLLoN.) He
says so in the telegram. He hopés to be back on Wed-
. nesday. (Almost fainting.) Could 1 have a glass of water
—and sit down a moment?

(DuparD rises and moves his chair slightly . c. BEr- .
ENGER helps Mr.-B@UF to the chair, into which ske

flops.) '

PApPILLON, (To Daisy.) Give her a glass of water.

Daisy. Yes, straight away. (Da1sy crosses and exits 1..)
Duparp. (To Papiiron,) She must have a weak heart,
PapiLLON. (Moving to r. of MRs. B&UF,) It’s a great
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nuisance that Mr, Beeuf can’t come, (DAIsy emlers L,
‘cprrying 4 plass: of water, Ske crosses- and. hinds 4t 4o
__M‘izs Baur.) But that's no redson for you to:go
pieces.
" Mgzs. Baur. (With dificulty.y It's pot—~it’s—well, T
was chased here all the way ‘frem-the house by & r}ﬂv‘
NOCEros.

BereENGER. How many horns did it have?

Botarp, (He guflaws. Rising and moving D. R.) Don’t
make me laugh!

Duparp, (Zndignantly.) Give her a chance to speak.
[Cue 5. Stairs collapse.]

Mgzs. Baur, (Making a great effort to be exact, and
pointing in the direction of the stairs c.) It’s down there,
by thehgntrance. It seemed to want to come upstairs.

(There is a crask from the stairs c. The stairs and rail
collapse and a cloud of dust rises. From below an
anggm.’:ed TRUMPETING is heard.)

Dasy. My God! '
Mks. B@ur. (Her hand on izer keart; screaming.)
Oh! Ah) (She collapses into BERENGER'S arms.)

(DAIsY runs to the door L. and fans with it to blow
away the dust. PAPILLON rushes to Rr. of the trap
and looks down. BOTARD goes above the irap.
DUDARD stands below the trap. BERENGER admin-
isters to Mrs. Beur. The TRUMPETING con-
tinues.)

BERENGER. (Patting Mrs, B@ur's ckeek.) Keep calm|

(BoTARD and DUDARD go to the french windows and fan
with them, DAa1sY crosses to L. of MRs, B&ur.)

Daisy. Are you feeling better now, Mrs, Boeuf?
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PAPILLON. (Pointing down the stairs.}; There it is!
Down there! It is onel

Botarp. (Moving above the trap.) I can’t see a thing.
It’s an illusion, (He moves v, C.)

Duparp, (Moving to the trap.) Of course it’s one,
down there, turning round and round, It can’t get up
here. There’s no staircase any longer,

BoTARD. It's most strange. What can it mean?

Duparp. (To BERENGER.) Come and look. Come and
have a look at your rhinoceros,

BERENGER. I’m coming.

(BERENGER, Darsy, Papriron, BotARp amd Duparp
- crowd around the trap and look down.)

PaPiLLoN. (To BErencER) You're the rhinoceros
expert—take a good look.

BERENGER. I’'m no rhinoceros expert,

Darsy. Oh, look at the way it’s going round and round.
It looks as if it was in pain—what can it want?

Duparp. It seems to be looking for someone. (T'o Bo-
TARD.) Can you see it now?

Borarp. (Vexed,) Ves, yes, I can see it.

Dawsy. (To Papriion.) Perhaps we're all seeing
things. You as well. :

Borarp. I never see things. Something is definitely
down there,

Duparp. What do you mean-—"something”?

PaPrLLon. (Turning to BERENGER.) It’s obviously a
rhinoceros, That’s what you saw before, isn’t it? (Tg
Daisv.) And you, too?

Dasy. Definitely. -

BERENGER. It’s got two horns. It’s an African rhi-
hoceros, or Asiatic, rather. Oh, I don’t know whether the
African rhinoceros has one horn or two. -

PAPILLON. (Moving b. L. ¢.) It’s demolished the stair-
case—and 2 good thing, too. When you think how long
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I’ve been asking the management to install some steps in
place of that worm-eaten old staircase.

Duparp. (Moving to ®. of PAPILLON.) I sent & report
a week ago, Chief,

PariLLoN. It was bound to happen, I knew that. I
could see it coming, and I was right.

Daisy. (Ironicaily.) As always,

BereNcER. (To DuparD and PapriLon.) Now look,
are two horns a characteristic of the Asiatic rhinoceros
or the African? And is one horn a characteristic of the
African or the Asiatic oner

Daisy. (Looking down the trap.) Poor thing, it keeps
on trumpeting and going round and round. What does it
want? Oh, it’s looking at us. (T'o the rhinocergs.) Puss,
puss, puss.

Duparp. (Holding Dawsy.) I shouldn’t try to stroke
it, it’s probably not tame.

PapiLLoN. In any case, it’s out of reach, [Cue 6.]

(The rhinoceros TRUMPETS horribly.)
Darsy. Poor thing!
(BOTARD moves D. R.)

BerenceR. (To BoTARD; still insisting.) You're very
well-informed—don’t you think that the ones with two
horns are— |

PapiLLON, What are you rambling on about, Berenger?
You're a bit under the weather,

Botarp. How can it be possible in a civilized country?

Daisy. (To Botarp.) All right. But does it exist or
not?

Borarp. It’s all an infamous plotl (DUDARD crosses
to R. c. With a political orator’s gesture BOTARD points
1o DUDARD, quelling kim with a look.) It’s all your fault! -

(Mrs. B@ur rises and screams. BERENGER fakes MRS,
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B®EUF out of the Jrench windows on 1o the balcony
and calms her.)

Duparp. Why mine, rather than yours?

BorArp, (Furiously.) Mine? It's always the little
people who get the blame. If | had my way—

Dawsy. (Moving to 1. of Duparp.) Calm down, this
is 1o time to quarrel,

PariLLon, (Moving to 1. of Daisy.) We're in a fine
mess with no staircase. It's all the management’s fault,

Daisy. (Turning to PAPILLON.) Maybe, (Mrs. Beur
moves below the trap, BErpNGER Jollows gnd stands 1. of
the trap.) But how are we going to get down?

PariLron, (Joking amorousty and ceressing Darsy'’s
cheek.) Tl take you in my arms and we'll float down
together.

Daisvy, (Rejecting PariLion's advances.) You keep
your horny hands off my face, you old pachyderm,

PapiLLon, T was only joking,

(The rhinoceros continues its TRUMPETING. For 4
Jew moments Mgs, B&ur stgres fixedly down the
irap, then suddenly she lets out @ terrible cry,)

Mrs. Bezur, My God! It can’t be true!

(Da1sY and DUubarp run ebove the trap. PAPILLON moves
{0 L. of Mrs. Beur, Borarp moves to R. of the

trap.)

BERENGER. What’s the matter?

Mgrs. Baur, It’s my husband! Oh, Beeuf, my poor
Beeuf, what’s happened to you? |

Dasy. Are you positive?

Mgrs. Beor, I recognize him, I recognize him, [Cue

(The rhinoceros replies with a violent but tender TRUM.-
PETING.) |
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PariLLoN. Well, that’s the last straw! This time he’s
fired for good.

DupArD. Is he insured?

BotArD, (Moving down Rr.; aside.) I understand it all
now,

Daisy. How can you collect insurance in a case like
this?
- Mgs. B&ur., (Fainting into BERENGER's arms.) Oh,
my God!

BERENGER, Oh|

Daisy. Carry her over here. (She points to her chair 1.)

(PariLLON and BERENGER stagger with Mrs. B&Ur to
the chair 1. and seat her in it. BERENGER works on
Mgzs. B&UF and pats her cheeks, Daisy fans her
with a notebook.)

Duparp. Don’t upset yourself, Mrs. Beeuf. (He moves

D. R. of the trap.)

Mkrs. B@&ur. Ah! Oh!

Daisy. Maybe it can all be put right.

PAPILLON, (Moving to L. oj Duparp.) Legally, what
can be done?

DupArp. You need to get a solicitor’s advice.

BotArD, (Raising his hands to heaven.) It’s the sheer-
est madness, What a society! (He crosses U. ¢.) You can
be certain of one thing—-I shall report this to my union.
I don’t desert a colleague in the hour of need. It won’t
be hushed up.

- Mrs, B&ur, (Coming to.) My poor darling, I can’t:
leave him like that, my poor darling. (The TRUMPET-
ING continues.) [Cue 8.] He’s calling me. (Tenderly.)
He’s calling me, (Shke rises and moves to the trap.)

Daisy, Feeling better now, Mrs. Beeuf?

DupArp. She’s picking up a bit,

Botarp. (70 Mrs. B&Ur.) You can count on the
union’s support. Would you like to become a member of
the committee?
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PAPILLON. Work’s going to be delayed again, What
about the post, Miss Daisy?

Daisv. I want to know first how we're going to get out
of here,

PapiLLoN. Through the window.

(DupARD and Daisy move and look out of the window,
- MRS, B&UF returns to her chair and slumps into it.)

Borarp. I know where it came from.,

Dasv. It's too high. |

BERENGER. Perhaps we ought to call the firemen, and
get them to bring ladders.

PAPILLON. Miss Daisy, go to my office and telephone
the fire brigade.

(Daisy exits 1.)

MRrs. B&ur, (Rising suddenly.) 1 can’t desert him, I
can’t desert him now.

Darsy. (Of ; into the telephone.) Hello, hello, is that
the fire brigade? . . .

PAPILLON, If you want to divorce him—you’d be per-
fectly justified.

(PAPILLON crosses and exits L. DAISY enters 1. holding a
telephone receiver, and carries on an inaudible con-
versation into the telephone. )

Duparp. You’d be the injured party,

Mzs, B&ur. No! Poor thing! This is not the moment
for that. I won’t abandon my husband in such a state.

Botarp. You're a good woman,

Duparp. (To Mgs. B®ur.) But what are you going
to do? .

(MRs. B@&UF runs to the table c. and puts down her
handbag.)




66 RHINOCEROS ACT I

BERENGER. Watch outl |
Mpzs. B&ur. (Moving to the edge of the trap.) 1 can’t

leave him, I can’t leave him now.
Duparp. Hold her back.

(BERENGER grabs hold of Mrs. BEUF’s coat.)

Daisy. (Calling.) Mr, Papillon.
Mpgs. B&ur. I'm taking him home. |
PariLLON. (He enters L.) What'’s she trying to do?

Mrs. B@ur. (Preparing to jump into the trap.) I'm
coming, my darling, I'm coming.

BERENGER. She’s going to jump.

BortarD. It's no more than her duty.

'Duparp. She can‘t do that.

(Mgs. B&EUF jumps down the trap. BERENGER, /0 tries
to resirain her, is left with her coat in his hand.

DaISY exits L. to replace the telephone.)

BereNGER. I couldn’t hold her back. [Cue 9.]

The rhinoceros is heard [rom below, tenderly TRUM-

PETING.)

Mpgs. Baur. (Of.) Here 1 am, my sweet, I'm here
now. -

(DUDARD, BERENGER and PAPILLON look into the trap.)

DupArD, She landed on his back in the saddle.
Bortarp. (He moves to the trap.) She’s a good rider.
Mgs. Baur. (Of.) Home now, dear, let’s go home.

[Cue 6. Gallops off. |

(BorArD and BERENGER rush to the window.)

Duparp. They’re off at a gallop.




ACT 1 - RHINOCEROS 67

(The TRUMPETING ceases and the sound of HEAVY
GALLOPING is heard, fading into the distance.)

BERENGER. They’re moving fast.

DupArD. (T0 PapiLLON.) Ever done any riding?

PAPILLON. A bit—a long time ago. (He looks towards
the door L.) Is she on the telephone?

BERENGER. (Looking out of the window.) They're al-
ready a long way off. They’re out of sight.

Daisy. (Ske enters L.) I had trouble getting the fire-
men.

Botarp. (Moving p. R.; as if concluding an interior
monologue.) A fine state of affairs,

Daisy. I had trouble getting the firemen,

PAPILLON. Are there fires all over the place, then?

BERENGER. (Still clutching Mrs. B&UTr’s coat.) 1 agree
with Mr. Botard. (He moves r. ¢.) Mrs. Beeuf’s attitude
is very moving; she’s a woman of feeling.

PAPILLON. (Sitting on the stool above the table r.) It
means one employee less, who has to be replaced,

(DupARD stands R, of PAPILLON, BERENGER stands R. of
the trap. DAISY is L. C. BOTARD is D, R.)

BERENGER. Do you really think he’s no use to us any
more?

Daisy. No, there aren’t any fires, the firemen have
been called out for other rhinoceroses.

BERENGER. For other rhinoceroses?

DUuDARD.

BOTARD.

Daisy. Yes, other rhinoceroses. They’ve been reported
all over the town. This morning there were seven, now
there are seventeen.

Borarp. What did I tell you?

Daisy. As many as thirty-two have been reported.
They're not official yet, but they’re bound to be con-
firmed soon,

} (Together.) Other rhinoceroses?
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Botarp. (Less certain.) piff| They always exaggerate.

PAPILLON. Are they coming to get us out of here?

BERENGER. I’'m hungry.

Daisy. Yes, they're coming—the firemen are on the
way.

(BERENGER CrOSSes to the hat-stand, removes his overall
and puts on his jacket. DAISY covers her typewriler
and tidies her papers.)

PapiLLON. What about the work?

Duparp. It looks as if it’s out of our hands.

pPapiLLON. We'll have to make up the lost time.

Duparp. {Moving to L. of BoTarp.) Well, Mr. Botard,
do you still deny all rhinocerotic evidence? .

Borarp. (Moving to L. of PapiLLON.) Our union is
against your dismissing Mr. Beeuf without notice.

PAPILLON. It’s not up to me; we€ shall see what con-
clusions they reach at the enquiry.

Borarp. (To Duparp.) No, Mr. Dudard, I do not
deny the rhinocerotic evidence. I never have.

Duparp. That's not true.

Daisy. Oh, no, that’s not true.

BoTARD. (Moving u. c.) 1 repeat 1 have never denied
it. T just wanted to find out exactly where it was all lead-
ing. Because 1 know my own mind. I’'m not content to
simply state that a phenomenon exists. I make it my busi-
ness to understand and explain it. At least I could ex-
plain it if—

Duparp. Then explain it to us.

Daisy. Yes, explain it, Mr. Botard.

pariLLON, Explain it, when your colleagues ask you.

Botarp. I will explain it.

Duparp. We're all listening.

Dasy. I’'m most curious.

Borarp. I will explain it—one day.

Duparp. Why not now?

Borarp. (To MR. PAPILLON; menacingly.) We'll go
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into the explanation later, in private. (To the OTHERS.)
I know the whys and the wherefores of this whole busi-
ness.

Daisy. What whys?

BERENGER. What wherefores?

Duparp. I'd give a lot to know these whys and where-
fores.

(BoTARD moves D, L., bringing BERENGER and DAISY with
him.)

Botarp. (With a terrible air; whispering.) And I also
know the names of those responsible, The names of the
traitors, You can’t fool me. I'll expose the purpose and
the meaning of this whole plot. I’ll unmask the perpe-
trators.

BERENGER, But who'd want to—7?

Duparp. (To Botarp.) You're evading the question,
Mr. Botard.

PapiLLoON. Let’s have no evasions.

Botarp. Evading? What-—me?

Darsy. Just now you accused us of suffering from
hallucinations.

Borarp. Just now, yes. Now the hallucmatmn ‘has
become a provocation,

Duparp. And how do you consider this change came
about? [Fade in Cue 7. Fire engine.]

Botarp. It's an open secret, gentlemen. Even the man
in the street knows about it. Only hyprocrites pretend not
to understand.

(The sound of ¢ FIRE-ENGINE arriving and stopping
| is heard off. PAPILLON rises.)

Daisy. (Running to the window.) That’s the firemen.

(BERENGER follows Daisy 2o the window.) [Hold sound
in background to end of scene.]
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Botarp. (Removing his overall.) There’s going to be
some big changes made; they won’t get away with it as
easily as that, (He crosses and hangs his overall on the
hat-stand.) |

Duparp, That doesn’t mean anything, Mr, Botard.
The rhinoceroses exist, and that’s that. That’s all there
is to it.

Daisy. (Calling over the balcony.) Up here, firemen.

FIreMEN. (Off.) Put up the ladder.

Borarp. (To Duparp,) I hold the key to all these
happenings, an infallible system of interpretation.

PapPILLON. I want you all back in the office this after-
noon.,

(The top of the firemen’s ladder appears over the
balcony.)

BorArp. (Putting on his jacket.) Too bad about the
office, Mr. Papillon.

PapirtoN. I don’t know what the management will
say.
DupArD. These are exceptional circumstances.

BoTARD, (Pointing to the window.) They can’t force
us to come back this way. We'll have to wait till the stair-
case is repaired.

Duparp. If anyone breaks a leg, it’ll be the manage-
ment’s responsibility.

ParrLroN, That’s true.

(The FIREMAN appears on the ladder.)

BERENGER. After you, Miss Daisy.
FIREMEN, Come on, miss,
Duparp. Good-bye, Miss Daisy. See you soon.

(The FIREMAN takes DAIsY in his arms. She gets over
the balcony rail and disappears down the ladder
with the FIREMAN. PAPILLON moves to the window.)
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Darsy. (As she goes.) See you soon. Good-bye,

PapiLLON. Telephone me tomorrow morning, Miss
Daisy. You can come and type the letters at my house.
Mr. Berenger, I draw your attention to the fact that we
are not on holiday, and that work will resume as soon as
possible. (To DuparDp and BotTaArp.) You hear what I
say, gentlemen? -

Duparp. Of course, Mr. Papillon.

Botarp. They’ll go on exploiting us till we drop, of
course,

(The FIREMAN appears at the 'balcény rail.)

FIREMAN. Who's next?

PapiLLoN. (To the OrHERs.) Go on.
Duparp. After you, Mr. Papillon.
BERENGER, After you, Chief.
BotArp. You first, naturally.

(PAPILLON bows shortly to eack of them.)

PAPILLON. (T0 BERENGER.) Bring me Miss Daisy’s
letters. There, on the desk, (BERENGER collects the papers
and letters from the desk L. and hands them to PaPIL-
LON.)

FIREMAN, Come on, hurry up. We’ve not got all day.
We've got others calls to make,

Borarp. What did I tell you?

(PAPILLON gets astride the balcony rail. The FIREMAN
gets hold of PAPILLON,)

PariLLoN. (To the FirEMAN.) Careful of the docu
ments. (T/he FIREMAN releases PAPILLON, takes the let
ters and disappears.) Good-bye, gentlemen.

Duparp. Good-bye, Mr, Papillon.

BERENGER. Good-bye, Mr, Papillon.
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(PaPILLON disappears down the ladder.)

PapPiLLoN. (Of.) Careful of my papers. (He calls.)
Dudard. Lock up the offices, -

Duparp, (Calling.) Don't"yga worry, Mr. Papillon.
(T'e Borarp,) After you, Mr:Batard. -

Botarp. T am about to descend, gentlemen. And 1 am
going to take this matter up immediately with the proper
authorities. (He moves on to the balcony.) T'll get to the
bottom of this so-called mystery.

Duparp, I thought it was all perfectly clear to you.

Borarp. Your irony doesn’t affect me. What T'm after
are the proofs and the documents—yes, proof positive of
your treason. (He climbs over the balcony.)

(Ironic cheers are heard from a CROWD at the foot
of the ladder.)

Duparp. That’s absurd,

Botarp. Your insults—

Duparp. (Interrupting.) It's you who are insulting me.

Botarp. I don’t insult. I merely prove. (BOTARD dis-
appears down the ladder.)

Fireman, {Off; calling.) Come on, there.
~ Duparp. (T'o Brrencer.) What are you doing this

afternoon? Shall we meet for a drink?

BERENGER. Sorty, I can’t. I'm taking advantage of
this afternoon off to go and see my friend Jean. 1 do
want to make it up with him, after all, We got carried
away. It was all my fault,

(The FIREMAN appears at the balcony rail.)

FrremaN. Come along, there.
BereNGER. (T'0 Duparp.) After you.
Duparp. After you.

BerRENGER. Oh, no, after you.
Duparp. No, I insist, after yieas
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BERENGER. No, please, after you, after you.
Fireman, Hurry up!

Duparp. (70 BERENGER.) After you, after you.
BERENGER. No, after you, aiter you, [Sound o1, ]

(DUDARD and BERENGER clim on to the balcony rail, The
CROWD cheers as:)

the CURTAIN falls




ACT II

Sceng: Jean's room. The afternoon of the same day.
The door to the entrance hall is D. L., there is a door
U. r. leading to the bathroom and there is a window
u. L. A single divan bed is across the back wall. A
chest of drawers stands . R. An armchair is L. C.
with a small table o. L. of it. An upright chair is
against the wall above the door L. There is a tele-
phone on the chest of drawers. At night the room is
lit by a chandelier pendant C., with the switch be-
low the door L.

At Rise: The window curtains are closed and the room
is in semi-darkness. JEAN is in bed, lying under the
blanket, his back to the audience. He wears paja-
mas. He coughs. After a few moments there is @
KNOCK on the door L. JEAN does not answer. The
KENOCK is repeated.

BrreNGER. (Of L.) Jean! (He knocks.) Jeanl

Jean. (In a hoarse voice.) What is it?

BERENGER. (Off.) I've dropped in to see you, Jean.

Jean. Who is it?

BerencER. (Off.) It’s me—DBerenger. I hope I’m not
disturbing you.

Jean. Oh, it’s you, is it? Come in!

BereNGER. (Trying the door.)) The door’s locked.

Jean. Just a moment. Oh dear, dear . . . (He gets up
in a pretty bad temper. He is wearing green pajamas,
his hair is tousled.) Just a moment, (He unlocks the
door.) Just a moment. (He goes back to bed, gets under
the blanket.) Come inl

(BERENGER énters L. and switches on the lights.)

BerenGER. Hullo, Jean.
74
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JEaN. What time is it? Aren'’t you at the office?

BERENGER. You're still in bed; you’re not at the office,
then? (He goes to the foot of the bed.)

Jean. (Still with his back turned.) Funny, I didn’t
recognize your voice, ’

BERENGER. I didn’t recognize yours, either.

JeEaN, Sit down.

(BERENGER puts his cap, gloves and stick on the table
L. C., picks up a box containing a chest expander
from the armchair 1. C, and sits in the chair with
the box on his lap., JEAN coughs.)

BERENGER. You know, Jean, it was stupid of me to get
so upset yesterday over a thing like that.

JeAN. A thing like what?

BrrENGER. Yesterday.

Jean. When yesterday? Where yesterday?

BERENGER. Don’t you remember? It was about that
wretched rhinoceros,

JEAN., What rhinoceros?

BerENGER. The rhinoceros, or rather, the two Wretched
rhinoceroses we saw.

Jean, Oh, yes, I remember. How do you know they
were wretched?

BERENGER. Oh, I just said that, (He picks up a maga-
zine from the table. )

Jean. Oh, Well, let’s not talk any more about it,

BERENGER. That's very nice of you,

JEaN. Then that’s that,

BereENGER. But I would like to say how sorry I am for
being so insistent—and so obstinate—and getting so
angry. In fact—I acted stupidly.

Jean, That’s not surprising with you.

BERENGER, I'm very sorry.

Jean. (After a pause.) I don’t feel very well. (He
coughs.)

BERENGER. That'’s probably why you're in bed. (He
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puts the magazine on the table. With a change of tone.)
You know, Jean, as it turned out, we were both right.
(He opens the box and plays with the chest expander.)

Jean. What about?

BERENGER, About—well, you know, the same thing.
Sorry to bring it up again, but I'll only mention it briefly.
I just wanted you to know that in our different ways
we were both right, It’s been proved now. There are some
rhinoceroses in the town with two horns and some with
one. (He accidentally breaks a strand of the chest ex-
pander.) '

JeaN. That’s what 1 told you. Well, that’s just too
bad.

BERENGER. Yes, too bad.

Jean. Or maybe it’s all to the good; it depends.

BERENGER. (Bundling the expander into the box.) In
the final analysis it doesn’t much matter which comes
from where. The important thing, as I see it, is the fact
that they’re there at all, because . . . (He hides the ex-
pander under his chair.)

JeaN. (He turns, sits up and foces BERENGER.) I don’t
~feel well, I don’t feel well at all.

BERENGER. Oh, I am sorry, What do you think it is?

Jean, 1 don’t know exactly, there’s something wrong
somewhere.

BERENGER, Do you feel weak?

JeaN. Not at all. (He gets out of bed and does some
“push-ups.’) On the contrary, I feel full of beans.

BERENGER. | meant just a passing weakness. It hap-
pens to everybody.

JEaN. It never happens to me.

BERENGER. (Rising and moving to L. of JEAN.) Per-
haps you're too healthy, then. (He unsuccessfully tries
some “push-ups.”) Too much energy can be a bad thing.
It unsettles the nervous system,

Jean. My nervous system is in perfect order, (His
voice very gradually becomes more and more hoarse.)
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I'm sound in mind and limb. I come from a long line
of ...

BERENGER. I know you do. Perhaps you’ve just caught
a chill. Have you got a temperature?

JEAN. 1 don’t know. (He stops pushing, rests on one
hand and puts the other to his head.) Yes, probably I
have a touch of fever, My head aches.

BERENGER. Just a slight migraine. Would you like me
to leave you alone?

JEAN. (Rising.) No, stay. You don’t worry me,

BERENGER. Your voice is hoarse, too,

JEAN. (Doing “knees bend.”) Hoarse?

BERENGER. A bit hoarse, yes. That's why I didn’t
recognize it.

JEAN. Why should 1 be hoarse? My voice hasn’t
changed; it’s yours that’s changed. |

BERENGER. Mine?

JeAN., Why not?

BERENGER. It’s possible. I hadn’t noticed.

JEAN. T sometimes wonder if you’re capable of noticing
anything. (He sits on the bed and puts his hand to his
forehead.) Actually it’s my forehead that hurts. I must
have given it a knock. (His woice is even hoarser.)

BERENGER. When did you do that?

JEAN. I don’t know. I don’t remember it happening.

BERENGER. But it must have hurt you.

JEAN. I must have done it while I was asleep.

BErENGER. The shock would have woken you up. You
must have just. dreamed you knocked yourself. (He
wanders around the armchair and up to the bed again.)

JEAN. I never dream.

BERENGER, Your headache must have come on while
you were asleep. You've forgotten you dreamed, or
rather you only remember subconsciously.

Jean. (He lies on his back on the bed and does a
“cycling” exercise.) Subconsciously—me? I'm master
of my own thoughts, my mind doesn’t wander. I think
straight, I always think straight.
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BrrENGER. 1 know that. I haven’t made myself clear.

Jean. Then make yourself clearer, (He sits up on the
bed.) And you needn’t bother to make any of your un-
pleasant observations to me,

BERENGER. One often has the impression that one has
knocked oneself when one has a headache. (He moves to
L. of JEan.) If you'd really knocked yourself, you'd have
a bump. (He leans over JEAN and looks closely at his
forekead.) Oh, you've got one, you do have a bump, in
fact, '

JEAN. A bump?

BERENGER, Just a tiny one.

Jean., Where?

BERENGER, (Pointing to JEAN’s forehead.) There. It
starts just above your nose.

JeaN. I’ve no bump. We've never had bumps in my
family. -

BERENGER. Have you got a mirror?

JEAN. That’s the limitl (He touches his forehead.) 1
can feel something. (He rises.) I'm going to have a
look, in the bathroom. (JraN exits R. While of, he
quickly applies green make-up. Off.) It’s true, I have
got a bump. (BERENGER moves to the bed and tidies it.
JEAN enters r. His skin has become greener. He leans
aginst the door.) So you see, I did knock myself. |

BERENGER. (Looking up at Jran.) You don’t look well,
your skin is quite green, |

JeaN. You seem to delight in saying disagreeable
things to me. Have you taken a look at yourself lately?
(He goes to the chest of drawers for the First Aid box,
panting as he does so0.)

BERENGER, (Continuing with the bed.) Forgive me. I
didn't mean to upset you.

JEAN. (Now very hoarse.) That’s hard to believe.

BERENGER. Your breathing’s very heavy. Does your
throat hurt? (He finishes the bed.) If your throat hurts,
perhaps it’s a touch of quinsy.
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JEAN. (Panting.) Why should I have a touch of
quinsy?

BERENGER, It's nothing to be ashamed of—I some-
times get it. (He crosses to JEAN.) Let me feel your
pulse. (He feels JEAN’S pulse.)

JEAN. (In an even hoarser voice.) Oh, it'll pass.

BERENGER. Your pulse is normal. You needn’t get
alarmed.

JEAN. I'm not alarmed in the slightest—why should
I be?

BrresiuER. You're right. A few days’ rest will put you
right.

JEAN. T've no time to rest. (He moves towards the
door L.) I must go and buy some food. (He realizes he is
without skoes, moves to the bed, sits and puts on his
S0cks.)

BERENGER. There’s not much the matter with you if
youre hungry. But even so, you ought to take a few
days’ rest. (e moves and sits R, of JEAN on the bed.) It’s
wise to take care. Has the doctor been to see you?

JEAN. 1 don’t need a doctor, \

BERENGER. Oh, but you ought to get the doctor.

JEAN. You're not going to get the doctor because I
don’t want the doctor. I can look after myself.

BERENGER, You shouldn't reject medical advice,

JEAN. Doctors invent illnesses that don’t exist.

BeRENGER. They do it in good faith—just for the
pleasure of looking after people.

JEAN. They invent illnesses, they invent them, I tell
you,

BERENGER. Perhaps they do—but after they invent
them they cure them.

JEAN. 1 only have confidence in veterinary surgeons.
Therel

BERENGER. (T'aking JEAN’S right hand and looking at
kis wrist.) Your veins look swollen, They’re jutting out.

JEAN. It’s a sign of virility.
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BERENGER. Of course it’s a sign of health and strength.
But . . . (He examines JEAN'S forearm more closely.)

JeaN. (Violently withdrawing his arm.) What do you
think you’re doingP—scrutinizing me as if I was some
strange animal,

BERENGER. It's your skin—

JeaN., What's my skin got ‘to do with you? I don’t
go on about your skin, do I?

BERENGER. It’s just that—it seems to be changing
colour all the time. It’s going green, (He fakes JEAN's
hand.) It's hardening as well.

JeAN, (Withdrawing his hand.) Stop mauling me
about. What’s the matter with you? You're getting on
my nerves, (He rises, moves a step L. and stands pant-
ing.)

BERENGER, (T'0 himself.) Perhaps it’s more serious
than I thought. (70 Jean.) We must get the doctor.
(He rises and moves to the telephone.) -

JeaN. Leave that thing alone. (He darts over to BER-
ENGER and pushes him. BERENGER sfaggers to c.) You
mind your own business. (He laughs harshly.)

BeRENGER, All right. It was for your own good.

JEAN. (Crossing below BERENGER (o L.; coughing and
breathing noisily.) 1 know better than you what’s good
for me.

BERENGER. You're breathing very hard.

JEAN, (Moving restlessly vU. L. C.)- One breathes as
best one can. (He picks up the magazine from the table
L. ¢.) You don’t like the way I breathe, and I don’t like
the way you breathe, (He tears a page from the maga-
zine and eats it.) Your breathing’s too feeble, you can’t
even hear it— (He crosses D .R. C.) it’s as if you were go-
ing to drop dead any moment.

BERENGER, Don’t say. things like that to me, Jean, You
‘know very well I'm your friend.

‘JEAN. (Circling BERENGER.) There’s no such thing as
friendship. I don’t believe in your friendship.

BERENGER. That's a very hurtful -thing to say.
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JEaN. There’s nothing for you to get hurt about,

BERENGER. My dear Jean— |

JEAN. I’'m not your dear Jean. (He paces up and down,
R. C.)

BERENGER, (Moving . L.) You’re certainly in a very
misanthropic mood today. '

JEAN. (Trying to scratch his back.) Yes, I am mis-
anthropic, very misanthropic indeed, T like being mis-
anthropic. :

BERENGER. (Moving to JEaN and scratching his back
for him.) You’re probably still angry with me over our
silly quarrel yesterday. I admit it was my fault, That’s
why I came to say I was sorry.

JEAN. What quarrel are you talking about?

BERENGER. I told you just now. You know, about the
rhinoceros. | -

JEAN. (Not listening to BERENGER.) It’s not that I
hate people. I'm just indifferent to them-—or rather, they
disgust me. (He paces up and down, t. c., like a wild
beast in a cage.) And they'd better keep out of my way,
or I'll run them down. (He crosses towards BERENGER.)

BERENGER. (Watches JuaN, stepping aside to avoid
him.) You know very well that I shall never stand in
your way.

JEAN. (His woice becoming more and more hoarse.)
I've got one aim in life. (He rushes b. R.) And I’'m mak-
ing straight for it.

BERENGER. I’m sure you’re right. But I feel you're
passing through a moral crisis. You mustn’t excite your-
self, it’s bad for you.

Jean, I felt uncomfortable in my clothes. (He unbut-
tons his pyjama jacket and flaps it.) Now my pyjamas
irritate me as well,

BERENGER. But whatever’s the matter with your skin?

JEAN, Can’t you leave my skin alone? I certainly
wouldn’t want to change it for yours.

BERENGER. (He moves to Jean and feels his chest.) It's
gone like leather.
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JEAN. That makes it more solid. It’s weatherproof.

BERENGER. You're getting greener and greener,

JeAN. (Swinging away c.) You've got color mania to-
day. You're seeing things, you’ve been drinking again.

BErENGER. I did yesterday, but not today.

JeaN. It’s the result of all your past debauches.

BERENGER. I promised you to turn over a new leaf,
I take notice when friends like you give me advice. And
1 never feel humiliated—on the contrary.

Jean, (Pacing to the door r.) 1 don’t care what you
feel. Brrr!

BERENGER. (Moving c.) What did you say?

Jean, T didn’t say anything. I just went “Brrr!” be-
cause I felt like it,

(There is a pause. BERENGER looks fixedly at JEAN.)

BERENGER. Do you know what’s happened to Beeuf?
~ He’s turned into a rhinoceros.

Jean. What happened to Beeuf?

BERENGER. He'’s turned into a rhinoceros.

JeAN, (Fanning himself with the flaps of his pyjama
jacket.)) Brrr!

BERENGER, (Flapping his jacket and moving to JEAN.)
Come on, now, stop joking.

JeAN, (Turning angrily on BERENGER.) I can puff if
I want to, can’t I? I've every right—I’'m in my own
house.

BERENGER. I didn’t say you couldn'’t.

Jean. And I shouldn’t if T were you. I feet hot, I feel
hot, Brrr! Just a moment. I must cool myself down.
(JEAN darts into the bathroom.)

BERENGER. He must have a fever.

(The sound of JEAN puffing and water running from a
tap is heard off R.)

| JEaN (Of.) Brrr!
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BERENGER. He’s got the shivers. I’'m jolly well going to
phone the doctor, (He goes to the telephone and lifts
the receiver.)

JEAN, (Off.) So old Beeuf turned into a rhinoceros,
did he? Ah, ah, ah! He was just having you on, he’d
disguised himself. (JEAN puts kis head round the bath-
room door. He is very green and has a prominent bump
over his nose.) He was just disguised.

(BERENGER khastily replaces the receiver. JEAN with-
draws his head.)

BERENGER. (Turning and moving towards the bath-
room door.) He looked very serious about it, I assure
you.

Jean. (Off.) Oh, well, that’s his business.

BERENGER. (Moving ». L.) I'm sure he didn’t do it on
purpose. He didn’t want to change.

Jean. (Of.) How do you know?

BERENGER, Well, everything led one to suppose so.

JEAN. (Of.) And what if he did do it on purpose?
Eh? What if he did it on purpose?

BERENGER, (Moving u. 1.) 1'd be very surprised. At
any rate, Mrs. Beeuf didn’t seem to know about it.

JEAN, (Off; in a very hoarse voice.) Ah, ah, ahl Fat,
old Mrs, Beeuf! She’s just a fooll

BERENGER. Well, fool or no fool . . . (He looks out of
the window v, 1L.) -

(JEAN enters swiftly from the bathroom. He is without
kis pyjama jacket and his back and chest are now
green.)

JEAN. Beeuf never let his wife know what he was up
to.

BERENGER. (His back turned to JEAN,) You're wrong
there, Jean—it was a very united family.
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b JeAN. Very united, was it? Are you sure? Hum, hum,
rrr!

(JEAN exits to the bathroom. BERENGER turns and
moves C.)

BERENGER. Very united, And the proof is that—
(JEAN slams the bathroom door shut.)

Jean. (Of.) Beeuf led his own private life. He had a
secret side to him deep down which he kept to himsel{.

BERENGER. 1 shouldn’t make you talk, it seems to up-
set you,

JeaN. (Off.) On the contrary, it relaxes me,

BERENGER. Even so, let me call the doctor, I beg you.

Jean. (Of.) I absolutely forbid it. I can’t stand ob-
stinate people. (JEAN enters from the bathroom. He car-
ries this pyjama jacket and is greener than ever. He
speaks only with difficulty and his wvoice is almost
unrecognizable, BERENGER backs away L., a little scared.
JEAN puts the pyjama jacket on the bed.) Well, whether
he changed into a rhinoceros on purpose of against his
will, he’s probably all the better for it. (He moves 0
the chest of drawers, opens a drawer and scatters the
contents on the floor.)

BERENGER. (Moving Rr. c.) How can you say a thing
like that? (He picks up the shirts etc. from the floor.)
Surely you don’t think—7

Jean, You always see the black side of everything. It
obviously gave him great pleasure to turn into a rhi-
noceros. There’s nothing extraordinary in that.

BERENGER (Moving and putting the garments on the
bed.) There’s nothing extraordinary in it, but I doubt if
it gave him much pleasure.

Jean. And why not, pray?

BERENGER. It's hard to say exactly why; it's just
something you feel.
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Jean, I tell you it’s not as bad as all that. (He
scratches his back on the corner of the open drawer.)
After all, rhinoceroses are living creatures the same as
us; they’ve got as much right to life as we have,

BERENGER, As long as they don’t destroy ours in the
process. You must admit the difference in mentality.

JEAN. (Crossing very fast to the window.) Are you
under the impression— (BERENGER jumps on to the
bed.) that our way of life is superior?

BERENGER, Well, at any rate, we have our own moral
standards which 1 consider lncompatlble with the stand-
ards of these animals.

Jean. (Moving 1. c.) Moral standards! (He sweeps
the books from the table 1. c. on to the floor.) I'm sick
of moral standards. We need to go beyond moral stand-
ards. (He knocks the table over.)

BERENGER. What would you put in their place?

JeaN, (He darts out of the door L. and crosses the
front of the stage to ®r. c.) Nature!

BERENGER. (Following JEAN to the door L.) Nature?

JEAN. Nature has its own laws. Morality’s against
Nature.

BERENGER. Are you suggesting we replace our moral
laws by the law of the jungle?

(JEAN crosses quickly to the door L. and comes into the
room. BERENGER flattens himself against the “fourth
wall.”’)

JeaN. It would suit me, suit me fine.

BERENGER. You say that. But deep down, no-one—

JEAN. (Moving up 1. C. and jumping on to the bed.)
We've got to build our lives on new foundations. We
must get back to primeval integrity,

BERENGER. 1 don’t agree with you at all, |

JEAN. (Jumping from the bed and moving to the win-
dows, breathing noisily.) 1 can’t breathe,

BERENGER. (Setting up the table and replacing the
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books.) Just think a moment. You must admit that we
have a philosophy that animals don’t share, and an ir-
replaceable set of values which it’s taken centuries of
human civilization to build up.

Jean. (Crossing to the door r.) When we've de-
molished all that, we'll be better off. (JEAN exits to the
bathroom.)

BERENGER. I know you don’t mean that seriously.
You're joking! It’s just poetic fancy.

Jean. (Off; almost trumpeting.) Brrrl

BERENGER. 1'd never realized you were a poet.

Jean, (Off; trumpeting.) Brrr!

BereENGER. That’s not what you believe fundamentally
—1 know you too well. You know as well as I do that
mankind-—

Jean., (Of; interrupting.) Don’t talk to me about
mankind! |

BERENGER. I mean the human individual, humanism.

Jean. (Off.) Humanism is all washed up. You're a
ridiculous old sentimentalist.

BERENGER. (Crossing to the bathroom door.) But you
must admit that the mind—

Jean, (Off.) Just clichés. You're talking rubbish!

BERENGER. Rubbish!

JeaN. (Off; in a very hoarse voice, difficult to under-
stand.) Utter rubbish! ,

BERENGER. I’'m amazed to hear you say that, Jean,
really. You must be out of your mind. You wouldn’t like
to be a rhinoceros yourself, now would you?

Jean. (Of.) Why not? I'm not a victim of prejudice
like you.

BERENGER. Can you speak more clearly? I didn’t catch
what you said. You swallowed the words,

JeaN, (Off.) Then keep your ears open.

BERENGER. What?

Jean. (Of.) Keep your ears open. I said, what’s wrong
with being a rhinoceros? T'm all for change.
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BERENGER, It’s not like you to say a thing like that—
(He stops short. JEAN enlers from the bathroom. His
appearence is truly alarming. He has, in fact, become
completely green. The bump on his forehead is practically
a rhinoceros horn. After a pause.) Oh, you really must
be out of your mind, (He moves quickly to L. of Lhe bed.
JEAN jumps on to the bed, goes on all fours and scrabbles
the bed coverings on to the floor, talking in a fast and
furious gabble, and making very weird sounds.) You
mustn’t get into such a state—calm down. I hardly
IECognize you any more,

JEAN, (His words hardly distinguishable.) Hot—far
too hot. Demolish the lot, clothes itch, they itch, (He
discards his socks.)

BERENGER. What are you doing? You're not yourself,
You’re generally so modest.

JeaN. The swamps! The swamps!

BERENGER. Look at me. Can’t you see me any longer?
Can’t you hear me?

Jean. T can hear you perfectly well, I can see you per-
fectly well, (He jumps from the bed and lunges towards
BERENGER, kead down.)

BERENGER. (Dodging.) Watch out!

JEAN. (He charges ». L. Puffing noisily.) Sorry!

(JEAN darts at great speed into the bathroom, BERENGER
goes towards the door 1. as if to escape, then changes
his mind.)

BERENGER. I really can’t leave him like that—after all
he is a friend. (BERENGER exils to the bathroom. Of.)
I'm going to get the doctor, It's absolutely necessary, be-
lieve me,

Jean. (Of.) No! '

BERENGER., (Off.) Calm down, Jean, you’re being
ridiculous. Oh, your horn’s getting longer and longer—
you’re a rhinoceros,
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JEaN. (Of.) I'll trample you, I'll trample you down.

[Cue 8. Crash.]

(4 lot of NOISE and TRUMPETING comes from the
bathroom., Some towels and a loofah are thrown vio-
lently through the door. BERENGER, very frightened,
staggers from the bathroom and closes the door with
dificulty against the resistance that is being mad
from inside.) -

BERENGER. (Pushing against the door.) He’s a rhi-
noceros, he’s a rhinoceros! I never would have thought it
of him-—never. (4 RHINOCEROS HORN pierces the
door. He runs to the door L., opens it and calls.) There’s
a rhinoceros in the building! Get the policel (He goes
through the doorway and crosses the front of the stage
to r.) Porter, porter, there’s a rhinoceros in the house,
get the policel Porter! (He crosses v, L. A RHINOC-
EROS HEAD appears in the corner v. L, TRUMPET-
ING is heard off.) Another! (He runs across the front
of the stage to R, A RHINOCEROS HEAD appears in
the corner p. ) Oh, my Godl (He runs c.) My God!
Oh, my God! (He looks out front as if from a window.)
There’s a whole herd of them in the street now. (He
looks around.) Where can I get out? Where can I get out?
If only they’d keep to the middle of the road. They’re
all over the pavement as well. Where can I get out?
Where can I get out? (He runs distractedly into the room,
goes to the window v. L. and looks out. The bathroom
door continues to shake and JEAN continues to trumpet
and hurl incomprehensible insults.) A whole herd of
them. And they always said the rhinoceros was a solitary
animall Tt’s not true, that’s a conception they’ll have to
revise! They’ve smashed up all the public benches. (He
wrings his hands.) What's to be done? (4 RHINOC-
EROS HEAD is thrust through the window. BERENGER
runs c. The bathroom door bursts open and a RHINOC-
EROS HEAD appears in the doorway, He yells.) Rhi-
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hoceros! (He jumps on to the bed.) Rhinoceros! BEx-
ENGER throws himself against the back wall, which yields .

the street is visible in the background. He flees, shout.
ing, as)

CURTAIN
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SCENE: BERENGER'S 100 A few days later. The room
bears a striking resemblance to that of Jean's. Only
certain details, one or two exira pieces of furniture,
reveal thatl it is a different room. The door is L. and
is covered by a curtain. A door and an alcove cup-
board, R., are also curtained. There is a window U. L.
Berenger's bed is D. R. with the head down stage. A
small table with a table-lamp and telephone stands
by the head of the bed. A larger table is against the
wall ®. There is a chest of drawers with a radio on
it, under the window. A small cabinet stands above
the door 1. Three upright chairs stand L. C., R. C,,
and D. C. A heavy dining-table is wedged against
the door L. U. R. thereis @ clothes horse with clothes
airing on it and across the back of the room there
is a clothes line with shirts etc. drying. A mirror is
presumed to be on the “fourth wall” [Cue 9.
Rhino's growl.)

AT Rise: The window curtains are closed and the room
is in semi-darkness. BERENGER i lying fully dressed
on the bed, with a bottle of brandy on the floor be-
side him. His head is bandaged. He seems to be hav-
ing a bad dream, and writhes in his sleep.

BERENGER, No. (He pauses.) Watch out for the horns!
(He pauses. The sound of a considerable number of RHI-
NOCEROSES is heard passing under the window U. L.)
No. (He falls to the floor still fighting with what he has
seen in his dream, and wakes up. He rises, switches on
the TABLE-LAMP, put his hand to his forehead with
an apprehensive air, moves D. C., faces front and looks
into an imaginary mirror in the “fourth wall” He lifts
the bandage as the RHINOCEROS NOISES fade. He
heaves a sigh of relief when he sees he has no bump. He

90
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hesitates, goes to his bed, lies on it and instantly gets up
again. He picks up the bottle and a glass and is about to
pour himself a drink, then after a short internal struggle
he replaces the bottle and glass and sits on the bed).
Now, now, where’s your will-power? (The RHINOC-
EROSES are heard again under the window for a few mo-
ments, He rises, moves D. C., returns to the bed, hesitates
a moment, then with a gesture of “Oh, what's it matter,”
he pours himself a glass of brandy whick he downs gl
one go. He replaces the bottle and glass. He coughs, His
cough seems to worry him; he coughs again and listens
hard to the sound., He moves D. C., opens curtains al an
imaginary window in the “fourth wall’ then coughs
egain.) No, it's not the same. (He calms down, feels his
bandaged forekead, goes to his bed, lies on it and seems
to fall asleep.) [Sound out. Stop tape.] (There is a
KNOCK at the door 1. He starts up.) What is it?

Duparp. (Off 1.) I've dropped by to see you, Ber-
enger,

BERENGER. Who is it?

Dubarp. (Of.) It’s me.

BERENGER, Who'’s me?

Duparp. (Off.) Me—Dudard.

BERENGER. Ah, it’s you. Come in.

Duparp. (Off.) I hope I’'m not disturbing you, (He
tries to open the door.) The door’s locked. |

BERENGER. (Sitting up.) Just a moment. Oh, dear,
dear! (He rises, crosses to the door 1., moves the table a
little, unlocks the door and moves L. C. DUDARD enters L.)

Duparp. Hello, Berenger,

BERENGER. Hello, Dudard. What time is it?

Duparp. ‘S0, you're still barricaded in your room,
(BERENGER and DUDARD carry the table c.) Feeling any
better, old man? (He sets one chair above the table and
one L. of it.) -

BERENGER, (Setting a chair Rr. of the table)) Forgive
me, I didn’t recognize your voice. (He goes to the win-
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dow U, L. and opens the curiains.) Yes, yes, I think I'm
a bit better. |

Duparp. My voice hasn’t changed. I recognized yours
easily enough. J

BERENGER. (Very nervous.) I'm sorry, I thought that
. . . You're right, your voice is quite normal, Mine hasn’t
changed either—has it?

DupArp. Why should it have changed?

BERENGER. (Taking down the clothes lines.) I'm not
a bit—a bit hoarse, am 1? (He puts the washing on the
clothes horse and the line in the cupboard Rr.)

Duparp, Not that I notice.

BErENGER. That’s good. That’s very reassuring.

Duparp. Why, what’s the matter with you?

BERENGER, (Moving c.) T don’t know—does one ever
know? Voices can suddenly change—they do change,
alas! -

Duparp. Have you caught cold, as well?

BEReNGER. I hope not—1I sincerely hope not. But do
sit down, Dudard, take a seat.

DubARp. (Sitting L. of the table.) Are you still feel-
ing a bit off color? (BERENGER, fidgety and nervous,
moves below the table c. DUDARD points to BERENGER'S
bandage.) Is your head still bad?

BERENGER. (Moving above the table.) Oh, yes, I've
still got a headache, But there’s no bump, I haven't
knocked myself— (He leans over the table with his head
close to DUDARD and lifts the bandage.) have I?

Duparp. No, there’s no bump as far as I can see.

" BERENGER. (Moving p. r.) 1 hope there never will be. -
Never.

Duparp, If you don’t knock yourself, why should
there be?

BERENGER, (Pacing up and down, r.) If you really
don’t want to knock yourself, you don’t.

Duparp. Obviously. One just has to take care. But
what’s the matter with you? VYou're all nervous and
agitated. It must be your migraine.
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BERENGER, Migrainel Don’t talk to me about mij-
graine. Don't talk about them.

Duparp. It's understandable that you've got a mi-
graine after all that emotion.

BERENGER. I can’t seem to get over it.

Dupagp. Then it’s not surprising you've got a head-
ache.

BERENGER. (Darting to the imaginary mirror . c.
and lifting the bandage.) Nothing there. You know, it
can all start from something like that.

Duparp. What can all start? ‘

BERENGER. I’'m frightened of becoming someone else,

Duparp. Calm yourself now, and sit down. Dashing
up and down the room like that can only make you
more nervous. |

BERENGER. You're right, I must keep calm. (He sits
R. of the table.) 1 just can’t get over it, you know.

Duparp. About Jean, you mean? T know.

BERENGER. Yes, Jean, of course—and the others, too.

Duparp. I realize it must have been a shock to you.

BERENGER. Well, that’s not surprising, you must ad-
mit,

Duparp. I suppose so, but you mustn’t dramatize the
situation; it’s no reason for you to—

BERENGER. 1 wonder how you’d have felt. Jean was
my best friend. Then to watch him change before mv.
eyes. And the way he got so furious, (He rises, moves
to the chest of drawers v. L. gnd picks up a duster.)

Duparp. I know. You felt let down. I understand, Try
and not think about it.

BERENGER. (Moving to the table and dusting it.) How
can I help thinking about it? He was such a warm-hearted
person, always so human, Who’d have thought it of him?
We'd known each other for—for donkey’s years, (He
collects the tablecloth from vu. c. and spreads it on the
table.) He was the last person I'd have expected to
change like that. I felt more sure of him than of myself,
And then to do that to me.
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Duparp. I'm sure he didn’t do it specially to annoy
you.

BERENGER. (Dusting the chairs.) It seemed as if he
did, If you’d seen the state he was in—the expression on
his face—

Duparp. It’s just that you happened to be with him
at the time. It would have been the same no matter who
was there.

BERENGER, (Replacing the duster on the chest of
drawers.) But after all our years together he might have
controlled himself in front of me. (He moves c.)

Duparp. You think everything revolves round you,
you think that everything that happens concerns you per-
sonally; you’re not the center of the universe, you know.

BERENGER. Perhaps you're right. I must try to re-
adjust myself, but the phenomenon in itself is so dis-
turbing. (He moves U. L., takes a plant from the chest
" of drawers and puts it on the table C.) It’s absolutely
shattered me. What can be the reason for it?

Duparp, Up to now I haven’t found a satisfactory ex-
planation. I observe the facts, and I digest them, (BER-
ENGER moves U. L. and dusts the radio.) Perhaps he felt
an urge for some fresh air, the country, the wide-open
spaces—perhaps he felt a need to relax. I'm not saying
that’s any excuse . . . \

BErRENGER. I understand what you mean, at least I'm
trying to. (He crosses to the bed and tidies it.)

DubarD. Why get upset over a few cases of rhinocer-
itis? Perhaps it’s just another disease.

BERENGER. Exactly! And I'm frightened of catching
it. (He picks up the counterpane and folds it.)

DupARD, (Rising.) Oh, stop thinking about it. (He
moves about the table.) Really, you attach too much im-
portance to the whole business. Jean’s case isn’t symp-
tomatic—he was far too excitable, a bit wild, an eccen-
tric. You musn’t base your judgements on exceptions. It's
the average case you must consider.

BERENGER. (Clutching the counterpane to him.) Yes,
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you're right, (He sits on the bed.) He must have been
temporarily unbalanced. And yet he gave his reasons
for it—he’d obviously given it a lot of thought, and
weighed the pros and cons. And what about Beeuf, then,
was he mad, too? And what about all the others?

Duparp. You can be sure that Beeuf and the others
didn’t do what they did—become what they became—
just to annoy you, (He moves to 1. of BERENGER.) They
wouldn’t have gone to all that trouble. |

BERENGER. That’s true—that makes sense, It's a re-
assuring thought. Or on the other hand, perhaps that
makes it worse. (RHINOCEROSES are heard galloping
past the window v. 1.) [Cue 9 continues.] (He rises,)
There, you hear that?p |

DupaRrD. (Pushing BERENGER back on to his seat.) Oh,
why can’t you leave them alone! They’re not doing you
any harm. Really, you're obsessed by them. It’s not good
for you. You're wearing yourself out, You’ve had one
shock—why look for more? You just concentrate on
getting back to normal,

BERENGER. T wonder if I really am immune?

Duparp. In any case it’s not fatal. Certain illnesses
are good for you. Anyway, I’m convinced this is some-
thing you can cure if you really want to. They’ll get
over it, you'll see,

BERENGER. But it's bound to have certain after-efects.
An organic upheaval like that can’t belp but leave—

Duparp. They’re only temporary, don't you worry.

BERENGER. Are you absolutely certain?

Duparp. (Crossing n. 1..) T think s0, yes, I suppose so.
(He removes kis spectacles and rubs his forehead.)

BERENGER. But if one really doesn’t want to, really
doesn’t want to catch this thing— (Duparp moves to the
window up 1. and looks out.) which after all is a nerv-
ous disease—then you don’t catch it, you simply don't
catch it. (He switches off the TABLE-LAMP.) Do you
feel like a brandy? (He picks up the ;- ‘le.)

Duparp. (Moving b. 1. ¢.) Not for me, thank you, I
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never touch it. But don’t mind me if you want some—
you go ahead, don’t worry about me. But watch out it
doesn’t make your headache worse.

BERENGER. (He pours a drink for himself.) Alcohol is
good for epidemics. It immunizes you. It kills influenza
microbes, for instance. | -

Duparp. Perhaps it doesn’t kill all microbes. They
don’t know about rhinoceritis yet.

BERENGER. Jean never touched alcohol, He just pre-
tended to. Maybe that’s why he—perhaps that explains
his attitude. (Offering a glass to Duparp.) You're sure
you won’t?

Duparp. No, no, never before lunch, thank you. (BER-
ENGER drinks. He coughs, still holding the bottle and
glass.) You see, you can’t take it. It makes you cough.

BERENGER. (Worried.) Yes, it did make me cough.
(He moves to R. 0f the table c.) How did I cough?

Duparp. Like everyone coughs when they drink some-
thing a bit strong.

BERENGER. (Moving and putting the glass and bottle
on the table r. c.) There wasn’t anything odd about it,
was there? It was a real human cough?

DuparD. What are you getting at? It was an ordinary
human cough, What other sort of cough could it have
been?

BereNGER. I don’t know. Perhaps an animal’s cough.
Do rhinoceroses cough?

Duparp, Look, Berenger, you’re heing ridiculous, you
invent difficulties for yourself, you ask yourself the weird-
est questions, I remember you said yourself that the best
protection against the thing was will-power,

BERENGER. Yes, I did.

Duparp. Well, then, prove you've got some.

BERENGER. I have, I assure you.

Duparp. Prove it to yourself—now. Don'’t drink any
more brandy. You'll feel more sure of yourself then.

BEReENGER. You deliberately misunderstand me, The
only reason I take it is because it keeps the worst at bay;
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I’m doing it quite deliberately, When the epidemic’s over,
then I shall stop drinking. I'd already decided that be-
fore the whole business began. I’m just putting it off for
the time being.

Duparp. You're inventing excuses for yourself,

BERENGER. Do you think I am? In any case, that’s got
nothing do with what’s happening out there.

Duparp. How do we know?

BERENGER. (Alarmed.) Do you really think so? You
think that’s how the rot sets in? I'm not an alcoholic,
(He moves . C., looks in the imaginary mirror and ex-
amines his eyes.) Do you think by any chance . . . (He
touches his face and pats his bandaged forehead.) Noth-
ing’s changed; it hasn’t done any harm so it must have
done good-—or it’s harmless at any rate.

Duparp, 1 was only joking. I was just teasing you.
(He sits on the table c. and toys with the plant.) When
you've got over your shock completely and you can get
out for a breath of fresh air, you'll feel better—you'll
see. All these morbid ideas will vanish,

BERENGER. Go out? I suppose I'll have to, I'm dread-
ing the moment. I'll be bound to meet some of them.

Duparp, What if you do? They don’t attack you. If
you leave them alone, they just ignore you. You can’t
say they’re spiteful, They’'ve even got a certain natural
innocence, a sort of frankness, Besides, I walked right
along the avenue to get here, and I arrived safe and
sound, didn’t I? No trouble at all,

BERENGER Just the sight of them upsets me., 1t’s a
nervous thing. (He moves u. ¢.) 1 don’t get angry-—no,
it doesn’t pay to get angry, you never know where it'll
lead to. (He moves u. R. of the table c.) But it does
something to me— (He points to his heart.) here. I get a
tight feeling inside.

Duparp. You've no sense of humor, that’s your trouble
—none at all. You must learn to be more detached, and
try and see the funny side,
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BERENGER, I feel responsible for everything that hap-
pens. I feel involved—I just can’t be indifferent.

DupARD. (Rising and moving L.) Judge not lest ye be
judged. If you start worrying about everything that
happens you'd never be able to go on living.

BERENGER. (Sitting R. of the table.) 1f only it had
happened somewhere else, in some other country, and
we'd just read about it in the papers, one couid discuss it
quietly, examine the question from all points of view, and
come to an objective conclusion. We could organize de-
bates with professors and writers and lawyers, and blue-
stockings and artists and people. And the ordinary man
in the street, as well—it would be very interesting and in-
structive. But when you're involved yourself, when you
suddenly find yourself up against the brutal facts, you
can’t help feeling directly concerned—the shock is too
‘violent for you to stay cool and detached. I'm frankly
surprised, I'm very very surprised. I can’t get over it.

Duparp. (Wandering above the table c.) Well, I'm
surprised, too. (He fiddles with the plant on the table.)
Or rather, I was. Now I'm starting to get used to it.

BERENGER. Your nervous system is better balanced
than mine. You're lucky. But don’t you agree it’s all very
unfortunate—

DuparD, (Interrupting.) 1 don’t say it's a good thing.
And don't get the idea that I'm on the rhinoceroses’
side— [Cue 9 continues.]

(RHINOCEROSES are heard apparently passing under
the window in the “fourth wall”’)

BERENGER, (Jumping up and going to the imaginary
window ». ¢.) There they are again, a whole gang of
them, rushing up and down the street. (Moving ®.) 1 just
can’t get used to it.

DuparD. (With a step towards BERENGER.) But you
must—you must face the facts and get over it. This is
the situation and you must accept it,
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BERENGER. (Sitting on the bed.) Well, I don’t want to
accept it.

Duparp, What else can you do? What are your plans?

BERENGER. I don’t know for the moment. I must think
it over. I shall write to the papers; I’ll draw up mani-
festos; I shall apply for an audience with the mayor—or
his deputy, if the mayor’s too busy.

DubArp. You leave the authorities to act as they think
best. I'm not sure if morally you have the right to butt
in. In any case, I still think it’s not all that serious. (He
turns the chair R, of the table to face BERENGER and
sits.) 1 consider it's silly to get worked up because
a few people decide to change their skins. They just
didn’t feel happy in the ones they had. They’re free to
do as they like,

BERENGER. We must attack the evil at the roots.

Duparp. The evil! That’s just a phrase. Who knows
what is evil and what is good? It's just a question of per-
sonal preferences. You're worried about your own skin—
that’s the truth of the matter. But you’ll never become a
rhinoceros, believe me—you haven’t got the vocation,

BerenNGER. There you are, you see. If our leaders and
fellow citizens all think like you, they’ll never take any
action,

DUDARD, You wouldn’t want to ask for help from
abroad, surely? This is an internal af‘falr it only concerns .
our country

BErENGER. I believe in international solidarity.

Duparp, (Laughing.) You're a Don Quixote. Oh, I
don’t mean that nastily, don’t be offended. I'm only say-
ing it for your own good, because you really need to calm
down, |

BERENGER. (After a pause.) You're right, I know—
forgive me. I get too worked up. But I'll change, I will
change. I'm sorry to keep you all this time listening to
my ramblings. You must have work to do. Did you get
my application for sick leave?
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Duparp. Don’t worry about that. It’s all in order. In
any case, the office hasn’t resumed work.

BERENGER. Haven’t they repaired the staircase yet?
What negligence! That's why everything goes sO badly.

Duparp. They’re repairing it now. But it’s slow work.
(He rises and replaces the chair R. of the table)) 1t’s not
~easy to find workmen, They sign on and work for a couple
of days, then don’t turn up any more. Then you have
to look for others.

BERENGER. And they talk about unemployment, At
least I hope we're getting a stoneé staircase.

DupArD. (Moving to L. of the table.) No, it’s wood
again, but new wood this time. |

BERENGER. Oh, the way these organizations stick to
the old routine. (He lies on the bed.) They chuck money
down the drain, but when it’s needed for something really
useful they pretend they can’t afford it. 1 bet Mr, Papil-
lon’s none too pleased. He was dead set on having a
stone staircase. What’s he say about it?

Duparp, We haven’t got a Chief any more. Mr. Pa-
pillon’s resigned. ,

BERENGER, It's not possiblel

Duparp. It’s true, 1 assure you.

BERENGER. (Sitting up.) Well, I’'m amazed. Was it on
account of the staircase?

Duparp, 1 don’t think so. Anyway that wasn't the
reason he gave. |
BERENGER. What was it then? What got into him?

Duparp. He’s retiring to the country.

BERENGER. But be’s not the age. He might still have
become Director.

Duparp. He’s given it all up. Said he needed a rest.

BERENGER. 1 bet the management’s pretty upset to see
him go —they’ll have to replace him. All your diplomas
should come in useful—you stand a good chance.

Duparp. 1 suppose I might as well tell you—it’s really
rather funny—the fact is, he turned into a rhinoceros.

[Cut 9 continues.]
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(RHINOCEROS noises are heard in the distance.)

BERENGER. (A fter a pause.) A rhinoceros! (He slowly
rises. Softly.) Mr. Papillon a rhinoceros| 1 can’t believe
it. I don’t think it’s funny at all. (Me moves violently
D. R. and turns.) Why did’t you tell me before?

Duparp. Well, you know you’ve no sense of humor, I
didn’t want to tell you, (He crosses to r. ¢.) 1 didn’t
want to tell you because I knew very well you wouldn’t
see the funny side, and it would upset you., You know
how impressionable you are.

BERENGER. (Raising his arms to keaven.) Oh, that’s
awful. Mr. Papillon! And he had such a good job.

DupARrD, (Crossmg to L.) That proves his metamor-
phosis was sincere.

BERENGER, He couldn't have done it on purpose. He
let himself be talked into it, I feel sure.

Duparp. That could happen to anybody.

BERENGER. (Crossing to L. c.; alarmed and very wor-
ried.) To anybody? Oh, no, not to you it couldn’t—
could it? And not to me.

Duparp. We must hope not.

BERENGER. Because we don’t want to—that’s so, isn’t
- it? Tell me, that s so, isn’t it?

Duparp, (Patting BERENGER’S shoulder; reassur-
ingly.) Yes, yes, of course, -

BERENGER., (With a nervous laugh, he moves away
R. C.) I feel sure that Botard must have taken a very
poor view of it—what did he think of his Chief’s be-
haviour?

Duparp., Oh, poor old Botard was quite indignant,
absolutely outraged. I've rarely seen anyone so in-
censed.

BERENGER, Well, for once I’m on his side, He’s a good
man after all. He’s a very worthwhile person—and they’re
not easy to find these days. He'’s down-to-earth, with
four feet planted firmly on the ground—I mean, both
feet. I'm in complete agreement with him. I shall con-




102 RHINOCEROS ACT 111

gratulate him when I see him, I deplore Mr. Papillon’s
action; it was his duty not to succumb.

Duparp. Iow intolerant you are. Maybe Papillon felt
the need for a bit of relaxation after all these years of of-
fice life. (He moves to the table, plucks the fiower [rom
the plant on it and eats the flower.)

BERENGER. (Sitting on the bed; ironically.) And
you're too tolerant, far too broadminded.

Duparp, My dear Berenger, one must always make
an effort to understand. And in order to understand a
phenomenon and its effects you need to work back to the
initial causes, by honest intellectual effort. We must try
to do this—because, after all, we are thinking beings. I
haven’t yet succeeded, as I told you, and I don’t know if I
shall succeed. But at any rate one must start out favor-
ably disposed—or at least impartial; one has to keep an
open mind—-that’s essential to a scientific mentality.
Everything is logical. To understand is to justify.

BERENGER. You'll be siding with the rhinoceroses be-
fore long. |

DupaRrD. (Moving L. and picking his teeth.) No, no,
not at all. I wouldn’t go that far. P’m simply trying to
look the facts unemotionally in the face. I'm trying to
be realistic, T also contend that there is no real evil in
what occurs naturally. (He moves above the table.)

BERENGER. And you consider all this natural?

Duparp. What could be more natural than a rhi-
noceros? (He coughs in a hoarse voice and looks very
surprised.) |

BerENGER. Yes, but for a man to turn into a rhinoc-
eros is abnormal beyonrd question.

Duparp. Well, of course, that’s a matter of opinion.

BERENGER. It is beyond question, absolutely beyond
question|

Duparp. You seem very sure of yourself. Who can
say where the normal stops and the abnormal begins?
Can you personally define these conceptions of normal-
ity and abnormality? Nobody has solved this problem
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yet, either medically or philosophically, You ought to
know that. ' |

- BERENGER. The problem may not be resolved philo-
sophically— (He rises.) but in practice it's simple. They
may prove there’s no such thing as movement—and then
you start walking. (He circles the room.) And you go on
walking, and you say to yoursell, like Galileo “E pur si
muove.” : ‘

Duparp. You're getting things all mixed up. Don'’t
confuse the issue. In Galileo’s case it was the opposite:
theoretic and scientific thought proving superior to mass
opinion and dogmatism.

BERENGER. (Moving to R, o/ the table c.; quite lost.)
What does all that mean? Mass opinion, dogmatism—
they’re just words. I may be mixing everything up in my
head but you're losing yours, You don’t know what’s nor-
mal and what isn’t any more. T couldn’t care less about
Galileo—I don’t give a damn about Galileo, (He moves
D. R.)

DupaArp. You brought him up in the first place and
raised the whole question, saying that practice always
had the last word. Maybe it does, but only when it pro-
ceeds from theory, The history of thought and science
proves that. (He sits . of the table.)

BERENGER, (More and more Jurious.) Tt doesn’t prove
anything of the sort. (He moves to R, of the table c. and
beats on it.) It’s all gibberish, utter lunacy!

Dupagp. There again, we need to define exactly what
we mean by lunacy.

BERENGER. Lunacy is lunacy and that’s all there is to
it. Everybody knows what lunacy is. And what about
the rhinoceroses-—are they practice or are they theory?

Duparp. Both,

BERENGER. How do you mean—both?

Duparp, Both the one and the other, or one or the
other. It's a debatable point.

BERENGER. Well, in that case— (He moves v, r.) 1
refuse to think about it.
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Duparp. Now don’t get so het up. Our opinions may
not exactly coincide but we can still discuss the matter
peaceably. These things should be discussed.

BERENGER. (Distracted.) You think I'm getting all het
up, do you? (He gives a bellow like a rhinoceros and
stand petrified for a few moments.) 1 might be Jean. Oh,
no, no, I don't want to become like him. I mustn't be like
him. (He calms down and moves Lo R. of Duparp.) I'm
not very well up in philosophy. I've never studied; you’ve
got all sorts of diplomas. That’s why you're so at ease in
discussion, whereas I never know what to answer—I’'m so
clumsy. ( RHINOCEROSES are heard passing under the
window U. L. He leans on the table. Softly and very earn-
est.) But I do feel you're in the wrong—I feel it instinc-
tively—no, that’s not what I mean, it's the rhinoceros
which has instinct—I feel it intuitively, yes, that’s the
word—intuitively, |

Duparp. What do you understand by “intuitively’’?

BERENGER. Intuitively means—well, just like that. I
feel it, just like that. I think your excessive tolerance,
and your generous indulgence—believe me, they're really
only weakness—just blind spots . . . [Increase sound.]

Duparp. You're innocent enough to think that,

BereNGER. (Pacing p. r.) Youlll always be able to
dance rings round me. (He returns o R. of the table.)
But you know what? I’'m going to try and get hold of the
Logician.

Duparp. What logician?

BrreNGER. The Logician, the philosopher, a logician,
you know—you know better than 1 do what a logician
is. A logician I met, who explained to me . . .

Duparp. What did he explain to you?

BereENGER. He explained that the Asiatic rhinoceroses
were African and the African ones Asiatic,

Duparp. 1 don’t follow you.

BERENGER. No—no~—he proved the contrary—that the
African ones were Asiatic and the Asiatic ones— 1 know
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what I mean. That’s not what I wanted to say. But you'l]
get on very well with him, He’s your sort of person, a
very good man, a very subtle mind, brilliant, [Sound
loud.] (There are increasing noises from the RHINOC-
EROSES. The words of the two men are drowned by the
animals passing. I'or @ few moments the lips of Duparp
and BERENGER arc seen to move without any words being
heard.) There they go again, (He runs to the window
U. 1.} Will they never stop! (He shouts.)y Stop it! Stop
it! You devils! (He skakes his fist out of the window.
The NOISES fade.) ,

Duparp. I'd be happy to meet your Logician. If he can
enlighten me on these obscure and delicate points, I'd be
only too delighted, (He takes a cigarette from his case
but does not light it.)

BERENGER. Yes, I'll bring him along, he’ll talk to you,
He's a very distinguished person, you'll see, (He shakes
his fist out of the window.) You devils!

Duparp. Let them alone. And be more polite. You
shouldn't talk to people like that,

(The sound of the RHINOCEROSES comes Jrom the
front of the stage. BERENGER runs to the tmaginary
window D, C. and looks out.)

BERENGER, There they go again, (A BOATER
PIERCED BY /A RHINOCEROS HORN emerges from
the orchestra pit under the imaginary window and
passes with other RHINOCERQS CUT-QUTS from x,
t0 1.) There’s a boater impaled on a rhinoceros horn.
Oh, it’s the Logician’s hat. It's the Logician’s. That’s the
bloody limit! The Logician’s turned into a rhinoceros.

Duparp. (Rising.) That's no reason to be coarse,
(He moves to L. of BERENGER.)

BERENGER. Dear Lord, who can you turn to—who? I
ask you. The Logician a rhinoceros. (He moves v, R.)

DupArD. (Looking out front.) Where is he?
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(The CUT-QUTS are illuminated by a GREEN SPOT-
LIGHT. BERENGER moves to R. 0f DUDARD.)

BERENGER. (Pointing.) There, that one there, you see.

Duparp. He's the only rhinoceros in a boater, That
makes you think, You're sure it's your Logician?

BrreNGER. The Logician—a rhinoceros!

Duparp. He's still retained a vestige of his old in-
dividuality.

BERENGER. (He shakes his fist at the CUT-OUTS as
they disappear and the SPOTLIGHT fades.) T'll never
join up w;th you. Not me! (/e moves U, R. c.)

DuparD. If he was a genuine thinker, as you say, he
" couldn’t have got carried away. He must have weighed
all the pros and cons before deciding.

BERENGER. (Shouting out front.) T'll never join up
with you.

Duparp, Yes, that certainly makes you think,

(The RIHINOCEROS sounds are heard outside the win-
dow U. L.)

BERENGER. (Crossing to the window U, L. and shout-
ing.) No, I'll never join up with you,

Duparp. They’re going round and round the house.
They’re playing. Just big babies. (/e eats his cigarette.
There is a KNOCK on the door 1.) There’s somebody
at the door, Berenger.

BERENGER. (Shouting out of the window.) It's a dis-
grace, masquerading like this—a disgrace!

Duparp. (Moving towards the door vL.) There’s some-
one knocking, Berenger, can’t you hear? |

BERENGER. (Crossing to r.) Open, then, if you want to.

(BERENGER exits R. DUDARD goes to the door L. and
opens it. DAY enters L. She carries a basket of
food.)
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Da1sy. Morning, Mr, Dudard.

Duparp, Oh, it’s you, Miss Daisy.

Daisy. Is Berenger here-—is he any better?

Duparp. How nice to see you, my dear. Do you often
visit Berenger?

Daisy. Where is he? (Ske moves L. C.)

DuUpArp. (Pointing R.) In there, (He closes the door,)

Darsy. (Moving above the table C.) He’s all on his
own, poor thing. And he’s not very well at the moment,
Somebody has to give him a hand. |

Duparp. You're a good friend, Miss Daisy,

Daisy. That's just what T am-a good friend.

Duparp. You've got a warm heart.

Daisy, ’m a good friend, that’s all.

(BERENGER enters R, carrying a glass of water, DAISY
puts the basket U, c. and meets BERENGER R, c.)

BERENGER. Oh, Miss Daisy. How kind of you to come,
how very kind.

Duparp. (Moving 1. c.) It certainly is,

BERENGER. (Moving r.) Did you know, Miss Daisy—
(He hides the brandy bottle wnder the pillow on the
bed, then takes an aspirin tablet.) that the Logician is a
rhinoceros? :

Darsy. (Moving b, =, C.) Yes, I did. I caught sight
of him in the street as I arrived. He was running very
fast for someone his age. Are you feeling any better,
Mr. Berenger?

BERENGER. My head’s still bad. Still got a headache.
Isn’t it frightful? (He moves to the clothes horse.) What
do you think about it?

Datsy. (Moving to BERENGER.) I think you ought to
be resting. (BERENGER takes the clothes Jrom the clothes
korse and hands them to Datsv.) You should take things
quietly for a few more days.

Dubarp. T hope I'm not disturbing you?
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BerencER. (To Daisy.) I meant about the Logician.
(He picks up the clothes horse and folds it.)

Daisy. (T'o DUDARD.) Why should you be? (To BER-
_ENGER.) Oh, about the Logician, I don’t think anything
at all. -

Duparp. (To Daisy.) 1 thought I might be in the way.

Daisy. (To BERENGER.) What do you expect me to
think? (To Boru.) I've got some news for you—Bo-
tard’s a rhinoceros.

. (BERENGER @rops the clothes horse. DAISY cries out and
drops the clothes.)

Duparp. Well, welll

BERENGER. (Picking up the clothes horse.) T don’t be-
lieve it. He was agaipst ‘t  You must be mistaken.
(Darsy picks up ‘the clothkes and puts them on Bhe
table c.) He protested. Dudard has just been tefling
me. Isn’t that so, Dudard? |

Duparp. That is so.

Daisy. (Taking the clothes korse from BERENGER and
putting it r.) 1 know he was against it. But it didn’t
stop him turning, twenty-four hours after Mr. Papillon,

DUDARD. Well, he must have changed his mind. Every-
body has the right to do that.

BERENGER. (Crossing Lo L. of the table; desperately.)
Then obviously anything can happen.

Duparp. (To BereNGER,) He was a Very good man
according to you just now.

BERENGER. (T'0 Daisy.) 1 just can’t believe it, They
must have lied to you.

Daisy. (Moving above the table c.) 1 saw him do it.

BERENGER. Then he must have been lying; he was
just pretending.

Daisy. (Folding the clothes on the table.) He seemed
very sincere; sincerity itself.

BereNGER. Did he give any reasons?




ACT TIX RHINOCEROS 109

Daisy. What he said was, “We must move with the
times.” Those were his last human words.

BERENGER. “Move with the times.” (He sits L. of the
table.)

Duparp. (Crossing above BERENGER fo L. of DaAIsy.)
I was almost certain I'd meet you here, Miss Daisy.

BERENGER. (T0 himself.) What a mentality! (He
makes a wide gesture.)

Dunarp. (Putting his hand on DAISY’s shoulder.) Im-
possible to find you anywhere else, since the office closed.

BERENGER. (Aside.) What childishness, (He repeats
the same gesture.)

Daisy. (To Duparp.) If you wanted to see me, you
only had to telephone,

Duparp., Oh, you know me, Miss Daisy—I'm dis-
cretion itself,

(DaAisy picks up the folded clothes, crosses and puts them
on the table r.)

BERENGER. But now 1 come to think it over, Botard’s
behaviour doesn’t surprise me. (DUDARD crosses Lo R. C,
DAsY goes v. C. and picks up her basket.) His firm-
ness was only a pose. Which doesn’t stop him from being
a good man, of course. Good men make good rhinoceroses,
unfortunately. It’s because they are so good they get
taken in, |

DArsy, Do you mind if I put this basket on the table?
(She puts the basket on the table r. c.)

BERENGER. But he was a good man with a lot of re-
sentment,

DupaArD, (To DaAIsY; hastening to help her with the
basket.) Excuse me, excuse us both, we should have
given you a hand before, |

BERENGER. He hated his superiors, and he’d got an in-
feriority complex.

DupArp. (Moving D. R.; expansively.) Your argument
doesn’t hold water, because the example he followed was
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the Chief’s, the very instrument of the people who ex-
ploited him, as he used to say. (DAIsY trarsfers the
plant from the table C. to the chest of drawers U. L. She
does a “take” at the lack of a flower.) No, with him it
was a case of community spirit triumphing over his an-
archic impulses.

(DAY gets a white cloth from the chest of drawers and
moves to the table ¢.)

BereNGER. It’s the rhinoceroses which are anarchic,
because they’re in the minority.

Duparp. They are, it's true-—for the moment.

Daisy. (Spreading the cloth.) They're a pretly big
minority, and getting bigger all the time. ( BERENGER
vises and helps Daisy with the cloth.) My cousin’s a rhi-
noceros now, and his wife, Not to mention leading per-
sonalities like the Cardinal of Retz.

DuUDARD. A prelate!

Daisy. Mazarin. | :

Duparp. This is going to spread to other countries,
you’ll see.

BERENGER. And to think it all started with us.

Daisy. And some of the aristicracy. The Duke of St.
Simon, |

BERENGER. (Sitting L. of the table; with uplifted
arms.) All our great names.

Daisy. And others, too. Lots of others. Maybe a quar-
ter of the whole town,

BerENGER. We're still in the majority. We must take
advantage of that, We must do something before we're
inundated.

Duparp. They're very potent, very.

Daisy. (Unpacking her basket on to the table C.)
Well, for the moment, let's eat.

BERENGER. You've brought some food, You're very
kind, Miss Daisy.

Duparp, (Aside.) Very kind indeed.
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BERENGER. I don’t know how to thank you,

Daisy. (To Duparp.) Would you care to eat with us?

Duparp., (Moving D. R. C.; uneasily.) I don’t want to
be a nuisance.

Darsy, Whatever do you mean, Mr. Dudard? You
know very well we’d love you to stay.

Duparp. Well, you know. I'd hate to be in the way.

BeErENGER. Of course, stay, Dudard. It’s always a
pleasure to talk to you.

Duparp. (Moving to Rr. of the table.) As a matter of
fact I'm in a bit of a hurry. I have an appointment,

BERENGER. Just now you said you’d got nothing to
do.

Daisy. You know, I had a lot of trouble finding food.
The shops have been plundered; they just devour every-
thing. And a lot of the shops are closed. It’s written up
outside; “Closed on account of transformation.” (Ske
puts her empty basket on the floor U. L.)

BrrENGER. They should be all rounded up in a big en-
closure, and kept under strict supervision,

Duparp. That’s easier said than done, The animal’s
protection league would never allow it.

Daisy. And besides, everyone has a close relative or a
friend among them, and that would make it even more
difficult. -

BERENGER. So everybody’s mixed up in it.

(DAsY exils R.)

Duparp, Everybody’s in the same boat.

BERENGER., But how can people be rhinoceroses? It
doesn't bear thinking about. (He rises, moves ¢. and calls
to Daisy.) Shall I help you lay the table?

Daisy. (Off.) No, don’t bother. T know where the
plates are.

DUDARD. (Aside.) She’s obviously very familiar with
the place.

Daisy. (She enters r. with three plates, knives and
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forks. To Duparp.) I'm laying for three—all right?
You are staying with us? (She sets the plates etc. on the
table.)

BERENGER. Yes, of course he'’s staying.

Daisy. (To BEreNGER.)You get used to it, you know.
Nobody seems surprised any more to see herds of rhi-
noceroses galloping through the streets. They just stand
aside, and then carry on as if nothing had happened.

‘Duparp. It’s the wisest course to take.

BERENGER. Well, I can’t get used to it,

Duparp. (Reflectively.) 1 wonder if one oughtn’t to
give it a try.

Daisy. Well, right now, let’s have lunch,

BereNGER. I don’t see how a legal man like yourself
can, [Cue B and Cue 10.] (A great noise of RHI-
NOCEROSES traveling wvery fast is heard outside,
TRUMPETS and DRUMS are also -heard.) What’s go-
ing on? (BERENGER end DUDARD rusk to the imaginary
window ». ¢) What is it? (The sound of @ WALL
CRUMBLING is heard.) You can’t see a thing. What’s
happening?

Duparp. You can’t see, but you can hear all right.

BerENGER. That’s no good. .

Darsy. (Fussing over the table.) The plates will be all
covered in dust, |

BEerRENGER. How unhygienic!

Daisy. Let’s hurry up and eat. We won't pay any at-
tention to them,

BeRENGER. (Pointing out fromt.) They've demolished
the walls of the Fire Station.

Duparp. That’s true, they’ve demolished them.

Darsy. (She joins the other two p. ¢y They're com-
ing out,

BereENGER. All the firemen, a whole regiment of rhi-
noceroses, led by drums,

Daisy, They’re pouring up the streets.

BERENGER. It’s gone too far, much too far.
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Daisy. More rhinoceroses are streaming out of the
courtyard.

BERENGER. And out of the houses.

Duparp, And the windows as well.

Daxsy. They’re joining up with the others.

Duparp. There aren’t enough of us left any more.
[Sound out.]

BERENGER, How many with one horn, and how many
with two?

Duparp. The statisticians are bound to be compiling
statistics now. There’ll be plenty of erudite controversy,
you can be sure,

BERENGER, They can only calculate approximately,
It’s all happening so fast. It leaves them no time. No
time to calculate,

Darsy, The best thing is to let the statisticians get
~on with it. (Ske leads BERENGER fo L. of the table.)
Come and eat, my dear. (BERENGER sits docilely L. of
the table.) That'll calm you down. You'll feel better
afterwards. (T'o Duparp.) And you, too.

DuparD. (Moving . R.) I don't feel very hungry—
(He moves u. R, C. and points to the table.) or rather, to
be frank, I don’t like tinned food very much. I feel like
eating outside on the grass.

BERENGER. (Rising apprehensively.) You mustn’t do
that. Think of the risk,

Duparp. But really, I don’t want to put you to the
trouble,

BERENGER, But we've already told you—

DuparD. (Interrupting.) 1 really mean it.

Darsy. (Crossing to Duparp.) Of course, if you really
don’t want to stay, we can’t force you.

DupArp. I didn’t mean to offend you.

BERENGER. Don’t let him go, he mustn’t go,

Daisy. (Crossing to ®. of Duparp.) I'd like him to
stay— (DUDARD moves restlessly r. c.) but people must
do as they please,




