
I
SCENE TEN

NiefeZes,

Nickles: Well, that’s that!

Mr. Zuss: That’s... that!

What’s the matter with you?Nickles:

Nothing.Mr. Zuss:

You don’t look pleased.Nickles:

Mr. Zuss: Should I?

Nickles: Well,
You were right weren’t you?

Mr. Zuss: too loud Of course I was right
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'Silence. After a- time-Nickles-Iccks'CUutiously tlrouritl- 
-Zuss:

Nickles: too soft
Anyway, you were magnificent.

Tke-Platforms-As tlre-lights come o&-the-tW6~dctors-: 
lently-away-from each otherrtearing'theirm.asks- 
with-a-gestuM-of~disgLLstr^kims-his-into--a-eeTner.



Thank you.Mr. Zuss:

Why did you say that?Mr. Zuss:

What did I say?Nickles:

Why did you say it like that?Mr. Zuss:

Like what?Nickles;

Mr. Zuss:

You know. “Anyway.” Regardless.Nickles:

Regardless ofMr. Zuss:
What?

Nickles:
so.

Go on. Finish it.Mr. Zuss:

Nickles: Finish what?

Regardless of... ?Mr, Zuss:

Nickles:
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imitating
“Anyway!”...

“Anyway, you were magnificent!"

Now, wait a minute! Wait a 
Minute! You were magnificent. I said

He looks at the mask in his hands: puts it down as though it 
had stung him. Silence. Mr. Zuss pretends to be busy with a 
shoelace.

... being right, of course.



I knew you noticed.Mr. Zuss:

Nickles:

in Mr—'Airrfnrr^irg.csinn stnfis-him-.

Noticed
What?

That tone! That look he gave me!Mr. Zuss:

He misconceived the part entirely.Nickles:

Misconceived the world! Buggered it!Mr. Zuss:

Giving in like that! Whimpering!Nickles:

Mr. Zuss:

BS

Of course I noticed.
What lover of the art could fail to!

Giving in! You call that arrogant, 
Smiling, supercilious humility 
Giving in to God?

) What’s got into you, my friend? What’s eat­
ing you?

Being magnificent and being right
Don’t go together in this universe.
It’s being wrong — a desperate stubbornness 
Fighting the inextinguishable stars — 
Excites imagination. You were
Right. And knew it. And were admirable.
Notwithstanding!

snickering . anyway!
a snarl regardless!



Nickles: 1

Well... i
He-swings the other~over?

you said he would...
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Plays the way a sheep would play it — 
Pious, contemptible, goddam sheep 
Without the spunk to spit on Christmas!

1

'-MrrZuss-ha^vatched Nickl£sLjnountmg^age-m--sileTiee^star- 
--iug-at-himvNickles breaks offrshuffles, looks at Mr. Zuss, crosses ‘ 

tothedadderrswingsaleg^dcross^th^ralt^

Arrogant!
His suppurating flesh — his children — 
Let’s not talk about those children — 
Everything he ever had!
And all he asks is answers of the universe: 
All he asks is reasons why — 
Why? Wiry? And God replies to him: 
God comes whirling in the wind replying — 
What? That God knows more than he does. 
That God’s more powerful than he! — 
Throwing the whole creation at him! 
Throwing the Glory and the Power! 
What’s the Power to a broken man 
Trampled beneath it like a toad already? 
What’s the Glory to a skin that stinks! 
And this ham actor!—what does he do? 
How does he play Job to that?

attitude
“Thank you!” “I’m a worm!” "Take two!”



You re right.

Another rung?—

I’m wrong.

-Another,- ■

You win.

-Another.-

God always wins.

Mr. Zuss:

some-
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(He peers down into the dark under the platform^

Where did I put that... popcorn?

Win!
Planets and Pleiades and eagles —
Screaming horses — scales of light —
The wonder and the mystery of the universe —
The unimaginable might of things —
Immeasurable knowledge in the waters

where
Wandering their ways — the searchless power
Burning on the hearth of stars —
Beauty beyond the feel of fingers —
Marvel beyond the maze of mind —
The whole creation! And God showed him!



Job... just... sat!

^Sdeitee-.

Sat there!

Silence-.

Dumb!

Silence:

Mrr-Zvss-chokes.

for everything!
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God stood stooping there to show him!
Last Orion! Least sea shell!...
And what did Job do?

Until it ended!
Then!... you heard him!

xMfT-7Mss-kas^orked-himsel^j2j^Q^a^r(nnatie-fiiry=equaling-

Then, he calmed me!
Gentled me the way a farmhand 
Gentles a bulging, bugling bull! 
Forgave me!...

for the world!...



I

Mr. Zuss:

Nickles:

Nickles:
I
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Mr. Zuss: not hearing
... In spite of everything he’d suffered! 
In spite of all he'd lost and loved 
He understood and he forgave it!...

Mr. Zuss: pursuing his mounting indignation
... As though Job’s suffering were justified 
Not by the Will of God but Job’s 
Acceptance of God’s Will...

Well, 
What did you hope for? Hallelujahs?

That’s just it! 
He repented. It was him — 
Not the fear of God but himl

Fear? Of course he feared. Why wouldn’t he? 
God with all those stars and stallions!
He with little children’s bones!

Nickles: a-contemptuoussnort-as-hestraightens to ^face-Mr~- 
TZuss-on-theplatform-

What other victory could God win?
The choice is swallowing this swill of world 
Or vomiting in the trough. Job swallowed it, 
That’s your triumph! — that he swallowed it.

Nickles: poking around in the shadow under the platform 
Nonsense! He repented, didn’t he — 
The perfect and the upright man! 
He repented!



Mr. Zuss:

Nickles:

Tire perfect and the upright man!

Nickles: You are!

Tle^shoutsr-

The^latform-ligltts-go-out.-'Total-darknessr-

~Louder. Lights! Lights! That’s not the end of it.
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... He’d heard of God and now he saw Him!
Who’s the judge in judgment there?
Who plays the hero, God or him?
Is God to be forgiven?

Isn’t he?
Job was innocent, you may remember...

Turn those lights on, can’t you? 
Want to see me break my neck?

I am. Sick to death.
over the rail and starting down the

Mr. Zuss: deflated
Don’t start that again! I'm sick of it

Mr. Zuss:
swinging his leg 
ladder

I’d rather sell balloons to children ...
Lights!...

Silencer

\a nasty singsong}

Nickles: in the darkness
Why isn’t that the end? It’s over. [



comefrom the shadow, punctuated by-grunts and-wheezes.
them

You know as well as I there’s more...Mr. Zuss:

God restores him at the end.

We never asked Him to be bom...

We never chose the lives we die of...

They beat our rumps to make us breathe ...

gives our dirty selves back.
itcnj

Mr^uss^mergeHn-kis-wliite-jacketr-adjustmg-his-eirpi^
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Nickles: a-snort
God restores us all. That’s normal.
That’s God’s mercy to mankind ...

There’s always one more scene no matter 
Who plays Job or how he plays it...

Job has chosen how to choose.
You've made your bow? You want another?

But God, if we have suffered patiently, 
Borne it in silence, stood the stench, 
Rewards us ...

^he-dan^ingdight-bidbs-come-feebly-on—By-tlteir-light^&T—^ 
can still be seen-dmeelinu un his broken table. Mr—Zuss and=^_ 
'tticklescrawlundertheplatfoffndfteflheiflraps^.^T'heir^oices



Souls back!Mr. Zuss:

Nickles:

That’s not this play.Mr. Zuss:

Nickles backs out^viik-liis jacket. and cap and tray^puts=them

Hell it isn’tNickles:

Mtt^uss tightens his balloon belt.

God restores him here. On earth.Mr. Zuss:

Mr. Zuss:
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Mr. Zuss: embarrassed
He gets his wife back, and the children... 
Follow in nature’s course.

Nickles: balancing his tray
So Job gets his in cash. That’s generous. 
What percentage off for cash?

Selves back! Dirty selves
We’ve known too well and never wantedr'

Gets all he ever had and more — 
Much more.

Nickles^hodras^eepedderpieltup-a^ag-Gf-prypcurn^strai^Ttms 
slowly. Stares nt Mr 'Ziiss^ ,

Nickles; cheerfttlty—ironic
Sure. His wife. His children!



You’re lying.Nickles: harshly—

Mr. Zuss: I’m not lying. it-

Nickles: I say you’re lying.
htei

Mr. Zuss: Why should I lie. It’s in the Book.

it,

He does though.Mr. Zuss:

M3

in his
•’scfy\

Nickles: fearing—
Wife back! Balls! He wouldn’t touch her.
He wouldn’t take her with a glove!
After all that filth and blood and 
Fury to begin again!...
This fetid earth! That frightened Heaven 
Terrified to trust the soul
It made with Its own hands, but testing 
Tasting it, by trial, by torture, 
Over and over till the last, least town 
On all this reeling, reeking earth 
Stinks with a spiritual agony
That stains the stones with excrement and 

shows
In shadow on each greasy curtain!
After life like his to take
The seed up of the sad creation 
Planting tire hopeful world again —
He can’t!... he won’t!... he wouldn’t touch 

her!

Nickles: raging Live his life again? —
' Not even the most ignorant, obstinate,



It can’t be Lome twice over! Can’t be!

Mr. Zuss:

His-^eiee-drifds-back as he disappears..

Time and again ...

Time and again ...

J.B.INickles:

Let me alone.J.B.:

It’s me.Nickles:

J.B. shrugs.

I’m not the Father. I’m tire — Friend.
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It is though. Time and again it is — 
Every blessed generation...

MrrZus'S' has finished fuuling-tnth-his~balloons. He straightei 
ip-and-marehes-eff~mthGut-a-glancelldt71iickles^~

on his heat

Stupid or degraded man
This filthy planet ever farrowed, 
Offered the opportunity to live
His bodily life twice over, would accept it — 
Least of all Job, poor, trampled bastard! I

Nickles starts to follow, looks back, sees J.B. knj 
rubble, hesitates, crosses, squats behind him, his 
pushed back on his heap, his tray on his krtees.



Archibald MacLeish

FIRESIDE THEATRE
BOOK CLUB

(The Book of Job has lived in 
men's minds for thousands of years 
and the myth of Job for longer, per­
haps, than that. It is Job who asks 
most poignantly for all mankind 
the crucial question: How can the 
world be justified? How, if the 
world is what we see, can its 
creator be just? How, if God is 
just, can God be the creatar^of the 
world? As Nicklesr^ho plays the 
part of Satan in the play within 
MacLeish s .play, puts—it—in his 
mocking .jingle:

If God not good
'ILGoddsgood Heis’not God; 
Take the even, takeHfiejjdd . .

Our generation is one which has 
felt the stab of Job's question more 
than most, for ours is a generation 
in which human suffering has 
seemed more gross and brutal 
and senseless than in other times. 
How can our generation not de­
spair? How can it believe in life?'

It is understandable that a 
poet of our generation, seeking a 
metaphor for such a time, should 
have turned to the myth and Book 
of Job (in MacLeish's J.B. two bro­
ken-down actors, reduced to sell­
ing popcorn and balloons in a 
circus, venture to exercise their 
rusty talents and reinflate their 
egos by reading the parts of God

continued on back flap
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and Satan after closing time on a 
side-show stage where others, it 
appears, have played the play of 
Job before them.^They put on the 
masks only to discover that they 
have stumbled through the play 
into reality: the real reality of a 
Voice, not theirs, that knows the 
Hnes they mean to speak; the hu­
man reality of a living, suffering 
Job, the J.B. of the title, banker and 
industrialist, a happy and wholly 
successful man, the husband of a 
lovely wife, the father of sons and 
daughters, the possessor of great 
wealth and power, confident, vir­
tuous, admired and respected — 
from whom everything is taken.

The justification of the injus­
tice of the universe is not, in this 
play, our blind acceptance of 
God's inexplicable will, nor our 
blinder acceptance of the exist­
ence of the world because the 
world exists. The justification of 
the injustice of the universe is our 
love, in spite of everything, for 
God: our love of life in spite of 
life. Man depends on God for all 
things: God depends on man for 
one. And love is a free gift or it is 
nothing. And love is most itself, 
most free, when it is freely given 
in spite of suffering and of injustice 
and of death.



—
- .

Scene One

r

“Now the angel of the Lord came and 
sat under the oak at Ophrah, which 
belonged to Joash, the Abiezrite, as his 
son Gideon was beating out wheat in the 
wine press to hide it from the Midian- 
ites.”



GIDEON

“GIDEON

of valor, (gideon, who 
looks up, a little startled) 
ly man of valor.

s------disconcerts GIDEON.
quick look back to the/tent to see if anyop 
to tahe the fellow

i,ore whacks, theffl

Well, give him what cal 
hirn-theToad-toSchechcm.

GIDEON 

-(ddurriedlyrgatherirrgTdkes)
Lwasdbeating The “wheat,~ynn-see,-and-rhis-fe11<Tnrrsnr1rleoIy- 

came—up,—saying — (He--humes^out^_of the ietU,-Mi uss to
the stranger-nuw~perched~on-the-edge-of~the~ wine pressrHe~ 
offers'thmr^es-and-a-shin-of^water  ̂^ie have only these. We 
are very oppressed here. But you must hurry south before the 
Midianites come. I will show you the road. One makes for 
Schechem and then into Ephraim, and then others will show 
you the roads to Judah. I must get to my work. I have this 
wheat to beat here. It is a slow business, (gideon picks up 
his beating stick and gets back to his work- But the calm 
stranger unnerves him. the angel sits perched on the edge
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-70MH-

ikesLjyeJiaxe-en the^heartlr-ahcl^shoW--

THE ANGEL

The Lord is with you, O mighty man 
had not noticed the kngsl. till now, 
I said, the Lord is with you, O mighty

(This greeting, needless to say, disconcerts gideon. H'e 
darts a quick look back to the/tent to see if anyone is 
around to take the fellow off his hands. He podnds a 
few more whacks, then smiles sheepishly/at the 
stranger, raises his hand'in a gesture of “Be right back,” 
and /shuffles quickly .into the tent. His fattier is squat­
ting unhappily on/his haunches in the middle of the 
t/nt.) /



be about my work.Well,

THE ANGEL

(Affably)
I am the Lord your God, Gideon, who brought you out 

of the iron furnace of Egypt and delivered you from bondage.
(gideon considers this announcement for a moment.")

GIDEON 

as you say, sir. Now, let me

GIDEON

of the wine press amiably munching the flat cakes he has 
been given) Sir, it is hard for me to do my work if you sit 
there like that.

the angel ,
I am the Lord your God, Gideon. I have heard your groans 

under the Midianite yoke. You have cried out to Ba-al, but i 
it is my ears that heard. My wrath was hot against you, for ;
you have bowed down and served the Amorite gods and the ;
Ba-als of the Canaanites. My name is Jealous, Gideon, for 
I am a Jealous God; and I have delivered you into the hands 
of the Midianites. But I have remembered the covenant I 
made with Jacob and the bargain I struck with Moses, and I 
will redeem you from the Midianite oppression. For My < 
Name is the Loving God, the Gracious God, the Merciful :■ J 
God, and I have hearkened to your groan's. (j«XS>EE -5^

(¥his-is-all-a-little too-mtich-for-poor-Gimon^ble-jna^es- . 
a-fetv—half-hearted whacks at the wheat in the~wnre 
presseiwds his head nervously a few times.)_____ , i

—- (Mwffirr)—, vw' Tk£ levrcl
(He turns ar:d shuffles back across the stagesto=-—

- his—father's tent and--goesann^gain)--ll=is=a^yerY—5ttaage.
& b7 r bu>l& i





THE ANGEL

Well, I am he.

GIDEON

Pray, sir, do not shout.
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GIDEON

I have heard the old men talk of My Lord Yahweh.

THB ANGEL

Gideon, do you not know me? It is hardly four generations 
since Moses. Do not the young men know my name any 
more? I am your Lord Yahweh, the Kinsman of Jacob, who 
was the father of all the houses in Israel.

GIDEON

(Nervously)
Sir, I do not know why you are so enraged.

GIDEON

I shall not say you are not.

THE ANGEL

I tell you I, even I, am he I

GIDEON

are a stiff-necked people! You have donestumps of trees! You 
evil in mine eyes!

(gideon, nou> thoroughly unnerved by what seems a 
raging lunatic, lool(s bach_ to the tent to see why his 
father and wife haven’t come running out at this out­
burst. But the two people in the tent do not se.em to 
have heard.)



GIDEON

THE ANGEL

What a stiff-necked fellow you are!

THE ANGEL

I did not mean to discomfort you.

GIDEON

(Thoroughly distressed)
What would you have me say? I am a poor farmer, beating 

out wheat in his wine press. Suddenly, a black-bearded 
stranger appears at my elbow and shouts at me: “I am your 
God!” Well, I find this all an unusual business. I do not hold 
everyday traffic with gods. I said: “Very well.” What else 
should I have said? And you have abused me roundly and 
hold me back from my pressing work.

GIDEON

And now that I am put to it, I will tell you plainly—I do 
not believe in gods. I am not all as witless as my fellows 
sometimes think me. I have thought about these matters 
lately, and I do not believe in gods. You say that you are the 
god, Yahweh. The fact is, sir, in these parts, you are but a 
minor divinity. When I was a boy, you were more highly 
thought of, I think. But we Abiezrites are poor men, hill 
farmers. Our soil is hard, and we must pray for fertility, so 
we adopted a goddess with breasts and a womb, Ishtar—a 
sportive lady, I must say; her festivals are lively times. A 
farmer, you see, needs a romping god. And Yahweh, as I re­
call, was grim. Oh, sir, we have had all manner of gods here— 
the Bull-El, Yam, Mot, pin-breasted Ashtartes, Anu, Anath, 
the Mother Goddess of the wonderful womb, and now we 
have added the rain Ba-al of Bcth-shcanl And to all these 
gods I gave my full and primitive awe. I truly, truly served
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THE ANGEL

Gideon...

THE ANGEL

Dear Gideon ...

THE ANGEL

You shall have seventy sons, I promise you. And I shall 
redeem you from the Midianites.

GIDEON

But lately, as I say, I have come to wondering.Perhaps so.
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GIDEON

I have never asked of any god more than my own, that my 
trees bear olives, that my ewes bear lambs, the natural in­
crease of things, no special favor. I did ask for seven sons; I 
have but one.

GIDEON

them. For I am a child in many ways and truly thought the 
wind did love me, and that the thunder was angry at some­
thing I did, and that I sliced our poor Lord Ba-al in half as I 
sickled my wheat, for such is the story, you know, that Ba-al 
dies each year at harvest. How I wailed as I reaped! I truly, 
truly thought the air was cluttered with fierce powers. But 
lately I have come to wondering.

GIDEON

(Indicating the sacrificial kid~)
What god will eat this sacrifice? Only that black bird. You 

say god to me, but I am a farmer, sir; I know a crow for a 
crow. A carrion crow is not much of a god really; I can 
chase him away with a stick.



GIDEON

THE ANGEL

Then, we are friends.
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GIDEON

If the Lord is with us, sir, then why are we as we are? In 
my time, it has always been hard for a Hebrew.

(the angel now squats beside gideon, as two Oriental 
farmers might sit for a chat.)

Well, you 
ness in you.

TL

GIDEON

Brothers, since you say so.

GIDEON

are quick to temper, I see, but there is a sweet-

THE ANGEL

Let us be friends, Gideon. For I am, in truth, the Lord 
your God, and I would have you believe in me. (There is 
something so gentle about the blacl^-bearded stranger that 
gideon must lool( at him) The Lord is with you, O mighty 
man of valor.

(gideon looks quickly away, then squats on his haunches 
in the manner of the East.)

THE ANGEL,

My brother then, you are a farmer. You know the ways of 
covenants. When you sell your cow to the caravan and the

the angel

Come, we will talk as kinsmen, for I am the first of your 
tribe. I like you, Gideon; you are a straightforward man.



GIDEON

Aye.

GIDEON

It is a breach.

GIDEON

No, it was plainly said.
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GIDEON 

merchant gives you nothing in exchange, you will rise in 
anger, I should think.

THE ANGEL

It is a breach, is it not?

THE ANGEL

Well, so it is with me. I have made covenant with the 
people of Israel, and they have defaulted. I have filled my 
part of the contract. I promised Jacob I would make of him a 
great people, and indeed I did. Jacob was but a wandering 
Aramaean with a household of seventy people when I sent 
him down into Egypt. And when I led them out of the land 
of Egypt, the house of Jacob had become six hundred families, 
rich with flocks and servants. And I gathered the whole full 
twelve tribes of them at Mount Nebo by the Jordan River. 
And I put the matter to them plainly there. “Look here,” 
spoke I, "let us renew this covenant of ours, so that things 
are clear between us. I shall give this land across the Jordan 
to you, and you shall prosper there. Your part of the bargain 
is simple enough. You shall not bow down to any other god. I 
am the Lord your God, and there is no other god. You shall 
not serve any other god.” Could it have been more plainly 
stated?



GIDEON

You

I

and many 
flea, and the

GIDEON

were saying our fathers bowed down to other gods.

THE ANGEL

Your fathers indeed! Have you not bowed down to Mar­
duk? And now it is Ishtar and the rain Ba-al of Beth-shean. 
And so I have given you into the hands of the Midianites. (He 
has risen notv to his full godlike majesty. His voice booms 
out) This one last time shall I redeem you! This one last 
time, ye Hebrcwsl (gideon looi(s nervously around, surprised 
that nobody seems to hear the angel) But if you break faith
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THE ANGEL

Well, after Moses came Joshua, and after Joshua, there rose
a new generation in Israel who knew not the Lord, and they /lit'; 
played the harlot after the Amorite gods/And such gods, 
really! A stone lady with a bulbous belly! As you say, with 
more colorful rites than mine perhaps, but I really did think 
you Hebrews were a cleverer breed than that. Do you really 
think if you lay with a priestess, your seed will fecundate 
barley? Come, Gideon, this is merely magic and not fitting 
for a noble house. It is beyond my understanding—really it 
is!—what you see in these other gods. The men of Sumer 
pray to the moon, but your god made the moon 
moons like it. The Philistines bow down to a
Egyptians—oh, well, the Egyptians will pray to anything. Cats, 
fish, vermin, frogs, rams, bulls, asps and adders, anything 
really. But your god is no cat. Nor can his likeness be chipped 
from stone. Not by gold nor red carbuncle can your god be 
wrought. Your god is beyond dimension. Your god, He­
brew, is beyond all other gods. Your god is all. Your god is 
everything. I am what is. I am the Lord! What was it we 
were talking of?



of

GIDEON

I?

GIDEON

You cannot be serious.
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GIDEON

(Terrified now) 
How shall we know this redeemer?

: son of Jqash, the 
of Machir, the son

THE ANGEL

You shall be the redeemer.

THE ANGEL

I shall come to him in the guise of a stranger, and I shall 
say unto him: “The Lord is with you, O mighty man 
valor.”

(gideon nods his head slowly. Then he scowls as he 
begins to understand.)

GIDEON

with me one more time, then cursed shall you be in the city 
and cursed shall you be in the field I You shall serve your 
enemies in nakedness! I shall make brutes of you! Your 
women shall eat their own afterbirth! Your men shall eat 
their sons in hunger. Among all nations, you shall find no 
rest! For I am the Lordl I am the Lord! I am the Lord! (He 
is abruptly affable again) I shall raise up from among you 

redeemer, and he shall deliver you from the Midianites.

J-iieangel^,
You shall be the redeemer. Gideon the 

son of Abiezer, the son of Gilead, the son 1 
of Manasseh.



GIDEON

upon you, and all Israel

ma ANGEL

You are a mighty man of valor.

/ -(Snouting)—
TheyedmeI They-Comel-The^Midianit

GIDEON

I will not hear any more of this. Really, I . . . the very idea 
of it has put me at my wit’s end. Who will join Gideon’s 
army?

THE ANGEL

The spirit of the Lord shall come 
shall heed your words.

GIDEON

No, no, sir, I will have no part of this.
'(-E» ter~HH.EK.,runninsr--from-stap
with paniparidduite out oj brcadC

GIDEON

Sir, I am Gideon, the donkey of the clan. Ask anyone in 
Ophrah or on the hills. They shall tell you Gideon is a good 
enough fellow but an ass. Will you gird a donkey and make 
him your general? Of course, it is a prank. I am often the 
butt of such pranks. It is a prank, is it not? Of course. Ho! 
Gideon the generail What an idea! {He loo\s anxiously at 
the angel who seems quite serious about the tvhole matter') 
Sir, I am not a soldier. I wouldn’t know which end of the 
sword is haft.



GIDEON

THE-WOMEN-

'THE-ELDERS^

J3iB-Eit>£RS—

■^-GSVeiare^oppressed!-----

Thousand-on-diousand-puslrintoThe-watex^_=.
-I X-Gdian romrsl

THFWOMTEL.

~ThgT&ngsmf-Midian“ford the Jordan.
The blood of Glfcad^iprfrenfiheirswords.

THE ANGEL
(To GIDEON, who is staring with wide-eyed interest at him)
The spirit of the Lord is upon you, Gideon, and the people 

shall do as you tell them.
(gideon turns slowly to the elders?)

GIDEON
(In a state of possession)

Rise up, ye elders!
Hear the oracle of Gideon, the son of Joash,
The oracle of the man whose eye is opened!
The Lord of Jacob will redeem you.
The God of Moses is here,
And the Midianites will flee before you seven ways!

(The elders lool{ up from their postures of prostration.)

On my hcad. is this Gideon who prophesies ?
(He-stunds slowly:) ~
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Arthur. Rabbi—
The Rabbi. (Walking by him.) I’ll be with you in 

just a moment. (He strides directly to his office. Alper 
leaps to intercept him.)

Alper. Rabbi—
The Rabbi. (Continuing into his office.) I’ll be with 

you in a minute, Alper. (He goes into his office and 
closes the door. Alper clasps his brow and shrugs. 
Zitorsky mutters an involuntary “Oy." They both nod 
their heads and wait with the sufferance that is the badge 
of all their tribe. Arthur moves a jew steps to the rabbi's 
door and also wails. In the office, The Rabbi has sat 

x down, all business, and has dialed a number. On phone.) 
7 I’d like to make a person-to-person call to Rabbi Harry 

Gersh in Wilmington, Delaware. The number in Wil­
mington is Kingswood 3-1973—Thank you— (He hums 
a snatch of the service. Alper opens the door and comes 
into the office. He stares just a little open-mouthed at 
the absence of The Girl. He tugs al his Vandyke beard 
in contemplation.) Yes,-AlperiL

Alper. Well, 1’11 tell you, Rabbi— (He scowls, a 
little flustered, then turns and goes out of the office.) 
Excuse me.

The Rabbi. (On phone.) Locust 6-0932.
Alper. (To Zitorsky.) She’s not there.

Harris. Ah, am I thirsty!
Alper. (Watching Arthur carefully.) Good.

(The Rabbi, having finished his last prayer, now turns 
and starts down from the platform. Arthur steps 
forward to meet him.)
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genuine cause for alarm concerning Arthur Lan­
dau, for he has ambled down to the platform where 
he stands waiting for The Rabbi to finish his pray­
ers. They watch kuiHUR warily. Harris suddenly 
decides to be communicative. He lifts his old face 
to Alper and Zitorsky.)
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Zitorsky. She’s not there?
Alper. I’ll have to go out and look for her. (Frowning, 

in contemplation, Alper puts his coat on slowly and 
I exits jrom the synagogue.)

The Rabbi. (His attention is abruptly brought back 
‘ / to the phone. His voice rises into that pitch usually used 

' jor long distance calls. On phone.) Harry, how are you, 
this is Bernard here, I’m sorry I wasn’t in last night, my 
wife Sylvia said it was wonderful to hear your voice after 
all these years, how are you, Shirley, and the kids? Oh, 
that’s wonderful. I’m glad to hear it. Harry, my wife tells 
me you have just gotten your first congregation and you 
wanted some advice since I have already been fired 
several times— Good, how much are you getting?— 
Well, five thousand isn’t bad for a first congregation 
although I always thought out-of-town paid better. And 
what is it, a one-year contract?— Well, what kind of 
advice can I give you? Especially you, Harry. You are 
a saintly, scholarly, and truly pious man, and you have 
no business being a rabbi. You’ve got to be a go-getter, 
Harry, unfortunately. The synagogue I am in now is in 
an unbelievable state of neglect and I expect to see us 
in prouder premises within a year. But I’ve got things 
moving now. I’ve started a Youth Group, a Young Mar­
ried People's Club, a Theatre Club which is putting on 
its first production next month, “The Man Who Came 
to Dinner,” I’d like you to come, Harry, bring the wife, 
I’m sure you’ll have an entertaining evening. And let me 
recommend that you organize a little league baseball 
team. It’s a marvelous gimmick. I have sixteen boys in 
my Sunday School now— Harry, listen, what do I know 
about baseball?— Harry, let me interrupt you. How in 
heaven’s name are you going to convey an awe of God 
to boys who will race out of your Hebrew classes to fly 
model rocket ships five hundred feet in the air exploding 
in three stages? To my boys, God is a retired mechanic— 
Well, I’m organizing a bazaar right now. When I hang 
up on you, I have to rush to the printers to get some 
raffles printed, and from there I go to the Town Hall for
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a permit to conduct Bingo games. In fact, I was so busy 
this morning, I almost forgot to come to the synagogue— 
(He says gently.) Harry, with my first congregation, I 
also thought I was bringing the word of God. I stood up 
in my pulpit every Sabbath and carped at them for 
violating the rituals of their own religion. My congrega­
tions dwindled, and one synagogue given to my charge 
disappeared into a morass of mortgages. Harry, I’m 
afraid there are times when I don't care if they believe in 
God as long as they come to Temple. Of course, it’s sad— 
Harry, it’s been my pleasure. Have I depressed you?— 
Come and see us, Harry— Good luck— Of course. 
Good-bye. (He sangs up, stands, starts looking around 
jor his briejcase, strides out into the synagogue still 
searching jor it. He is interrupted by Arthur.)

Arthur. Rabbi, I have to hurry off, but before I go 
I would like to talk to you about that girl in your office. 
These old men tell me she is possessed by a demon and 
I think they are intending to perform some kind of an 
exorcism. I must caution you that that girl should be 
treated only by competent psychiatrists and the most 
frightful harm might come to her if she is subjected to 
anything like— Look, do you know about this exorcism, 
because I cannot believe you would tolerate any—

The Rabbi. (Who has been trying very hard to follow 
all this.) I’m afraid you have me at a disadvantage.

Arthur. I’m talking about the girl in your office.
The Rabbi. I’m somewhat new here and don’t know 

everybody yet by name. Please be patient with me. Now 
I take it you want to get married.

Arthur. (For a moment he briefly considers the 
possibility he is not really awake. Pensively.) This whole 
morning is beginning to seem absolutely— Rabbi, there K 
is a girl in your office, who is insane.

The Rabbi. In my office? (The Rabbi is suddenly 
distracted by Zitorsky, who has been wandering around 
the synagogue, looking up and down between the rows 
of chairs, and is now looking into the bathroom at the
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—Schlissel. (Muttering.) Close the door. (LIGHT 
\ pours down on the synagogue as The Sexton raises the 

'•..window curtains. The Sexton scurries Upstage to fuss
, , with the heater in the rear of the synagogue. Schlissel , 

' and Zitorsky shuffle Downstage to a small naked radia­
tor and stand silently—indeed a little wearily—for a 
moment, Schlissel sighs.) So how goes it with a Jew 
today?

Zitorsky. How should it go?
Schlissel. Have a pinch of snuff.
Zitorsky. No, thank you.
Schlissel. Davis won’t be here this morning. I 

stopped by his house. He has a cold. His daughter-in-law 
told me he’s still in bed.

Zitorsky. My daughter-in-law, may she grow rich and 
buy a hotel with a thousand rooms and be found dead in 
every one of them.

Schlissel. My daughter-in-law, may she invest 
heavily in General Motors, and the whole thing should 
go bankrupt. | , <

Zitorsky. Sure, go have children. S'‘ .
Schlissel. The devil take them all.

THE TENTH MAN act i

sunken and hollow. He wears a small black skullcap 
from beneath which stick out grey forelocks and 
sidecurls—a testament to his orthodoxy. After a 
moment, he regains his strength and returns to his 
prayers. Three men hurry into the synagogue out of 
the oppressive cold of the street. They are The 
Sexton, Schlissel and Zitorsky. They all wear 
heavy overcoats and grey fedoras. Schlissel and 
Zitorsky are in their early seventies. The Sexton 
is a small, nervous, bespectacled man of 48. We 
know he is a sexton because he carries a huge ring 
of keys and is always doing something. They rub 
their hands for warmth and huff and puff and dart 
quick looks at The Cabalist who is oblivious to 
their entrance.
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list as he passes.) -ffifsehman^-ant-yomSUAdght-? (He 
flutters, a small round ball of a man, to the door of the 
rabbi’s office, which he enters.)
’ Schlissel. Foreman won’t be here today.

Zitorsky. What’s the matter with Foreman?
Schlissel. His granddaughter today. This is the 

morning.
Zitorsky. Oh, that’s right. Today is the morning.
Schlissel. Listen, it’s better for everybody.
Zitorsky. Sure.

'Schlissel. I told Foreman, I said: “Foreman, it’s 
better for everybody.” The girl is becoming violent. I 
spoke to her father. He said to me they live in terror 
what she’ll do to the other children. They came home 
one night, they found her punching one of the little 
children.

Zitorsky. Well, what can you do?
Schlissel. What can you do? You do what they’re 

doing. They’re putting her back in the institution.
Zitorsky. Of course. There she will have the benefit 

of trained psychiatric personnel.
Schlissel. The girl is incurable. She’s been in and out 

of mental institutions since she was eleven years old. 
I met the psychiatrist there, you know, when I was up 
there to visit Foreman last week. I discussed the whole 
business with him. A fine young fellow. The girl is a 
schizophrenic with violent tendencies.

Zitorsky. (Considers this diagnosis for a moment, 
then sighs.) Ah, may my daughter-in-law eat acorns and 
may branches sprout from her ears.

Schlissel. May my daughter-in-law live to be a hun­
dred and twenty, and may she have to live all her years 
in her daughter-in-law’s house.

" s ' 1
('A-fourth-old-few nowenters'-from-tKe-stredt, a-patntian- 

little man with a Vandyke beard a>ld a blaclchom- ' 
burg /His name is Ksvey. He/bursts imo shrill 
prayer as he enters.) / ' (_
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--(gjafttiagr)—As-foi—hie-m-t-he-abundance=of- 
ing/kindnes/ will I come into Thy house; 4 will 
tqward Thy holy temple in t'ne fear of Thee?

,Thy tents/O Jacob/. . . (As/precipr- 
yer had begun, it novi drops into 

rapid movement oj/lips. The Sexi/
where jhe plunks himset] oc/una line aesu tana uugwis 
hurriedly to dial the pho/te. Alpek/s voice zooms abruptly 
up into a slirill incantalion again.) . . . iiy the truth of 
Thy salvation. Amen! I / / /

Schlissel. Amen. / : /
Zitorsky. Amen. / / / /

8
ALFERt-(l 

Thy lovii 
worship tqWard T 
How goodly are 3 
tously as the prayer had begun, it now drops into nothing 
more titan a rapid movement oj/lips. The Sexton 
acknowledges Alper’s arrival from the rabbi’s office, 
where he plunks himself behind /the desk and begins

------- - r.._._______ _ -oice zoqi
i slirill incantation again.) . . . iiy t 
ation. Amen! I / /
;sel. Amen. / i :
h/y. Amen. / / /
/ / / 1/(Alper joins the other two Old Men and they stand in 

silent rueful speculation/ / 1 /
TnJ Sexton./(Oh phone.) Hell/ Harns? This is 

Bleye/ the Sexton. Come on down today, we need'you. 
Foreman won’t be here. Davis is sick. We Won’t have teft 
men/for the morning prayers if you don’t/come down— 
Services start in twenty minutes; Hurry, up— Wear a 
sweater under your coat— All /right— file hangs up, 
takes a large ledger from the desk and ibegins 'to nerv- 
^isly^exaanffaeais-pages-:)

Schlissel. Hirschman slept over in the synagogue 
■^/ again last night. Have you ever seen such pietistic hum­

bug?
Alper. Well, he is a very devout man. A student of the 

Cabala. The Rabbi speaks of him with the greatest 
reverence.

Schlissel. Devout indeed. I assure you this lavish 
display of orthodoxy is a very profitable business. I was 
told confidentially just yesterday that his board and food 
are paid for by two foolish old women who consider him 
a saint. /

.Alper. It can’t cost them very much. He’s been fasting 7 
the last three days.

Schlissel. And the reason he sleeps in the synagogue
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so frequently is because his landlady does not give him 
heat for his own room in the mornings.
/-'Zitorsky. Ah, go be an old man in the winter.
L) Alper. I must say, I really don’t know what to do 
with myself on these cold days.

Schlissel. I’m an atheist. If I had something better 
to do, would I be here?

Zitorsky. You know what would be a nice way to kill 
a day? I think it would be nice to take a trip up to 
Mount Hope Cemetery and have a look at my burial 
plot. A lovely cemetery. Like a golf course, actually. By 
the time one gets there and comes back, the whole day 
has been used up. Would you like to come? I’ll pay 
your farejf.

(Ji&gS Alper. Why not? I have never

/ Zitorsky. Oh, that’s a beautiful cemetery.
f Alper. ^EK^tr^-g-My wife wanted to buy plots in 
( Cedar~Lawn because her whole family is buried there, 
\ but I wouldn’t hear of it.
J Zitorsky. I wouldn’t be buried in

Cedar Lawn.
Alper. It’s in such a bad state. The headstones 

tumble one on top of the other, and everybody walks on 
.the graves.
1 Zitorsky. They don’t take care in Cedar Lawn. My 
wife once said, she should rest in peace, that Cedar Lawn 
was the tenement of cemeteries.

Alper. A well-turned phrase.
Zitorsky. She had a way with words, God grant her 

eternal rest.
Alper. I’d like you to come to Mount gtgji sCTHihnBS,^ 

see my plot.
Zitorsky. Maybe we could make the trip tomorrow.
Schlissel. Listen to these two idiots, discussing their 

graves as if they were country estates. .7 .
Zitorsky. Where are you buried, Schlissel?
Schlissel. Cedar Lawn. | 1 ‘



The Sexton. Hello? Mr. Arnold Kessler, please— 
How do you do? This is Mr. Bleyer the Sexton at the 
synagogue. Perhaps you recall me— Did I wake you up? 
I’m terribly sorry. As long as you’re up, according to my 
books, your father died one year ago yesterday, on the 
eleventh day in the month of Schvat, may his soul fly 
straight to the Heavenly Gates, and how about coming

10 THE TENTH MAN act i

.Alper, Well, listen, there are many lovely areas in 
Cedar Lawn. All my wife’s family are buried there.

Zitorsky. Come with Schlissel, and have a look at 
my graveT

Schlissel. Why not? ti’hat else have I got to do?

(Alper now slowly goes about the business oj donning 
his praying shawl and phylacteries, which he takes 
out of a velvet praying bag. Among Jews, prayer is a 
highly individual matter, and peripatetic to the 
bargain. The actual ritual oj laying on the phylac­
teries is a colorjul one. Alper extracts his left arm 
from his jacket and rebuttons his jacket so that his 
shirt sleeved lejt arm hangs loose. Then, the shirt 
sleeve is rolled up almost to the shoulders, and the 
arm phylactery, a long thin black leather thong, is 
put on by wrapping it around the arm seven times 
and around the middle finger of the lejt hand three 
times. All this is accompanied by rapidly-recited 
prayers, as is the laying on oj the head-phylactery.

. All the while Alper walks bending and twisting at 
\thc knees, raising his voice occasionally in the truly 
ylovely words of incantation. In a far Upstage corner, 

The Cabalist huddles under his enveloping white 
praying shawl, his back to everyone else, deeply 
involved in his personal meditations. The synagogue 
itself is a shabby little place, the walls yellowed and 
cracked, and illumined by a fitful overhead bulb. 
There is indeed at this moment, a sense of ageless­
ness, even oj primitive barbarism. During this The 
Sexton has dialed a second number.)



Yes, there is, Dad.
Father

Why? I understand. You work very hard two days a week and 
you need a five-day weekend. That’s normal.

Alan
I just got in, Dad. I was about to call you.

Father
The phone company shouldn’t have to depend on your 
business.

Alan
I wanted to explain what happened to me. Why I wasn’t in 
the last two days.

Father
There’s nothing to explain.

Alan.

Alan
(Meeting him downstage center)

Gee, Dad . . . this is a . . . pleasant. . . surprise.
(The Father looks at him as if to say, "I'll bet")

How . . . how are you?
Father

How am I? . . . I’ll tell you sometime . . . That’s how I am.
(He continues his inspection)

Alan
I’ve redecorated the place. . . How do you like it?

Father
Fancy . . . Very fancy . . . You must have some nice job.

(Sniffs highball glass)

20 Come Blow Your Hom
(Buddy enters and immediately goes back into bedroom 
closing door quietly behind him)

Father
(Steps in and looks at Alan and nods disgustedly. He 
walks into the room. Alan looks after him, dismayed, and 
seems puzzled when he doesn't see Buddy. The Father 
examines the room. It is obvious he approves of nothing in 
the apartment)
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I’m sorry, Dad. I really

Alan

all

Alan

Oh. . .er. . .‘fine.

1

See. I always said you 
morning.

. (Slops)
Oh, by the way . . . How’s the Meltzer account going?

Alan

Father

Fine? . . . I’m glad to hear that. . . Because he called today.

Father

From Atlantic City? The one 
wrapped up?

see you in the

you bragged about was

Alan
Dad, I’m not going to lie. I was up in Vermont skiing. I in­
tended to be back Sunday night, but I twisted my bad ankle 
again. I couldn’t drive. I thought it was broken.

Father

I’ll send you a get-well card.
Alan

am.
Father

You’re sorry. I can’t ask more than that.
Alan

I’ll be in the office first thing in the morning.
Father

That’s good news. You know the address, don’t you?
Alan

Yes, Dad. I know the address.
Father

were smart. So I’ll

The Meltzer account?
(Alan comes hack)

Right!
(Alan starts upstage)

Father



. . . Nothing?

Dad, wait a minute . . ,

(Crossing to phone)
I’ll call him right back. I’ll explain everything.

Father
Bingo! Right on the button! . . . Bum!

Alan

ALAtU
I tried to call him. I couldn’t get a line through.

Father
On skis you tried to call him? You should be in the Olympit

Sub­

Father
Did you have a nice weekend, bum? Do you know what it 
costs to go skiing for four days? Three thousand dollars a day? 
Bum!
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In Atlantic City,

In New York?

in the business.

Alan

Father
Who’re you going to talk to? The Boardwalk? He’s here!

Alan

Alan,
Well, why not? You treat me like one.

Thank you.

Father
Where you gonna call him?

Alan

Father
My own son. I get more help from my competitors.

(.Starts to sit)

Father
In the Hotel Croyden. For two days he’s sitting waiting while 
you're playing in the snow.

Alan
Dad, I promise you. I won’t lose the account.

Father
Why? This would be the first one you ever lost? You want to 
see the list? You could ski (gestures) down your cancellations.

Alan.
I couldn’t get back in time, Dad. Skiing had nothing to do 
with it.

Father
I’m sorry. I forgot. I left out golf and sailing and sleeping and 
drinking and women. You’re terrific. If I was in the bum busi­
ness I would want ten like you.

Alan
That’s not true. I put in plenty of time

Father
Two years. In six years you put in two years. I had my book­
keeper figure it out.
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Father

I was sick.

Father
At least I know where he is at night.

Alan
. . . You know where I am, too. Having fun. What’s wrong 
with it? I think what I do at night should be my business.

(Jumping up)
I treat you? Do I wander in at eleven o’clock in the morning? 
Do I take three hours for lunch ... in night clubs? . . . 
When are you there?

Alan
What do you mean, when?

Father
When? When? You take off legal holidays, Jewish holidays, 
Catholic holidays . . . Last year you took off Hallowe’en.

Alan

Father
When you came back to work you were sick. When you were 
sick you were dancing.

Alan,.
In the first place, it’s not true. And in the second place, what 
good does it do coming in? You don’t need me. You never ask 
my advice about the business, do you?

Father
What does a skier know about wax fruit?

Alan.
You see? You see? You won’t even listen.

Father
(He sits)

Come in early. I’ll listen.
Awn

I did. For three years. Only then I was “too young” to have 
anything to say. And now that I’ve got my own apartment, 
I’m too much of a “bum” to have anything to say. Admit it, 
Dad. You don’t give me the same respect you give the night 
watchman.
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Father
Are you married?

Alan
•------------- —INo.
Father

Then you’re a bum!

What do you mean?

1 
I

Father 
Healthy you are, American you are, normal you’re not.

Alan

11 

1

,Alan
Really? He might surprise you.

Father
That I'll bet my life on. He’s in the plant the first thing in

Alan.
Who made thirty the closing date? All I want to do is have a 
little fun out of life like any other healthy, normal American 
boy.

Alan
Give me a chance. I’ll get married.

Father
I heard that for years. When you were twenty-six, twenty­
seven, twenty-eight, even twenty-nine, you were a bachelor. 
But now you’re over thirty and you’re still not married, so 
you’re a bum and that's all there is to it.

(Turns away)

Come Blow Your Horn
1 Father

Not when it’s nighttime four days in a row. Listen, what do 
I care?

(He rises and crosses right)
Do whatever you want. Go ahead and live like a bum.

Alan

Father
Look at your brother, that’s what 1 mean. That’s normal. He’ll 
be something, that kid. He'll never be like you. Not in a mil­
lion years.

Why am I a bum?



What?
Alan -------

Nothing.

Alan

Alan
I’ll try, Dad. I'll really do my best.

Father
With your best, were in trouble. From you I need a miracle.

(Alan sits downstage right center chair)
Eight o’clock with the Meltzer account. . .

Father
All right, I don’t want to discuss anything more. I want to 
see you in the office tomorrow morning at eight o’clock.

Alan
Eight o’clock? There’s no one there then.

Father
You’ll be there. And you’ll be there two nights a week and 
Saturdays, holidays, birthdays, and vacations. I’m side and 
tired of being tire father. From now on I’m the boss.

Alan
All right, Dad, but eight o’clock is silly. I have nothing to do 
until nine,

Okay. Okay, I’ll be there.
Father

With the Meltzer account. If you haven’t got it signed and 
in your pocket. . . you can ski (gesturing) right into tire un­
employment office.

Father
(Crossing up to foyer)

You play solitaire all day anyway. You can get in three more 
games.

26 Come Blow Your Hom

the morning, he puts in a whole day’s work. No, that’s one 
son I’ll never have to worry about.

Alan
Have you read your mail lately?

Father



Did you hear

Suppose you don't?

me the

room doorjn a state of shock") /
Buddy

it? I told you, Alan. I told you what he’d do.
\ A/an

What hotel did he say, the Croyden?
/ Buddy

!tter. He’ll kill himself. He’ll kill all 
of us. Like those storieAin the Daily News. Alan, give 
phone. / \

(Alan dials 411)
/ \ Alan

Take it easy, wilhyou. I’ve gfat to call Meltzer.
/ Buddy

Meltzer? Weyve got to get to Mom before he gets home. She's 
got to tear up’ that letter. \

/ ’ ■ Alan

Will you relax. He’s not going\to kill anyone until he’s had 
his supper . . . I’ll straighten everything out.

/ Buddy''
How?
/ Alan

All I’ve got to do is get Meltzer to sign.
/ (Into phone)

/ I’d like the number of the Hotel Croyden please.
/ 1 Buddy \

(Crosses to phon^)

Wait’ll he reads that 1
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