6 ARMS AND THE MAN

the candle on the chest of drawers. Then, putting her fingers
in ber ears, she runs to the dressing table, blows out the light
there, and hurries back to bed in the dark, nothing being vis-
ible but the glimmer of the light in the pierced ball before the
image, and the starlight seen through the slits at the top of
the shutters. The firing breaks out again: there is a startling
fusillade quite close at hand. Whilst it is still echoing, the
shutters disappear, pulled open from without; and for an in-
stant the rectangle of snowy starlight flashes out with the fig-
ure of a man silhouetted in black upon it. The shutters close
immediately; and the room is dark again. But the silence is
now broken by the sound of panting. Then there is a scratch;
and the flame of a match is seen in the middle of the room.

START:
Raina /

Bluntschli side

RAINA [crouching on the bed] Who's there? [The match is out
instantly]. Who’s there? Who is that?

A MAN’S VOICE [in the darkness, subduedly, but threateningly]
Sh—sh! Dont call out; or youll be shot. Be good; and no
harm will happen to you. [She is heard leaving her bed, and
making for the door]. Take care: it’s no use trying to run
away.

RAINA: But who—

THE VOICE [warning] Remember: if you raise your voice my
revolver will go off. [Commandingly]. Strike a light and let
me see you. Do you hear. [Another moment of silence and
darkness as she retreats to the chest of drawers. Then she
lights a candle; and the mystery is at an end. He is a man of
about 35, in a deplorable plight, bespattered with mud and
blood and snow, his belt and the strap of his revolver-case
keeping together the torn ruins of the blue tunic of a Serbian
artillery officer. All that the candlelight and his unwashed
unkempt condition make it possible to discern is that be is of
middling stature and undistinguished appearance, with strong
neck and shoulders, roundish obstinate looking head cov-
ered with short crisp bronze curls, clear quick eyes and good
brows and mouth, hopelessly prosaic nose like that of a
strong minded baby, trim soldierlike carriage and energetic
manner, and with all his wits about him in spite of his des-

ACT 1

perate predicament: even with a sense of the humor of it,
without, however, the least intention of trifling with it or
throwing away a chance. Reckoning up what he can guess
about Raina: ber age, her social position, her character, and
the extent to which she is frightened, he continues, more po-
_litely but still most determinedly] Excuse my disturbing you;
but you recognize my uniform? Serb! If I’'m caught I shall be
killed. [Menacingly] Do you understand that?

RAINA: Yes.

THE MAN: Well, I don’t intend to get killed if I can help it. [Still
more formidably] Do you understand that? [He locks the
door quickly but quietly].

RAINA: [disdainfully] 1 suppose not. [She draws herself up su-
perbly, and looks him straight in the face, adding, with cut-
ting emphasis] Some soldiers, I know, are afraid to die.

THE MAN [with grim goodhumor] All of them, dear lady, all of
them, believe me. It is our duty to live as long as we can.
Now, if you raise an alarm—

RAINA [cutting him short] You will shoot me. How do you
know that I am afraid to die?

THE MAN [cunningly] Ah; but suppose I dont shoot you, what
will happen then? A lot of your cavalry will burst into this
pretty room of yours and slaughter me here like a pig; for I'll
fight like a demon: they shant get me into the street to amuse
themselves with: [ know what they are. Are you prepared to
receive that sort of company in your present undress? [Raina,
suddenly conscious of ber nightgown, instinctively shrinks
and gatbers it more closely about her neck. He watches ber
and adds pitilessly] Hardly presentable, eh? [She turns to the
ottoman. He raises bis pistol instantly, and cries] Stop! [She
stops). Where are you going?

RAINA [with dignified patience] Only to get my cloak.

THE MAN |[passing swiftly to the ottoman and snatching the
cloak] A good idea! I’ll keep the cloak; and youll take care
that nobody comes in and sees you without it. This is a bet-
ter weapon than the revolver: eh? [He throws the pistol
down on the ottoman].
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RAINA [revolted] It is not the weapon of a gentleman!

THE MAN: It’s good enough for a man with only you to stand
between him and death. [As they look at one another for a
moment, Raina bardly able to believe that even a Serbian of-
ficer can be so cynically and selfishly unchivalrous, they are
startled by a sharp fusillade in the street. The chill of immi-
nent death hushes the man’s voice as he adds] Do you hear?
If you are going to bring those blackguards in on me you
shall receive them as you are.

Clamor and disturbance. The pursuers in the street batter
at the house door, shouting Open the door! Open the door!
Wake up, will you! A man servant’s voice calls to them an-
grily from within This is Major Petkoff’s house: you cant
come in here; but a renewal of the clamor, and a torrent of
blows on the door, end with bis letting a chain down with a
clank, followed by a rush of heavy footsteps and a din of tri-
umphant yells, dominated at last by the voice of Cather-
ine, indignantly addressing an officer with What does this
mean, sir? Do you know where you are? The noise subsides
suddenly.

LOUKA [outside, knocking at the bedroom door] My lady! my
lady! get up quick and open the door. If you dont they will
break it down.

The fugitive throws up his head with the gesture of a man
who sees that it is all over with him, and drops the manner
be bas been assuming to intimidate Raina.

THE MAN [sincerely and kindly] No use, dear: I’'m done for.
[Flinging the cloak to her] Quick! wrap yourself up: they’re
coming.

RAINA: Oh, thank you. [She wraps herself up with intense relief ].

THE MAN [between his teeth] Dont mention it.

RAINA [anxiously] What will you do?

THE MAN [grimly] The first man in will find out. Keep out of
the way; and dont look. It wont last long; but it will not be
nice. [He draws bis sabre and faces the door, waiting].

RAINA [impulsively] Il help you. T'll save you.

THE MAN: You cant.

ACT I

RAINA: I can. Ill hide you. [She drags him towards the win-
dow). Here! behind the curtains.

THE MAN [yielding to her] Theres just half a chance, if you
keep your head.

RAINA [drawing the curtain before him) S-sh! [She makes for
the ottoman).

THE MAN [putting out his head] Remember—

RAINA [running back to bim) Yes?

THE MAN: —nine soldiers out of ten are born fools.

RAINA: Oh! [She draws the curtain angrily before him].

THE MAN [looking out at the other side] If they find me, I
promise you a fight: a devil of a fight. END of side

She stamps at him. He disappears hastily. She takes off her
cloak, and throws it across the foot of the bed. Then, with a
sleepy, disturbed air, she opens the door. Louka enters excit-
edly.

LoUKA: One of those beasts of Serbs has been seen climbing up
the waterpipe to your balcony. Our men want to search for
him; and they are so wild and drunk and furious. [She makes
for the other side of the room to get as far from the door as
possible]. My lady says you are to dress at once and to—[She
sees the revolver lying on the ottoman, and stops, petrified).

RAINA [as if annoyed at being disturbed] They shall not search
here. Why have they been let in?

CATHERINE [coming in hastily] Raina, darling, are you safe?
Have you seen anyone or heard anything?

RAINA: [ heard the shooting. Surely the soldiers will not dare
come in here?

CATHERINE: I have found a Russian officer, thank Heaven: he
knows Sergius. [Speaking through the door to someone out-
side] Sir: will you come in now. My daughter will receive you.

A young Russian officer, in Bulgarian uniform, enters,
sword in hand.

OFFICER [with soft feline politeness and stiff military carriage)
Good evening, gracious lady. [ am sorry to intrude; but there
is a Serb hiding on the balcony. Will you and the gracious
lady your mother please to withdraw whilst we search?
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