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[Hurries to take iz, puts it away,
 rushes back bnngmg jacket.]
Steos. Don’t wane it now,
rRMA. Back?

SlFOS #’L
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out, putting

Icavmg dodkopen,]

POS. Back.
fA.  Sleeves?
os. Sleeves.  [rolls up  his
eevds.] Water. "
I [ruskes 20 washstand].
Watery Fresh.
. [Pours.it in.]
Stpos.y Soap,
Inva Yhands it 10 pimy.

Sipos [ﬁalkrs while reading Pxger].
!

r

pwel,

leaves are whwpgxmg-— g
qu.a,. Cl._ 23 towé} .

IrMA  [rushes

back]. ~roopie
[Throws Riss, closes dooy from ou:s-
side.  Shors Pause.,

- Steos rmdmg
| paper. Enters wmi :aup] : Squ

el ‘“‘;';f

&moa [sits dod a} Shae;, Fom e as
Irnea [2akes. oI one ofﬁzx :ﬁoc.r]
One shoe.

[Pats his leg.
SIPos. What ;

- [S#l a‘rymg

Ayou doing?
xm.«.'lf,. ‘extends |

- other foor.}
Irma.  It's fate, M &mms&tc
Stpos, Other shoe,
IRMA [taking secorq shoe off].

___.[Patnng it on &m
-,&Poq [stands up, 5:’
“d-air].  Towel back. i
; Iug&. Towel back.. [Takﬂ;:a 5

.'1

s rmg{:m out af nap-
&m ring, es it before him,
pm&c: st near » puts br_ead' :

rs water from wa:fn bowl :
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Sipos.  Well, what of it?

IRMa. You said I could have
learned that much eight years ago.
Well, now I'm nineteen years old,
then I was eleven.

Stiros.  What is this?
make conversation ?

Irna.  Just a litdle happy chat, Mr.

Trying to

Sipos.

Steos. Don’t  you open  your
mouth again,

IrmMa. T won’t open it. It’s
closed.

Stros.  See here!

[Eats. Pause. Tnma is standing
looking at him happily.]
Irna [after pause, softly]. Begging
your pardon.

Steos.  Where are you going?
Irma. Nowhere. Begging your
pardon.

Steos [stares a¢ her]. Why do you
keep on begging my pardon?

IrMa. Out of respect,

Stpos. Then take this
out of respect, and bring
out of respect,

[Reaches for newspaper. |

Irma. Yes, Mr. Sipos. [ Takes
plate.] Veal cutler with spinach,

Sipos. T didn’t ask you.

IrmMa. No. Bue the others are
getting only hash. Only Mr. Sipos
gets cutlets.

[[rMa goes out. |
Steos [withour turning].

plate out,
the meat,

Door.

Ikma. T haven’t ceven left it open
yet!

Stros.  You will.

IrMma. No, no.

[Opens  door, from  threshold,
throws kiss, forgets to close
door, hurries away. ]

Steos.  Door!!!
Irva  [frightened, rushes  back).
Door! [Slams ir from outside. Sipos

¢ THE GLASS SLIPPER_: THI
shakes  head, continues read;y tor W
Comes in, with seltzer angd steak,} 1o th
Ice cold. Beautiful, blye bottle, A bride.
litde bit after the soup. [Pum‘ng._ Sip
meat  before him.]  Steak with ing al
potatoes. ' IRy
Steos.  Just before you said, “yey my br
cutlet with spinach.” _ fies u
Irya.  That's what [ thoughe, by, _' the se
stupid Trma was mistaken, Excuse dream:
me. ' Sipos.
Stros. That’s 2 grave error, S1pos
[Stares 10 eat.] what d
IRMa. Why? Iraca
Steos [ pours drink]. Because now seashor:
I have to switch my stomach over ¢4 hair is |
steak and potatoes. When you saig my arn:
I'd have ves] with spinach, thep the mad sor
stomach got ready for , . [ Dn'u.{:.]._'_ [Sings.]
- veal and spinach, Stpos.
Inma. What? : Iraa.
Stros.  That is to say, it started so beauti
that chemical action which i neces- are so s
sary to veal and spinach Now s ways in—
received a sudden surprise. It was Stros.
Preparing for calf apd it receives Irma.
COW; Now it must manufacture differ, - Sipos.
ent digestive fluids such as are sujt spanking,
able to a cow, to fidger
[Eats.] -4 to stop yc
IrMA.  You have a beautifyl mind. ~ father.
Stros. Don’t be flattering me o) 4 [rnaa,
the time. father, M
[Eats. Pause. ] Stros,
[rMA [withour any reason]. Dear, Irna,
beautiful aviator, beautify].
Steos. Who is the aviator? 22 Sipos.
IRma.  Mr, Sipos. yourself?
Stros. [ am 3 carpenter, = Irnma.
Irma.  For me you are an aviator. - sclf, Mr.
All people who haye beautiful dreams. I'can flar
are aviators. ful aviage
Stros. What do you know about [ Tak
my dreams? 1ng
InmMA. You are my soul’s most Sizos.,
beautiful dream, Yoy are my avia- IRara |
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THE GLASS SLIPPER 4

tor who flies down from the clom‘is
to the flowery meadow, to seek his
bride.

Steos. - What the hell are you talk-
ing about?

[rara. Every nighe | dream that
my bridegroom is ap aviator and he
flies up into the clouds ang falls into
the sea. And ip cvery one of my
dreams, the aviator [ooks like Mr.
Sipos.

! Steos.  And falls into the sea. And
¢ what do you do?

Irata. T roam up and down the
seashore in 3 white sheet and my
hair is flying in the wind—I hold out
my arms toward the sea and sing my
mad soags to the storm. Like this-—
[Simgs.] Isn’t that beautify] ?

Stros.  Whay! Tha-—
Everything. Life is
so beautiful by o sad and my dreamg
are so sad., Mr. Sipos js al-
ways in—

Stpos. In the sea.

[rMa.  No, in my dreams.

i Steos.  What you need is a gooqd
spanking, my child,

et g

: if you were only my

Irna love must be so
beautify] Rrling aviaror,
] Sipos QU ashamed of
! yourself? Trying
Ikma. P not of my.
self, M Sipos, I'm ye Proud that

['can fatter Mr. Sipos,
ful aviagor.
| Takes plase and goes @
ing the door open. ]
Siros.  Door!
Trara frightened . Yes.

[ VRN
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Closes 4. Stros bours wine 4p4
ltzer, reads Paper.  Irara comes in
&ith dessers, whispers close to his

L] Jelly pudding with pugs and

Jelly

puddi}

MAy Sure, The others got it
with brgad crumbs, by only Mr,
Sipos is § Ctting nuts,

[Nting]. AR yes, that re-
All over the city they’re

saying thag pu danced nake in the
yard at dawp,

Iraa, Theyke talking aboy, it
there, too?
Steos. [ had <& ¢ business in City

C Mayor was talk.

Sipos.

Sovernment offices were
the news,
[y, The sovernment Vpffices ?
Steos.  All, a1 the secrdar;
state talking of nothing
[rnma, My Sipos,

rain barre],
tne.

Siros, Yes, yes.
it that adopted the kitten? vy,
WCre nursing  the kitten apgd the
whole neighborhood ;s laughing 4
you,

And whe was

Irnga, They’re talking aboye that,
too?

Sirosa. Every one in Budapest,

[RMa.  Thar s Mr. Szasy’s doing,




THE GLASS SLIPPER o

t only kicks from everybody bec
se no one understands my brolfpn
And my sou] is panting near

lips and all you wane 1o do is

spank me.
span
[ Leamj against wm

/thc same

bon’t you
j
Pauses  op
Know, I know:
loses door behind her.)
osses 1o whnd, :

1P0s \| embarrassed)].
dare let the see you agaji

things on account of you, and’

ApeLg, Wh:_:t do I

talk to you,

[ Crosses up
Stros, Well

for chair.]

How are you feeling?
Sipos. [ always feel fotten on

day, even after dinner,

ADELE [ takes toothpick]. Come to

think of j, always,. Ng matter how

you feel we mus; settle this, Within

Sun-
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ing for board. But at least I owed
it to you.

ApeLe. You'll keep on owing it

to me. Or what do you think? [I've
got to maintain my position in this
neighborhood. They think a lot of
me, but every one knows that we
are living together . . . and still you
don’t want to make me your wife?
Steos. We've always said that that
Was not necessary; you are free, I
am free. It was better that way.
ADELE. [ am free?
Steos. Well, no . . . not that way.
ADELE. In what way, then? . You
have all kinds of liberty, a woman
has only one kind, that’s certain,
And in that one [ am not free.

[excited.  Crosses down

able] Please, Mr, Sipos, Miss

Adels that I should tel] you
that T to the watchmaker’s and

Stpos.

Irma. It
next week.

Siros.  All right. W€ pause. |
Well, are you going to sMad there
until next week?

Irma,  Next week? Neo.

Stros.  Very well, I'll remember
this and we'll talk about it in the
fall.

ADELE. No, my boy, this isn’t 4
question of the seasops or the way
you usually do things. Hoyy can you
TXpect to go on the way you're going?
You have a few worries, too. Now
you are angry because [ £ot you out
of the rut, [ know you.

Stpos.  I’'m not the kind that would
make a husband, | am a born

® THE GLASS SLIPPER

ADELE. Well,
And T gave you

m 3 borp
my best ten Years

I always said ;.
0 myself. Don’t eXcite
that’s the most Painful thiy,
&, don’t force me

\Wel
A\

ADELE,
twenty, [

chambermajq for the

and T became the -
mistress of the B of the Countesg

Seeburg, and the N ult of that for me
was a house apnd Rid. Now you
know. '

Steos. Now [ kno
mean when yoy say it a

bachelor, J

that. I cap’ speak of jt )
s you do, because the bl %ocs to
my head every time | think \N¢ ¢ °
Just to show you that I'm por
to get out of this, perhaps I'll m;

AbELE, I’s your damnped duty!

Stpos.  Look here, don’t excite me
any further., [ ap not damned apd
I have po damned duties, and I am
a free being and | do what | please,
do you understand?

| Taking wine glass. ]

ADELE. You will marry me,

Stros,  Are you trying to make me
lose my temper?

ADELE, . + Youlll—

Steos.  All right, maybe ] marry
you. Its what | ought to do. It’s
the mora] thing to do, . . . '

ADELE.  Yes, and I've got the:
money,

Sipos. You...f...l....-

ADELE. Rest 3 little, my dear.

There isn’t

' speak .

I, then, when | Was

o e

a drop of blood in your:

—MW««-« T g

didn’
Or tv
these
pneur
going
and y
your s
disgust
gust y
During
And
thought
heaven
I cried
Siros,
ADEL:
Stpos,
love me.
ADEL¥
Stros,
you?
AbELE
Sipos.
AbeLg
mind th.
Sipos,
either?
as you }
ADELE
one to n
Siros
ADELE
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ks. Don’t stare at me so, I'm
- afraid of you, You don’t have
act before me. Inasmuch as you're
ing to marry me, in the end, you
uld have done it in 5 nicer way.
But because you are a worn-out, old
man, you're nasty about asking for
my hand. You’re nasty, and I had to
orce you even into that,

Sos.  You never loved me,

AbELE. That’s not trye, Once T
loved you for a week.
Sipos.  The first week.,

ApiLE.  No-0-0-0! Then I really
idn’t. There was another week.
r two weeks.

You men never know |

¢ 637

| want it. I'm not crazy about you,
don’t be afraid, that's not the reason.
You are the [owest man in this world,
Steos. You , . . Now, you listen
to me. ., My dear; now the great
announcement js going to take place.
- Calmly and coolly. TIll not marry
you.. If you want it, everything can
femain as it was; if Bot, I'll take my
things and go. Dy, you understand?

I'll show you that even I am 3 mgn.

And now I've hag just enough of alf

this. And if you'l say another word,
Pll—ri— [Rises Mrea:ezzing.]
Well!

Now you’ve hca:d it . I told

: things, Tt Was when you had |
umonia and [ thought you were T

-~ then many nights, when you
ht' that we were ‘almost in

ven together; I hated
Eeried uneil ~morning, :

you so that

AU 4

. me..

ApELE, Eéen_'___ then’ynu w;ﬁ -
Steos [shouting]. Why?

L

you thaq_;._.-_yau’c__},,_ be surprised; . Now '
youse heard it. | A

e &

¥
TG

a ‘“"meﬂtand lé_’s,_ 2T
this,

S AiEry

ADELE. Don’t shout. . Because -

* Steos:fstarting ] I knowl-.. -
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ApELE,  Thank God. At least

you can see that until now I was con-
siderate, and now I'm honest,

Steos. That isn’t true,

ApgLe. Whart?

Steos. That you are honest. If
you were honest, you would have cop.
fessed this the first day.

ADELE. What first day? Was
there a first day? Which was the
first day? There are days and I am
in love and every day is the first day
and every day is the Jast day.

Steos.  You are his mistress |

ADELE. What a coward you are,
How I'd hate you now if I loved you.
 his mistress? Could al this that’s

Rpening here have happened if I
his mistress? , . | Lajos . . .
-+ help me, help my old
in . . . help my old heart,

help me)\ { am in love with a young
man. R \You know what thar

. -3 \ f s
means X ove of God . . . dont

€\ YOou to run after him
f. Don’t make me

give him mon¥y\ and don’t let him

beat me, don’ ¢ me Kkiss his
hands for it. . . Lajos, you are a
wiscman....fth

old and he js ¢
Don’t you see how

end?  Don’t you kno Can’t
you understand why [\ckied to you
from the depths of my Ymisery ask-
ing you to marry me? Y\Take me

away, protect me!

Steos [wipes his forehead
is only one question. Hoyw
you go with him?

ApeLe. Would you dare to
me that if I had as much as lookgy
at him? Who was it that told yoy
the whole thing?  Wasnt it I
Would I have told you?

¢ THE GLASS SLIPPER: THE
Siros. T am an honorabje Sipc
f you want 10, you can go o hiny: “me a
Without thought of revenge, but g ADE
sWer me honestly. Does he knom:__'- in it t
that you love him? Stro:
DELE. If he knew, T wouldy’ but no
let Rim stay a moment ADEL
. Siros
questipn ADEL
love yé are lots
Don’t torture me, excite y
Steos.§ Answer, or I]l— He loves for to-d
you, doesn’t he? down a
ADELE, Stpos
Stros yes, late:
ADELE
e ! hot your
Steos. And why didn’t you th Stpos
him our? didn’t you tejj ing on a
this? enters fre
ADELE. But Mr. Csas:
now told you! | % ing paus
He is acting deceh down.] \
he is suffering, Csaszar?
moved me s, : ADELE |
Stos. That’s not § Csaszar
is not suffering, Adele, T
AbELE. No? thing . . .
fering? seems ['ve
Sipos. An operation sation.
Where they don’t put yo: AbELE.
That’s suffering, And . CiAszas.
appointed in some ope in w .
believed.  And there is sl | ‘ ey
question. has 3 it
ADELE. God, why are therg k &
many questions? Don’t you ki _I;.)w' i
everything already? Den’t you which can
derstand everything already? m-th e
Steos.  Did you let him think tha i
you love him? - Vo good
AbELE [lachrymose]. T1d rather s at my d
you beat me than ask me thar—  ° ernoon.
Steos.  He doesn’t even suspect? . fortably e
AbELE. How can he possibly sus- thoughe if -
pect? : a litile trip




