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(throws the slippers to the floor)- we had to live on

Lake Milare in the summer because you couldn’t st-
and the sea; that’s why my son was to be christened
Eskil, because that was your father’s name; that’s
why I had to wear your colors, read your authors; eat
your favorite dishes, drink your drinks—your chocao-
late for example; that’s why—oh, my God—it’s terrible
when I think about it, it is terrible!-Everything came
to me from you even vour passions! Your soul stole in-
to 'mine like a worm into an apple, ate and ate, dug and
dug, until all that was left was the shell . .. and a little

dark dust! I wanted to escape from you, but 1 could-

n’t; like a snake with your dark eyes you fascinated
me-~1 felt how my wings rose only to drag me down. X
lay in the water with bound feet, and the more I tried
to swim with my hands, the deeper T worked myself
down until T sank to the bottom, where you lay like a
giant crab ready to scizz me in_your claws—that’s
where T am now!

I hate you! Ohshow I hate you! But you—you just sit
there keeping still, calm, indifferent; indifferent about
whether it's up or down, Christmas or New Year’s, if
others are happy or unhappy, without the ability to hate
or love; as still as a stork by a rat hole~you couldn’t catch,
your victim yourself, you couldn’t pursue her yourself, hut,
you could lie in wait for her! Here yon sit in your corner:
—do you know they call it.the rat trap—because of you_u'
reading the papers to see if anyone’s having a bad tirae,
if anyone has been ruined, if anyone has been fired fro‘ﬂl

* the theater. Here you sit waiting for your victims, figurs:

ing out your chances like a pxlot his shipwrecks, recelvmg
your payoffs! -

Poor Amelia! Do you know. I'm sorry for you all the
game? I know you're unhappy, unhappy like someone who

has been hurt, and, nasl)’"})ecause you're hurt!-TI can’t ‘be
kTS
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'The Stronger

angry with you though I'd like to be—you're the weakiing
—Oh, that with Bob, I don’t care about that!-That doesn’t
really hurt me!-And if you have taught me to drink
chocolate, or someone else has, what difference does it
make! (Drinks a spoonfpl out of her cup. With extreme
common sense) Besides, chocolate is good for me! And if
you have taught me how to dress-well, thanks very much
—~that has made my husband closer to me than ever — you
lost when I won — yes, to Jjudge by certain signs, I think
yowve already lost him! — I Suppose you expected me to
g0- my own way —as you did; and which you regret
now-but you see I'm not going to leave him!-We mustn’t
be petty, you see! And why should I take what no one eise
wants! 2

Maybe when -all ia said I'm really the stronger right
now—you never got anything from me, you simply gave,
and now I'm like a thief-so that when Yyou awakened, I
had what you had lost!

Otherwise how could everything be so worthless, so
sterile in your hands? You couldn’t keep any man’s love
with your tulips and your passions—as I could; you could-
o't learn the art of living from your authors;as I did-you
didn’t have z little Eskil, though your father’s name was
Eskil! And why do you always keep still? Well, 1 thought
that was strength but it’s-probably only that you haven't
'anything to say! Because you couldn’t think! (Gets up
2nd picks up the slippers) Now.I am going home—-and
taking my tulips with me-your tulips! You couldn't learn
from others, you cotildn’t bend-s6 you broke like a dry
reed-but I didn’t! Thank you, Amelia, thank- you for
everything you taught me! Thank you fo:

or teaching my
husband how to make love!-Now I'm going home to make

love to him! (Exits),
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Angust
(1849-1912)

August Strindberg, the Swedish playwright and pg,
elist, was born in Stockholim of a shipping merchant ang
his former maid-servent; He had an unfortunate chjjg,
hood as his father Wenl'fé.ukl’upt when he was only fou,
and his mother died when he was thirteen. Furthermor
he failed in his university study and could not realize his
wish: to be a successful player. He became a Journalist, 5
tutor and a librarian; and when he published his first vol.
ume of sliort storles, Marriage (1884), he was prosecuted
for blasphemous actions He married three- times, but
none of his marriages was a success. He triéd to make
gold out of cheap metal but he failed. As a result of the
unhappy life he lived, he was threatened with insanity.

However, Strindberg’s contribution to the rid dra-

ma has been greatly felt. Tn such plays as The—Father
} and Miss e (1888) he presented naturs c
In The Road to Dsmascus (1898-1901) and &'
Dreain Play (1901) he introduced the-ideas of the expres-
sionistic drama.

((ﬁ In The Stronger (1889) Strindberg showead his genius
in writing a quart d’heure which had been employed by
the Theatre Libre in Paris and in other continental thea-

tres It is s play about the struggle between the sexes
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Angust Strindberg
(1849-1912)

August Strindberg, the Swedish playwright and nov-
elist, was born in Stockholm of a shipping merchant and
his former maid-servant. He had an unfortunate child-
hood as his father went bankrupt when he was only fous;
and his mother died when he was thirteen. Furthermore
he failed in his university study and could not reslize his
wish to be a successful player. He became a journalist, a
tutor and a librarian; and when he published his first vol-
ume of short stories, Marriage (1884), he was prosecuted
for blasphemous actions. He married three- times, but
none of his marriages was a success. He triéd to make
#old out of cheap metal but he failed- As a result of the
unhappy iife he lived, he was threatened with insanity-

However, Strindberg’s contribution to the world dra-

ma has been greatlv feit- Tn such plays as The Father
(1887) and Miss Julie (1888) he presented naturalistic
views In The Road to Damascus (1898-1901) mdﬁ
Dream Play (1901) he introduced_the‘ideas of the expres-
sionistic drama. _' ]

In The Stronger (1889) Strindberg showed his genius
in writing a quart d’heure which had been employed by
the Theatre Libre in Paris and in other continental thea-x

tres It is a play about the struggle between the sexes-
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SETTING :

A corner of a women's cafe; two small iron tables, a red
worsted shag sofa, and some chairs.

MRS X enters wearing a_winter coat and hat and

carrying an elegant Japanese basket on her arm. !
MISS Y is_sitting at g table with a half-empty beer
bottle on it; she is reading an_illustrated paper, which
she exchanges for others from time to time later on-
MRS X: Hello, Amelia dar] g! You look as” Ionely on
Christmas eve as a poor bachelor.
MISS ¥ (looks up from her paper, nods and goes on read-
ing)

. MRS X: You know, I feel really sorry for you—alone in a
cafe, and on Christmas eve at that. T feel just as sorry as
when I saw a wedding party in a Paris restaurant and
the bride was sitting reading a humor magazine while
the bridegroom was playing billiards with the witnes-
ses. Huh, T thought, with = start like that how would it
go and how would it end! He played billiards on hig

wedding night!-And she read 4 humor magazine, you're -

thinking! Well. it’s not quite the same!

WATTRESS (enters; puts'a cun of chocolate in front of
MRS. X, and exits)

MRS. X: You know what, Amelia! I think YOu would hgve -

been better off if you had kept him! Remember 1 wag

the first one who told you ta forgive him Remember?

You could be married and have a home. Do you reme-
mber the Christmas when you were out in the country
with your fiance’s parents? How you raved about the
joxs of a home and reallv longed to get away from the
theater! — Yes, Amelia darling, a home of one’s own
is certainly-the best~second to the theater—and the
children, of course.—But you don’t understand that!
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MISS ¥ (gets a contemptuous look on her face)

MRS X (drinks a few sips out of her cup; then opens her
basket and shows MISS Y the Christmas gifts): 1l
show you what T've bought for my dariings. (Takes
out a doll) Look at that! It's for Lisa. See, she can roll
her eyes and turn her neck! See!-And here’s Maja’s
cork pistol. (Loads and shoots at MISS Y)

MISS Y (makes a gesture of horror)

MRS. X: Did T frighten you? Did you think I wanted to
shoot you? Eh:~My word, 1 think you did! I'd be less
amazed if you wanted to shoot me since I've stood in_
your way~T know you can never forget that I did —
though 7 was absolutely innocent. You still think my
scheming got you out of the Great Theater, but I did-
n’t scheme! I didn’t though you think I did —Well,
there’s no point in my saying so. for you still think I
was the one! (Takes out a pair of embroidered slip-

pers) And my husband’s to have these. With tulips on
them—I've embroidered them myself—I despise tu-
lips, of course, but he has to have tulips on everything!

MISS ¥ (looks up from her paper—with irony and curio-
sity) Mg

MRS X (puts a hand in cach slipper) : Do you see what
small feet Bob has? See? And you should see how ele-
gantly he walks! You've never seen him in slippers!
(Misa Y laughs zloud-) Look, and you'll see! (She pre-
tends to walk with the slippers on the table).

MISS Y (laughs so it can be heard) 3 X

. MRS. X And then when he's angry he stamps his foot
like this, you see: “Eh! The damned maids who never
can learn to make coffee! Now those idiots haven't
clipped the Jamp wick properly! " And then there's a.

on the. floor, and his feet get cold: ‘“Ugh, how
cold it is! Those dnmﬁled_ idiots who can't keep the fire
: it
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The Stronger

by
August Strindberg

Ghmcilmrs
MRS. X, actress, married

‘MISS Y, actress, unmarried
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going!” (She rubs the sole of one slipper against th

* top of the other).
MISS Y (taughs uproariously)

MRS. X: And then he comes home and looks for his slip.
pers which Marie has put under the dresser. - - Oh, it’s P
shame to make fun of one’s husband like this He is really
kind, and he's & fine little man—you should have had gz
man like that, Amelia! ~What are you laughing at? Eh?
Eh? —And then I know he’s faithful to me, you see—yes,

~ T do know! He told me so himself - . . What are you grin-
ning about? . . . that when I was on that tour in Norway
that nasty Frederique tried to seduce him—can you ima-
gine? (Pause) But I’d have torn out her cyes if she had
come around when I was at home! (Pause) It’s 2 good
thing Boeb told me himself so I did’t have to hear it from
others! (Pauge) But Frederique wasn't the only one,
you may believe! I don’t know why. but women are
absolutely crazy about my husband. They must think he
has something to say about contracts at the theater, be-
cause he's in the office! —Maybe you have been after
him, ‘too!-I didn’t quite believe you—but now I know
that he didn’t care about you and you seemed to have a
grudge against him, I always thought! (Pause; they
look at each other with embarrassment).
MRS. X: Come over tonight, Amelia, and show us you're
‘not angry with us, not with me at least! I don't know
why, but I think it’s so unpleasant to be'on bad terms
with you especially. Maybe it's bécause I did stand in:
your way that time—(gradual decrease in tempo)—or—
~ X don't know at all—- wa really! IElune) g 5
MISS Y (stares at MRS X with curdosi 4
MRS. X (thoughtful): It was so strange about us—when I
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saw you the first time I was afraid of you, 50 afraid 1
didn’t dave to let you out of my. sight- Wherever 1 was,
Iwas always near you—I didn’t dare to'be your énemy,
80 I became your friend. But there was always some-
thing wrong when you came to visit us, for I saw my
husband couldn’t stand you~and then I feit uncomfor-
table as when clothes don’t quite fit—and T did every-
thing to make him friendly toward you, but I didn’t
succeed —before you got engaged! Then the two of you
really got so friendly that it looked as if you dared to
show your real feelings when you-felt secure—and then
—how was it after that?— I didn’t get jealous—strange!
—And I remember at the christening when you were
godmother I made him kiss you—he did, but you got
upset—that’s to say: I didn’t notice it then—didn’t th-
ink about it afterward either—haven’t really thought
about it before—now! (Gets up violently) Why don’t
you say something? You hayen’t said a word all this
time, but just let me keep on talking! You’ve sat there
staring, twisting out of me all these thoughts, which"
have lain like raw silk in their cocoon—thoughts~sus-
picions maybe—let me see~-Why did you break. your
engagement? Why did you never come to our houss
after that? Why don’t you want to come to us this
evening ? i v s
MISS ¥ (has an expression as if she wanted to speak) |
MRS. X: Quiet! You don’t need to say - anything—now I-
* Understand everything! That was why!That was why!
Yes! Everything falls into place now! that’s it!~Ugh,
Idon’t want to sit at the same table! (Moves_her
things to the other table) : a

That's why T had to embroider tulips, which I hate; -

on his slippers—because you like tulips: that’s why— -
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