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The first performance of A Patriot for Me was given at the Royal
Court Theatre, Sloane Square, London, on 30th June 1965, by the
English Stage Society, by arrangement with the English Stage
Company. It was directed by Anthony Page and the décor was by
Jocelyn Herbert. The musical adviser was John Addison.
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Act One
SCENE !

A Gymnastum. Of the 7th Galician Infantry Regiment at Lemburg,
Galicia, 1890. It appears 10 be empty. From the high windows on one
side, the earliest morning light shows up the climbing bars that run from
Sfloor 1o ceiling. From this, a long, thick rope hangs. Silhouetted is a
vaulting horse. The lonely, slow tread of one man’s boots is heard
presently on the harsh floor. A figure appears. At this stage, his features
can barely be made out. It is ALFRED REDL, at this time Lieutenant. He
has close cropped hatr, a taut, compact body, a moustache. In most scenes
he smokes long black cheroots, like Toscanas. On this occasion, he takes
out a shabby cigarette case, an elegant amber holder, inserts a cigarette
and lights it thoughtfully. He looks up at the window, takes out his watch
and waits. It is obvious he imagines himself alone. He settles down in the
half light. A shadow crosses his vision.

REDL: Who's there? (Pause.) Who is it? Come on! Hey!

vOICE: Redl?

REDL: Who is it?

VOICE: Yes. I see you now.

REDL: Siczynski? Is it? Siczynski?

VvOICE: Thought it was you. Yes.
(A figure appears, PAUL SICZYNSKI. He 1s a strong, very
handsome young man about the same age as REDL, but much
more boyish looking. REDL already has the stamp of an older
man.)

SICZYNSKI: Sorry.

REDL: Not at all.

siczyNskI: I startled you.

REDL: Well: we’re both early.

SICZYNSKI:Yes.
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REDL: Still. Not all that much. Cigarette?
(SICZYNSKI takes one. REDL lights it for him.)

Almost light. I couldn’t sleep anyway. Could you?
SICZYNSKI: (smiles). I haven’t the style for that. Von Kupfer has
though. Expect he’s snoozing away now. (Looks at his

watch.) Being wakened by his servant.
Um?

REDL: He gave a champagne supper at Anna’s.

SICZYNSKI: Who was invited?

REDL: Half the garrison, I imagine.

s1czyNsKI: Did you go?

REDL: I’m your second . . .

SICZYNSKI: Is that what prevented you being asked?

REDL: It would have stopped me going.

sIczyNskI: Well then, he’ll have stayed there till the last
moment, [ should think. Perhaps he’ll have been worn
down to nothing by one of those strapping Turkish whores.

REDL: I doubt it.

siczyNskI: His spine cracked in between those thighs.
Snapped. . . . All the way up. No, you’re most likely right.
You're right.

REDL: He’s popular: I suppose.

s1czYNSKI: Yes. Unlikeable too.

REDL: Yes. He’s a good, what’s he, he’s a good officer.

sICZYNsKI: He’s a gentleman. And adjutant, adjutant mark you,
of a field battery at the ripe old age of twenty-one. He’s not
half the soldier you are.

REDL: Well . . .

SICZYNSKI: And now he’s on his way to the War College.

REDL: (quick interest.) Oh?

s1czyNskI: Of course. If you’d been in his boots, you’d have
been in there and out again by this time, you’d be a major
at least, by now (Pause.) Sorry—didn’t mean to rub it in.

REDL: Kupfer. Ludwig Max Von Kupfer . . . it’s cold.

siczyNskI: Cigarette smoke’s warm.
(Pause.)

REDL: How are you?

SICZYNSKI: Cold.
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REDL: Here.

s1cZYNsKI: Cognac? Your health. Here’s to the War College.
And you.

REDL: Thank you.

SICZYNSKI: Oh, you will. Get in, I mean. You just have to pack
in all the effort, while the Kupfers make none at all. He’ll
be sobering up by now. Putting his aristocratic head under
the cold tap and shouting in that authentic Viennese drawl
at whoever’s picking up after him. You’d better, make it, I
mean. Or you’ll spend the rest of it in some defeated
frontier town with debts. And more debts to look forward
to as you go on. Probably the gout.

(Pause.) 1 just hope there isn’t ever a war.
(They smoke n silence. Shghtly shy, tense.
SICZYNSKI leans against the vaulting horse.}

REDL: You may underestimate Kupfer.

SICZYNSKI: Maybe. But then he overestimates himself. You’ve
tremendous resources, reserves, energy. You won'’t let any
old waters close over your head without a struggle first.

REDL: What about you?

SICZYNSKI: (smiles). I’'m easily disheartened.

REDL: He’s destructive, very destructive.

SICZYNSKI: Who?

REDL: Kupfer.

SICZYNSKI: Yes, yes. And wilful. Coldly, not too cold, not
disinterested.

REDL: That’s why I think you underestimate him.

SICZYNSKI: But more vicious than most. You’re right there.
He’s a killer all right.

REDL: Someone’ll chalk him up . . . sometime.

SICZYNSKI: What about me?

REDL: That would be very good. Very good.

SICZYNSKI: Just not very likely . . .

REDL: Have you done this before?

SICZYNSKI: (smiles). No, never. Have you?

REDL: Only as a bystander.

SICZYNSKI: Well, this time you’re a participant. . . . I’d always
expected to be challenged a hundred times. I never thought
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I’d do it. Well, picked the right man. Only the wrong
swordsman. May I?

(He indicates Cognac. REDL nods.)

Have you seen him?

REDL: Seen? Oh, with a sabre. No. Have you?

SICZYNSKI: No. Have you seen me?

REDL: Often.

SICZYNSKI: Well, there it is.

REDL: {softly). More times than I can think of.

sIczYNsKI: They say only truly illiterate minds are obdurate.
Well, that’s me and Kupfer.

REDL: Why do you feel like this about him? He’s not exactly
untypical.

SICZYNSKI: Not by any means. For me, well, perhaps he just
plays the part better. He makes me want to be sick. Over
him preferably.

REDL: I don’t understand you. You’re more than a match for
his sort

SICZYNSKI: 1 just chose the wrong ground to prove it, here.
(Pause.)

REDL: Look, Siczynski, why don’t I, ’'m quite plausible and
not half a bad actor, for one . . . reason and another, why
don’t you let me, sort of . . .

s1czyNsKI: Thank you, Redl. You can’t do anything now.

REDL: Very well.

SICZYNSKI: Don’t be offended.

REDL: Why should I?

SICZYNSKI: (wry). Someone who looks as good as me ought to
be able to handie himself a bit better, don’t you agree?

REDL: Yes.

SICZYNSKI: At least—physically. . . . A lirtle better don’t you
think? Why did you agree to be my second?

REDL: Why did you ask me?

s1czyNsKI: I thought you’d agree to. Did you get anyone else?

REDL: Steinbauer.

SICZYNSKI: As a favour to you? No, [ didn’t think you’d have
to be persuaded.

REDL: No.
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SICZYNSKI: Mine’s gone out.

(REDL offers him a cigarette, from which he takes a light.)
I thought you always smoked those long Italian cigars.
(REDL nods.)

Expensive taste. What is it?

REDL: I was only going to ask-you: are you a Jew?

SICZYNSKI: (smiles). Grandmother. Maternal Grandmother.
Quite enough though, don’t you think? Oh, she became
Catholic when she married my Grandfather. Not that she
ever took it seriously, any more than him. She’d a good
sense of fun, not like the rest of my family. You think it
doesn’t matter about Kupfer’s insult, don’t you? Well of
course you’re right. I don’t think it would have mattered
what he said. Oh, I quite enjoyed his jokes about calling
me Rothschild. What I objected to, from him,—in the
circumstances, was being called Friulein Rothschild. . . .

REDL: You shouldn’t gamble.

SICZYNSKI: I don’t.

REDL: On people’s goodwill.

SICZYNSKI: I don’t. You do.

REDL: I do? No, I don’t. .. I try not to.

(He is confused for a moment. SICZYNSKI watches him
thoughifully, through his cigarette smoke. It is getting lighter,
colder.)

sIcZYNsKI: You smell of peppermints.

REDL: Nearly time (He stands.)

sICZYNSKI: Kupfer’s breath stinks.

REDL: I hadn’t noticed.

SICZYNSKI: You mean you haven’t got near enough? You don’t
need to. He should chew peppermints.

(Pause.)
Have some of your brandy.

REDL: Thanks.

SICZYNSKI: It’s a cold time to be up, to be up at all.
REDL: I’ve hardly ever had warm feet. Not since I went to
Cadet School.

sICZYNsSKI: You work too hard.

REDL: What else can I do?
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