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NOBEL - [Presses a button on the comm.set]. Tell Guerend to come in immediately. [Awaits. He takes a rifle - old-type - out of a drawer of the desk. He lifts it up, looks at it with satisfaction. Then he puts it on the table.] [A knock on the door]. Come in, [Guerend enters] Pourquoi. [Nobel laughs ironically]. I call you Pourquoi only when we are the two of us, or someone very close to me. Before other people, I always call you Guerend. I am careful. Sit down there, opposite the door. Rather don't. It may be dangerous. Go there, on the other side of my desk. [Guerend goes there, stands. Nobel picks up the rifle, lifts it up, looks at it]. Can you see it? What a line, aerodynamic. Now you will hear it, also. [Nobel turns towards the door and takes aim at the metal plate by the door. He fires once, twice, three times. Guerend stops his ears.] Quick, eh? Almost automatic. My new achievement. It is called Quick. It pierced a thick metal place. Three millimetres. I punched his belly, ha, ha! I'm a good marksman. It is a four-bullet rifle. I keep the fourth bullet for...Pourquoi. [Guerend turns to him calmly.] Come on, don't get scared. You know I'm kidding. I said... tor Pourquoi, not for Guerend, not for you. Pourquoi, your romantic self, the utopist, the dreamer, the starry-eyed, must die. But it is you who will extinguish him, not me... so that the real Guerend may survive and succeed. You, my good interpreter and companion in my travels. Seven languages, how did you learn them all so well, old fellow? What a fine pronunciation... As if you were a local person, in each country we go. I would very much like you to say in French "Pourquoi ia guerre, pourquoi mes freres?," Why the war, why my brothers, why? Will you please perform it once more for me to enjoy it? The two great armies, Napoleon's on one side and the Prussian army on the other side in battle array. Suddenly, a young French soldier rushes in between the two arms and starts shouting, "Pourquoi la guerre, pourquoi mes freres, pourquoi?" Will you perform it once more?
GUEREND - [Looks at Nobel steadily for some time] Have you any news, Mr. Nobel, about my...
NOBEL - Your book? I gave it to the best Publisher in town, who is a close friend of mine. If he approves it, I'll pay for the publication. Up to this moment, no reply. I'll ring him up now. [He dials the number, he speaks on the phone]. Hello, Gates, I'm calling you about Guerend's book 'Pourquot la guerre? - Why the War?". Have you read it? Only half of it? Do you approve it? Rejected? [silence]. Fine. Goodbye. [Hangs up. To Guerend, laughing satisfied ] - Do you see now? Have I not told you before?

GUEREND -  I could print and publish it myself. But my salary is not enough. Could you pay for the paper, at least?

NOBEL - (hard) Me? Pay for your book which preaches the abolition of wars? A silly idea. War is the father of everything. Attraction and enmity, that is, war, are the two fundamental elements of the Universe, says Heraclitus. I have read philosophy myself, not only you.

GUEREND - Excuse me. You misinterpret. Heraclitus did not mean it exactly so. Attraction and enmity are the thesis and antithesis, the active and passive forces, which, with the intervention of a third force, lead to the synthesis, the composition, to the creation, to a new state. Philosophy is not easy. It is not to be used by anybody according to his standards, his interest. Excuse me.
NOBEL - Forget philosophy. Look at the facts. You want me, the biggest war industrialist in the World, to pay for your anti-war book? While you work for me, you are paid by me, by war, let’s say. Do you see how self-contradictory you are?

GUEREND - I don’t work for war. I work for you. 

NOBEL - I provide for the war. I possess the biggest war-materials factories in the World. So you work for war, but you write for its abolition. Are you not a hypocrite, like most intellectuals?

GUEREND - With two more salaries, I’ll manage to publish my book. Then, I’ll go.

NOBEL - And what shall you live on?

GUEREND – I’ll live on my book.

NOBEL - Ha, ha, ha! Idiot! You shan’t sell even ten copies. Just listen to him. He will live on his book.

GUEREND - Excuse me. You mi... misunderstood me.

NOBEL - [Deriding] You mi...mi...misunderstood me.

GUEREND - I didn’t mean I’ll live on my book financially. I mean, I’ll live on my book,     that is, on the ideas of the book, I’ll live for those ideas…
NOBEL - And your bread? How will you earn it?

GUEREND - Man should not live on bread alone...

NOBEL - Ah! You are a Christian also? This does not go together with philosophy.

GUEREND - Truth, the true ideas are identical with JesusΥ teaching and in every true philosophy.

NOBEL - Nonsense! You shall not survive. You are riding for a fall, you are staking your  life. Just for an idea, a utopia, a pigheaded thing! Suppose your idea is applied, something impossible, of course. I said, supposedly. What would happen to the two thousand of my workers and their families, that is another ten thousand persons who live on the salaries I pay? What would happen to the thousands of persons who produce the materials they sell to me? And the assets I have invested in my factories? Millions of millions? My representatives and salesmen in so many places around the World? You would cause their economic devastation...

GUEREND - Have you read my book?

NOBEL - TThe first ten pages. I understood. It is an anti-War proclamation. I have no time to read utopias. I’m not interested.

GUEREND - If you had read it through, you would have seen the plan, the entire perspective of the abolition of the War. It is a great perspective. The economy would not get destroyed. It will change direction. It will change its targets, aims. Not the individual financial profit but the upgrading of life, of the quality of human relationships could be the object of economic activity.
NOBEL - No more of your fool.. [Drinn!] [Nobel picks up the receiver] Oui, un moment, mon interprete [To Geurend] Interpreter, phone...

GUEREND - [Takes the receiver] Oui, d'accord. [He picks up a pencil and writes, whilst sitting at the desk, for some time]. [Nobel rubs his hands, pleased. Guerend hangs up]. It was Payot, your French representative.

NOBEL - That I knew. Go on. His order.

GUEREND - Twelve hundred Quick rifles. Six hundred for Paris, and six hundred for Brussels, Belgium.

NOBEL - Triumph. That's what I expected. This order! Now, dozens of orders will follow. Tomorrow morning, perhaps today, if I am in time, I'll buy the rest percentage of the Central Bank. It will be all mine. The biggest Bank in the country with many branch offices. Assets? Billions of crowns... I'm not telling you how many, so that I won't shock you. [Nobel looks anxious, impatient] What time is it? [He looks a the clock on the wall] Just twelve. [The clock sounds once, twice, three times, then, a terrible sound of explosion is heard causing the window to vibrate. Guerend springs up from his seat and gets hold of the desk, while Nobel, standing rubs his hands with satisfaction].

NOBEL - That was it. A perfect success. A hit hundred percent. Two hits simultaneously. Two birds with one stone. What birds! Lions! [To Guerend] What's the matter with you? Did you black out? You had a big shock. You'll recover as soon as I explain the facts to you. Come to the window. Can you see the fire on the hilltop?

GUEREND  -  But  there,  there  was  the  town  orphanage,  a two-storied traditional masterpiece of architecture. What happened to the orphans?

NOBEL - Which orphanage? There were ten children in all. They have been transferred into a boarding house, in the centre of the town.
GUEREND - They've lost the country place, the fields, the heavens.
NOBEL - The building was old, crumbling, I bought that plot of land.
GUEREND - And why did you blow up the building?
NOBEL - That's why I bought the land. In order to bomb the building. With a shell. I didn't blow it up from inside, but from a distance. I made the biggest discovery of the nineteenth century, in its last decade. Do you know how many military representatives of foreign states saw the explosion? Dozens. They were my guests.
GUEREND - And what is your discovery called?
NOBEL - Ballistics. Smokeless gunpowder. Remember this word. It will make the war
more industrial, more developed. No battles body to body, with sword and bayonet, but
with shells, from long distances. The one possessing the most shells, wins. Not so many
soldiers will be killed in the hell of battlefields, in mud and snow.
GUEREND - And more civilians will be killed in towns and villages. Many times more
dead and wounded.
NOBEL - I spoke about two inventions. Are you not asking me what is the second?
GUEREND - What?
NOBEL - The launch mechanism. Light, with a tripod (trestle) for fastening on the ground. I may be great in the chemistry of explosive materials, but I'm also a very good
engineer and mechanical engineer. I studied it in the USA with our great compatriot John Ericson.
I foresee that cannons will be abolished, as being so heavy and hard to move. Now, this howitzer can go anywhere. It can be carried by two men, even one very strong man. It can even be moved through narrow paths. The war will change face with these, my inventions. It will be ... industrialised. The end of this century, its last decade, will mark the beginning of the new ways of making war, and not the end or the abolition of war, as you write in your book.
GUEREND - [Surprised, happy] So you've read all of my book.
NOBEL - Up to the point you mention this thing.
GUEREND - This is mentioned near the end of the book, [moved] Thank you. That will do for me. Now you know the entire truth.
NOBEL - Which truth?
GUEREND - The one I disclose in my book about the deeper causes of war. About the mania of revenge, of imposition, domination, authoritarianism of some power-obsessed, ambitious people. In the depth of their hearts, neurotic people, unhappy, deeply wounded, who took up the way of sadism or of the accumulation of wealth through war-mongerfng and plundering. People who should be clad rather in a lunatic's uniform than that of a King or Marshall. They incite wars. War industry provides exactly for them. Wars can end, can be abolished as soon as at the end of this century, if people would know these truths, if many people read my book.
NOBEL - Ha, ha, ha! Most people are illiterate. Only a few can read.
GUEREND - Those who know, will read it to others, will tell them about it, in their own words. There will be an uprising, a big wave of rejection of war, through the knowledge of truth. People will not accept to take part in war-waging.
The Chiefs, Kings, Presidents and others, will be compelled to resolve their antagonisms, every problem, through talks, negotiations, mutual compliance and exchanges. A new period of peace will begin, a new era of humanity, civility, kind-heartedness. Industry will become peace-directed. Poverty will be overcome.
NOBEL - You are raving! Are you perhaps very hungry and got delirious? Like when I found you in your room shaking from cold and hunger? Come back to yourself. Otherwise you shall be lost. In vain.
GUEREND - No, not in vain. I must not be lost in vain. I must publish my book. I must work, against time. [A knock on the door].
VOICE - [From outside] I am Claire.
NOBEL - Come in [Claire enters].
CLAIRE - The explosion...
NOBEL - [With satisfaction] Successful, eh? Did you see it? Did you see the fire? Are you happy?
CLAIRE - [Remains silent in order not to answer his questions]. The explosion strongly impressed   the   military   attaches   of  the   foreign   embassies   and   the   commercial representatives of foreign armies you had invited to attend. Some of them want a meeting with you the soonest possible, if possible, today.
NOBEL - Of course. At two o'clock they are invited to lunch in the big council hall which will serve as a dining hall, for the occasion. After the meal I will be at their disposal. Do you perhaps know whether they will place some orders for our new production?
CLAIRE - Yes, some of them.
NOBEL - And how will they pay? Have they told you?
CLAIRE - They are authorised by their ministries to deposit letters of guarantee and some advances in cash at the Central Bank.
NOBEL  -   [Rubs  his  hands  happily].  Terrific.  Claire,  you  are  wonderful,  you  are extraordinary. I did sense something when I decided to take you on in my business. I did like you from the first contact. But now... [Claire is feeling surprised, shameful, at a loss. She looks at Guerend, he looks at her. Nobel looks at them, hesitating for a while, and then goes on] I owe my success, my invention to you also, for a small part at least.
CLAIRE - To me?
NOBEL - With your experiments in nitro-glycerine in my laboratories, you helped me to discover dynamite. It is the biggest discovery in the history of war of all time. Congratulations.
CLAIRE - I did not make experiments in nitro-glycerine for war materials, for war uses. I am opposed. I'm negative to what you are doing, I have told you already.
NOBEL - Opposed? Only now I hear for the first time.
CLAIRE - Don't you remember me telling you that with the tremendous explosive power of this material, we can obtain a radical change in the ways of construction of roads, tunnels, mines, drains, dams. We can reduce the distances between towns, cities and countries. We can abolish the hard, inhuman work, of thousands of workers in road construction with the picks and the iron bars, the crowbars. I was only thinking of such uses for the materials.
NOBEL - And not the bombshells. I got it. [Looks at her investigatingly, then looks at Guerend, remains silent for a while]. Are you too, perhaps, dreaming about the end of wars, the abolition of war?
CLAIRE - Why not? Every logical, rational person would desire it.
NOBEL - Have you too perhaps, read Guerend's manuscript? Pourquoi la guerre – Why the wars?
CLAIRE - Yes, I have.
NOBEL - Ha, ha, ha! Did you see what nonsensical ideas he exposes? He believes that war can be abolished soon, in a few years, before the end of the decade, of this century. Is he not a silly fellow, unrealistic, a day-dreamer?
CLAIRE - Not at all. I find his ideas rational and feasible, achievable.
NOBEL - What did you say? Have you been influenced by these ideas? Hypnotised? Do you also believe that war can be abolished in a few years?
CLAIRE -I believe nothing. I said this idea is realisable, that is, it could be enacted, applied, if...
NOBEL - If Nobel would stop his inventions on explosive materials, on war machinery, if he shut his factories, if he didn't sell his inventions to the Statesmen...
CLAIRE - [Positively] If Nobel could do that. Oh! what a great step of progress for all mankind. [Telephone rings. Nobel picks it up].
NOBEL - Allo! [Listens] I come immediately. [To the two persons] The King has sent me an urgent message by his representative, the Lord Chamberlain.
I must go and meet him at once. You stay here. I shan't be late. What can it be about? Possibly, [laughs] ... to give me a certain order for Quick rifles. In his person, I have a very good representative, a great Salesman. All this between us. I consider both of you, my own people, trusty. I want you to know it.
[ Nobel goes out. Claire and Guerend remain silent for some time, without facing each other. Then they look at each other, smile gently.]
GUEREND - His own, trusty people ... but doesn't he understand the distance separating us? How differently we think and feel? How do you explain it, Claire?
CLAIRE - He only sees himself. He sees himself or the other person as his reflection. He is so blinded by his self-worship that he sees ail other people as mirrors of himself. Don't you think so?
GUEREND - Yes, sure, but why? Maybe because of his success?
CLAIRE - Yes, probably. What he considers his success, his financial rise, made him believe that he himself is this success, has identified with this picture of himself and is unable to think independently, apart from this state of mind. Only God would know where this situation could end up.
GUEREND - He seems to feel that all others are altogether unimportant, they exist only for him, to admire him, to obey him.
CLAIRE - This may be the way ancient Emperors were feeling, when they asked their subject people to worship them as gods. Absolute supremacy, absolute egocentricism, absolute vanity.
GUEREND - Absolutely dangerous.
CLAIRE - Why do you say it, Guerend?
GUEREND - Do you know how many millions of people have been killed, wounded, invalided, disabled by the materials Nobel sells to the armies of all Europe and not only?
CLAIRE - Is that what you mean? You are right. That's why I liked your book very much. Because it relies on reality, on the facts we attest by working, living by the great inventor and industrialist Alfred Nobel. Thank you for trusting me with the manuscript before the publication.
GUEREND - Do you think it will ever be published?
CLAIRE - Why not? Such good ideas, so powerful, so revealing, so true. Who would not accept the truth, when you show it to them?
GUEREND - I will not give up the effort, but I don't have much hope.
CLAIRE - As for me, I published my poem, my song, for which I had the inspiration from your book.
GUEREND - Which song?
CLAIRE - Look here [She takes a magazine of her bag and points to a page]
GUEREND - [reads] War and Love
CLAIRE - [Takes the review back] I would like to read it to you, so I give it the right intonation. Or, rather, I will sing it to you. [Before she starts singing, we hear loud melodious music, rythmic, perhaps a polka, mazurka]. Listen, they've brought the Royal Orchestra for the reception of the military representatives. They will eat, they will drink, they will dance at Nobel's expense.
GUEREND - And they will buy dynamite, shells to add to Nobel's income. [They laugh]
CLAIRE - Pay attention to the melody. It is a traditional folk dance, one of the best of our country. Pam, pam, pam, param, param
Pam, pam, pam, param, param
My song is set exactly to this rhythm. The same measure. Look here, [She points to a page], The music is written. Shall I sing it to you? 

GUEREND - My pleasure, I'll be glad to hear it.
CLAIRE - [Sings while she dances on the measure. She stretches her arm to Guerend. He takes hold of it, and they dance alla bracetta. At the end, they laugh in joy and happiness].
THE SONG
· How do you spend the morning,
-   Now tell me, friend, I pray
morning and the afternoon?
      How do you spend your day?

· My afternoon and morning
        -   In the morning, I walk and hop,
It is hectic, like mourning.
     In the woods to the hilltop.

In the factory, on machines
       I breathe fresh air and clean
Shells of nitro-glycerine
I am full of joy and sing.
I prepare every day,
They can burn just like hay
 In the afternoon, at dusk,
anything and anybody                                                In the garden I work,
children adults, white or grey.
Then with children I play
                                                                                Stories I hear and say
[Guerend sings the four last lines only]
CLAIRE - Morning and afternoon ... white and grey ...
GUEREND - In the morning I walk, I breath fresh air and sing, no work on the machine, for the nitroglycerine. This is revolution, not a song. It is a catalyst, as you say in chemistry.
CLAIRE - Since I am a chemical engineer, I invented, I created a catalyst. It may prove
more explosive than Nobel's dynamite.
GUEREND - But how will it be propagated? They will not allow it.
CLAIRE - This magazine goes to schools, to pupils and students. Some children, expert in music, may manage to find the melody from the written notes, and then, who could arrest our song? It will stretch its wings and fly everywhere. [They sing and dance together two more lines with the music heard from outside. The door opens suddenly and Nobel enters. He stands. He looks at them. ]
NOBEL - Guerend, out! [Shows him the door. Guerend moves to go out]. Don't go away, I'll call you again. I'll need you for the interpretation with the foreign representatives after the meal. Listen! [Guerend stops to listen] Your book, your manuscript, well, I'll take it from the publisher I gave it to and burn it.
GUEREND - [Timidly] You don't have ... the right to do it, if you... do it, I'll leave your employ.
NOBEL - [Deriding him in imitation] You don't have... you don't have ... the right to do it [He changes tone] I was kidding... don't you know yet when I'm kidding? Go now. [Guerend goes out. Nobel walks a few steps slowly towards Claire - tenderly] Claire, my darling, I didn't expect from you...
CLAIRE - I beg you, I don't allow you to talk to me like that.
NOBEL - But why? I have already told you that I love you. That I liked you from the first time I saw you and took you into my employ.
CLAIRE - What...what is the meaning of this? So many women work here.
NOBEL - It's not the same. You forget that I put you into University and you studied chemistry for four years, at my expense? You had told me that you were very much interested in chemistry and its great possibilities and I immediately did you a favour.
CLAIRE - I would have studied chemistry this way or that.
NOBEL - How? With what money? Without the salary I was giving you? And with some leaves of absence I gave you for the examinations and the workshops?
CLAIRE - I didn't stop working.
NOBEL - I'm not saying no. You were productive but I helped you too. Don't you recognise it?
CLAIRE - Up to a certain point. And this for your own interest. You wanted a good chemical engineer for your work, your experiments, your inventions.
NOBEL - A good chemist and a trusty person. A person of my own. This is how I want you, Claire. Can you be a trusty friend, and mine?
CLAIRE - I can't understand what you mean.
NOBEL - You must understand. I have told you it in several ways, several times. Up to now you have been very good with me, we have cooperated so smoothly. What happened and you changed your attitude towards me?
CLAIRE - After the blowing up of the orphanage, the beautiful building on the top of the hill.
NOBEL - Is this what scared you? I will build it again, twice larger. There I will construct my central offices and a small hotel for the representatives and the sellers of the products from my factories. There, many important people will come from many countries. How do you like this idea?
CLAIRE - I am sorry, but you don't understand me. There's a wide distance separating us... I am totally opposed to your character.
NOBEL - To my character? What is it that you don't like in my character?
CLAIRE - All this war industry, all these inventions in the service of destruction, for the horror of death, for this massive crime called war, for the mutilations, the maimings of thousands of people.
NOBEL - How can you talk like that Claire? So sentimentally? Have you not yet understood the reality of life? You are a certain age by now and you should have adapted to reality.
CLAIRE - Reality is for each one how one feels about life, one's own feelings and ideas, how one perceives the meaning of life and its quality.
NOBEL - And don't you see that life is war, antagonism, the instinct of supremacy, the imposition of the one above the other? Don't you know yet that the big fish eats the small fish, the wolf eats the sheep, the cat eats the mouse, don't you already know that? Do I have to remind you of it?
CLAIRE - I know it. But all these have no relation to man.
NOBEL - But man is exactly like that. Man functions with the same instincts. Have you not yet noticed it?
CLAIRE - Man as an animal, yes, functions like that. But you forget how a man functions   as a man, you forget the clearly human qualities: the sensitive consideration, the fine ways, the superiority of his feelings the compassion, the mercy, the gentleness, the innocence of   mind, the love, the joy of existence. You forget that a human being has the ability to see  himself, to look at oneself, to understand one's own behaviour, to repent, to transform oneself. If you had paid attention to the children, you would have learned a lot about the great possibility of man to get completely rid of the nonsensical, crass, violent behaviour characteristic of the animals, the fight for superiority, the hunting, the killing. Human beings can live without violence.
NOBEL - Ho, ho, ho! How eloquent, what a wonderful way you talk about, dear, a utopia. Now I see clearly the damage Guerend's book did to you. What a bad influence. Now I will really burn it!
CLAIRE - If you do that...
NOBEL - If I do it, what?
CLAIRE - I may hate you
NOBEL - Do you now see that you have the same instincts as everybody? That you hate
like everybody? Hate leads to war.
CLAIRE - I said I might hate you. I didn't say, I will hate you. A human being can feel hate for some evil thing others do to him or her, but one can leave hate behind, allow it to fade out, not to cultivate it. Hate is a momentary reflex. While love is the permanent state of our existence, it is our existence itself, by itself. We have been born to love, but some adults teach us to hate, since the smallest age, at a time when we cannot meditate by ourselves. In the hands of the wolf-teachers who prepare us for hate, for war. They are poisoning us with nationalism, with religious and tribal antagonism and hatred.
NOBEL - That's enough with the conversation. Theories, you know nothing of real life yet. Claire, Come near me to live life dynamically. To win. To beat. That's what you need. That's what gives you satisfaction, joy. To beat, not to love. Love is for the weak. They pretend they love you till they get what they want. Then they tread on you. Have you not noticed it?
CLAIRE - I am not talking about this kind of love, with its motive in the self-interest, the need, the satisfaction, some profit, some exploitation of others. I am talking about REAL love, from the depths of the heart, without any secret, unconscious hope for satisfaction, for profit.
NOBEL - And where have you yourself seen that love? Have you found it in someone? CLAIRE - Yes, this one here, [she picks up from her bosom a chain and shows the medallion to Nobel. He holds it, puts it near to his eyes, and says] Here I see the photo of a man on an invalid chair, a cripple, a maimed person. Have you loved this one?, ha, ha, ha CLAIRE - This is my father, Mr. Nobel 
NOBEL - Your father? Mutilated? What from?
CLAIRE - From the war. They took him, they dragged him twice to war, those who live and profit from wars. The second time he was seriously wounded and remained crippled. He brought us up, three children, provided for us with hard work. 
NOBEL - What work, begging?
CLAIRE - The person who loves does not beg. This person is creative. My father learned ancient Greek by himself, through books, and translated the ancient Greek writers, Euripides, Sophocles, into our language. He learned German and translated Faust and other works by Goethe. He did the same with Shakespeare... he translated the best of his plays into our language. Did you not ever happen to read one of these books? "I was born to love, not to hate", says ‘Antigoni’ in Sophocles' play to the cruel tyrant Kreon. And Portia in Shakespeare's ‘Merchant of Venice’ says to the sadist Shylock, "Compassion, mercy doesn't come through coercion, compulsion, it is like the sweet rain that comes from heaven. It is double-blessed. It blesses the one who gives and blesses again the one who takes." 
NOBEL - Beautiful words, but only words. And how did it happen that you didn't follow literature and philosophy taught to you by your father and fell in love with chemistry, as I did. At this point you match with me and not with you father.
CLAIRE - Because I saw the enormous possibilities of chemistry for the stamping out of poverty, the hunger of human beings. Chemistry in agriculture, in the processing, in conservation of food can multiply the production and storing of food and eradicate hunger and all the diseases it causes in millions of miserable people of the poor countries. 
NOBEL - So, out of love for the poor, as you were poor yourself as a young girl, you became interested in chemistry? I understand it. I gave you the possibility to study it and so we met each other. Now we must not separate. I know I am many years older than you, but is this important in love?
CLAIRE - What love, Mr. Nobel?
NOBEL - The love I feel for you, I told you. Don't you believe me, maybe? I need you.
CLAIRE - But you have just said that there is no love, only self interest and need. Now you are saying that you love me?
NOBEL-
You may see it like that. Let's admit that its my self-interest to love you. But, no, it is something else, I can't express it. It is something very deep. Very strong. Something I ignored, I put it aside ail my life. Something I must learn now. Do you want to help me, to learn to love?
CLAIRE - Aren't you afraid that this lesson may cost you very dearly? It may destroy you...
NOBEL - Destroy me? Financially? Impossible. I am over-wealthy, perhaps the richest man in the World.
CLAIRE - You still see everything from the financial point of view. I meant the destruction of your personality, of the big idea you have about yourself, of your self-esteem, of the position of power and supremacy you feel you have... Love may claim the destruction of all that... ? Would you risk it?
NOBEL - No, I wouldn't like that. But again, a very strong feeling inside me, tells me that to love is worth much more than all that. It is something sweeter than everything else.
CLAIRE - Just now you said that what is worthwhile is to win. There is where satisfaction and joy lies. You don't need to love. Love is for the weak.
NOBEL - Yes, this is how I think, this is how I was thinking up to now. Perhaps I must not change myself. Perhaps I must stay there. And that is why I'm not going to beg you again. I am ordering you to accept my love, and love me. To become my own person, to trust me, to obey me absolutely. Do you prefer it like that?
CLAIRE - Love is not assured through orders, Mr. Nobel. Love is born out of love. If love doesn't flower within you, from the deeper depths of your own heart, you will not find it in any other person.
NOBEL - [He takes her by the hand, pulls her close to him] I want you, Claire, I want you mine. You will obey me. You will accept me. I have learned to get what I want, to earn it, even with violence. You shall have anything you want from me. I am over-wealthy, I am powerful.
CLAIRE - [slides peacefully out of his arms] Love is the only thing that cannot be taken by violence, Mr. Nobel, the only thing that is not purchased or bribed. Goodbye. Perhaps we may talk again. [ goes out - Nobel remains silent for a while.
NOBEL - Guerend! [No answer] Call and send me Guerend [No answer] Claire, come immediately. [Claire enters after a few seconds] Look around for Guerend, find him. Why isn't he in the next office? I had asked him to wait.
CLAIRE - Guerend left, Mr. Nobel.
NOBEL - Left? Where did he go? When will he be back? In one hour I have a meeting.
CLAIRE - He won't be back, he left forever.
NOBEL - Forever? But why? I liked him. And now what shall I do without an interpreter?
Who will take the orders from the representatives? [He remains thoughtful for a while, at a loss. Then, pointing to Claire] You know enough German and French for...
CLAIRE - No, Mr. Nobel.
NOBEL - Why?
CLAIRE -  I'm leaving your employ, too.
NOBEL - [Surprised] Are you leaving my employ? How did it occur in your mind? I will not allow it. You will stay. From today your salary is doubled.
CLAIRE - I am not bought off. I am not your slave.
NOBEL - Tell me why. I want to know the cause.
CLAIRE - After the explosion of the shell.
NOBEL - The ballistics, the non-smoking dynamite? But this is my biggest invention. It will be the great triumph of the 20th Century. It will bring me enormous profits as long as I live but also after my death.
CLAIRE - It will be the tragedy of the 20th Century. Its huge destructive power will incite the maniacs of war, of glory, of authoritarianism, to use it more and more, in many different ways. The maniacs of revenge, of fanaticism, nationalism, religious and racial dogmatism will use it in terrorism, they will blow up buildings, trains, coaches. There will be millions of people killed, invalided, maimed.
NOBEL - A black prophecy. But if it proves true, if they want it so, if people are like that, what is my fault? I made a big, a great invention, let them use it as they want, [pause] If you don't take orders, Claire, I beg you to stay for the meeting to be my interpreter and write down the commercial orders.
CLAIRE - I'm sorry, I can't. It is a matter of conscience.
NOBEL  -  [Embarrassed]  A matter  of conscience...what  does  it  mean  conscience?
Nonsense.
CLAIRE - Conscience is something very deeply hidden within each human being. When you look Tor it, it appears before you. But it may be very embarrassing, very disturbing, very dangerous for the self-interests.
NOBEL - I do not know the ... lady. She didn't appear before me.
CLAIRE - Ah, she is very sensitive. If you betray it once, if you ignore it, she withdraws deeply within you and doesn't dare to appear again. She is very timid, shameful. But if at some rare moment the ego-self gets weak, if there is a breakdown in the personality which kept the conscience imprisoned, then she appears very alive and shouts very loud, deafening you, "Why have you kept me imprisoned all these years? Give me my rights now." This is conscience, Mr. Nobel. Goodbye, [goes out. Nobel remains embarrassed, shocked, sad, he stoops to the front].
NOBEL - My heart… betrayed me again... what a pain! Oh, oh! Claire, Claire, help! [enters Claire] Claire, my heart, you know...a doctor... I am dying.
CLAIRE - Stay calm, Mr. Nobel, don't get panicked. You make things worse. Lie down here, [helps Nobel to lie down on the sofa] So... are you better now? Do you want me to call the doctor? [pause]
NOBEL - No, the crisis is over. Thank you. Please, call me by my name, Alfred, not Mr. Nobel.
CLAIRE - I ...can't...Mr. Nobel, can't.
NOBEL - Tell me, Claire, where shall you work when you leave me?
CLAIRE - I don't know. But... I shall work for peace, not for war. The moment we are talking now, many war fires are blazing all over Europe. France, Germany, Austria, Italy, Yugoslavia, Russia, Turkey, Greece. Not to mention the wars and the genocides executed by the colonialists, Belgian, Dutch, English, Turks. I will work for peace, Mr. Nobel. I don't know where, how or what I shall do. I will investigate, I will fight.
NOBEL - Can I help you?
CLAIRE - You cannot, Mr. Nobel. Not now. Now you work for war. Your inventions are bought most dearly by all the governments, by all the military of Europe. Your last and most important invention, the smokeless gunpowder, or ballistics, as you called it, will be used widely for mass-production of shells for guns of every size and form. Now it will be possible for all to kill from a great distance, wherever they want, and as many as they want.
NOBEL -I want to work for peace.
C LAIRE - You cannot. You are a slave of your inventions, of your factories, of your bank deposits...perhaps later...if something happens that would change your life...something very improbable. For the last time, Goodbye.
NOBEL - Will you write to me, Claire?
CLAIRE - I'll be writing to you.
NOBEL - Are you promising it?
CLAIRE - I do promise it to you. From wherever I may be, whatever I may do, I'll be writing to you. Goodbye, [goes out]
END OF PART ONE
Part Two

Several years later. Early morning. Same scenery.
Nobel is sitting by his desk with head low. He is sad.
NOBEL - Why this death? Dear brother, why should you have died here before I saw you for the last time? I had not seen you for so many years. Yesterday, you came back from Bakou, from Russia and sat on this sofa. Before I saw you, before we started talking, your heart betrayed you. And you are 68. We had so much to say, my brother. What a pity not to have had the time, Brother Robert. [A male voice from outside], Mr. Nobel, are you here? [Nobel doesn't answer. The door is open. Enters Angelo, his secretary. He holds a newspaper in his hand].
ANGELO - Mr. Nobel, something tragic happened! A tragic mistake [shows him the newspaper. Nobel remains indifferent, silent]. Do you want me to tell you? It is something about you, personally.
NOBEL - Tell me.
ANGELO - [Reads the paper] Last News. Nobel died last evening, at 8, in his office.
NOBEL - Correct, where is the mistake? Weren't you here, you too, when my brother died last night?
ANGELO - The mistake is below [reads] yesterday evening, on the sofa of his office, Nobel left his last breath due to a heart attack. The world-famous inventor and industrialist Alfred Nobel. His funeral will probably take place today. [Nobel looks shocked, embarrassed. He stands up].
NOBEL  - Bad Omen. Tell them to correct immediately, ring them up!
ANGELO - It is too late. The paper has been distributed. It will circulate again tomorrow morning. The correction will be done of course. I will ring them up. But... [hesitates] The tragic thing is something else.
NOBEL - Is there anything more?
ANGELO - [Shows another paper he held under his arm] This paper here.
NOBEL - The same mistake naturally.
ANGELO - Not exactly [hesitates]
NOBEL - Speak up then, Angelo. You are a black herald to me this morning.
ANGELO - I didn't want it, Sir, I am very sorry.
NOBEL - Well, tell me then the other mistake of the newspaper you are holding.
ANGELO - Would you perhaps like to read it by yourself?
NOBEL - I am too tired.
ANGELO - It is somewhat difficult for me [hesitates]
NOBEL - The mistake is about me, not about you. I have realised that you are very sensitive and very considerate, discreet, but not so much... read.
ANGELO - [Opens the paper, reads] Last night, in his sixty eighth year, died Alfred Nobel, the biggest industrialist of death mankind has ever known.
No barbarian war-chief, no maniac Emperor has ever exterminated so many human beings as Alfred Nobel with his inventions in the use of nitro-glycerine for war purposes [Nobel feels upset but Angelo doesn't notice it as he is not looking at him and he continues reading] Nobel's explosive oil, as it occurred to be called, caused the blowing up of his factory in Heleneborg, near Stockholm, in which his younger brother Oscar was killed. Without any hesitation, remorse, without conscience, the death merchant transported his factory on a ship anchored in the Lake Manlar near Stockholm. Later, he founded a new factory on an Island by Hamburg in Germany which also was blown up entirely because of the liquid nitroglycerine it prepared. Nobel was not late to build it anew. The deadly product was in great demand and Nobel had the mania of wealth accumulation. Continuing his experiments in nitroglycerine and other explosive materials, he invented dynamite, the Gour dynamite, the hard material which did not explode so easily as the liquid nitroglycerine, Nobel's explosive oil. This discovery was called Gour dynamite, that is dynamite with pyritic earth. This was the biggest war invention in the world, after black gunpowder. Then Nobel travelled for five years all over Europe and America to propagate his deadly invention, selling it very dearly to the militarists and war-maniac chiefs of every kind. He founded a company in order to collect his royalties from all the factories which produced this material which was mainly used for war weapons of every kind and sowed everywhere death, crippling, invalidity of millions of people, the burning and the blowing up of houses, factories, hospitals, schools in villages and towns in areas affected by war action.
[At this point, Nobel lowers his head deeper, puts his hand on his heart. Angelo, absorbed in reading doesn't notice him]. Unhesitating, unscrupulous, with pathological thirst for wealth, he continued his inhuman occupation with war materials. Later, he discovered the explosive gelatine, much more powerful than dynamite and in the same year he invented Gelato-dynamite. His mania for the production of all the more improved means of massive destruction, led him to the invention of ballistic smokeless gunpowder which he called Ballistics and which is the monstrous culmination of his devilish inventions.
The perfecting of the shells, the projectiles and the cannon guns was his main occupation during his last years. To this object, he bought the biggest foundry of cannons named Bofors in Sweden and also the biggest steel steel-works in Bieneborg in Finland. The maniacs of war, of domination, of militarism, the killers of people now have in their hands the machines invented by Nobel and can kill from great distances, wherever and whoever they want.
The pain, the suffering, the weeping of dead soldiers and civilians, orphans and widows, of mothers will accompany his black soul for ever.  [Angelo, folds the paper slowly, hesitatingly, discreetly, without looking at Nobel].
NOBEL - [Low shriek of pain] Oooh.
ANGELO - [Is shocked, goes near Nobel] Mr. Nobel, what's the matter? Shall I send for a
doctor? [Nobel doesn't answer. Angelo doesn't speak...soon Nobel says] 
NOBEL - It is a crisis, it will pass. [Raises his head. At this moment, Claire enters in haste. She speaks from a distance].
CLAIRE - Alfred, did you know it? Instead of your brother, the newspapers put your name
in the obituary columns, death announcement obituaries.
ANGELO - He learned about it. Quiet, I beg you. He is going through a heart crisis.
CLAIRE - What? [She goes near him] Alfred...
NOBEL - [Slowly] Thank you for calling me Alfred.
CLAIRE - After so much correspondence between us, we became close friends. Are you in pain?
NOBEL - [Nods yes ] 
CLAIRE - Lie down. Help me, Angelo [They help him to lie down on the sofa] Open the window, please, he needs more air.
ANGELO - It's cold outside.
CLAIRE - It doesn't matter. [She takes off her coat and covers his head-top] For a while. As soon as he recovers, we'll close it again. Let's wait. [Claire sits low by the sofa, near his chest. She looks at him, she follows his breath with affection. She stays like that for some time, till Nobel shows a bit more relieved from pain. He opens his eyes, looks at Claire in the eyes.] 
CLAIRE - Are you well again? Is the pain over?
NOBEL - A bit...better. The acute pain is over... but not entirely. It may be a passing heart obstruction.
CLAIRE - Do you want us to take you to the hospital?
NOBEL - No
CLAIRE - Why?
NOBEL - Because I may die on the way.
CLAIRE - Can I do something else for you, Alfred?
NOBEL - Talk. I want you and me to talk before I die.
CLAIRE - Don't say that. You scare me. When do you want me to come to talk together?
NOBEL - Now
CLAIRE - Now? O.K.
NOBEL - Tell Angelo to go. Let him stay in the next office. [Claire turns to Angelo but he had already heard and is going out. Nobel sits up on the sofa].
NOBEL - Angelo, leave this paper here. [Angelo leaves one of the papers hesitatingly]. Not this one.
ANGELO - With the article?
NOBEL - Yes! [Angelo takes the first paper and puts the other one on the desk and goes out discreetly.] [Nobel to Claire - ] He is an angel
CLAIRE - Just as his name indicates.
NOBEL - Your own name, Claire, what does it indicate?
CLAIRE - Clarity, clearness, lucidity.
NOBEL - Surely this clarity had impressed me so much in you. It had enchanted me, from the moment we first met. What a pity not to have you by me all my life... [pause] Have you read the article?
CLAIRE - [Is late to answer, hesitates] No...
NOBEL - You were late to answer. You have read it.
CLAIRE - [With compassion] Yes.
NOBEL - And you agree... It’s all true, what it says.
CLAIRE – [Steadily], I don't agree. It’s not true. The man who wrote it doesn't know what he says.
NOBEL - Who wrote it?
CLAIRE - A journalist. A populist, a demagog.
NOBEL - But he describes my life, my inventions, my factories, the war materials I produced and sold, my wealth. It is all true.
CLAIRE - The facts, yes. But not the explanations, not the characterisations, the smear words.  Unscrupulous,  unconscious,  unhesitating,  the  maniac  of money,  the  death industrialist. These are irresponsible words, sycophantic, slandering, and they only show the improvisation, the shamelessness, the callousness, the unconsciousness of the man who wrote them.
NOBEL - Some time, you had told me that I had no conscience.
CLAIRE - I didn't say that. I said that conscience withdraws, is buried deeply within us when it is wounded.
NOBEL - Did you say this in general, or for me?
CLAIRE – Both. In general, and for you.
NOBEL - Well, what do you know about me? Why did I bury my conscience?
CLAIRE - It may be because you were very much wounded.
NOBEL - When? How? Where?
CLAIRE - This you have to find yourself. In Russia, in Kronstadt, where your father brought you all, small children, in order to make the underwater mines which he had invented, against attackers who besieged the area during the big Russian - Turkish war. He uprooted all of you in your tenderest age, from your home and threw you inside the terror, the horror of war. Perhaps it was then that you buried your real self, your need for love, for affection, for peace, for security, and then later you could never find it again.
NOBEL - Yes, it is just so. I can see it clearly, after so many years, after ail my life's span. And when my youngest brother, Oscar was killed in the explosion which destroyed my factory? You know, last night, when my oldest brother Robert came here, I wanted to talk to him exactly about this incident. I was feeling the burden of guilt on my chest. I was afraid that he held me responsible, guilty for the death of our youngest brother. But I had told Oscar to go away from the factory. He didn't obey me. He loved me much, he wanted to work by me. But nitroglycerine is a very dangerous material. With a jolt, with the dropping of a container, it causes a terrible explosion and blows up a whole building into pieces. I had told him, Go away from nitro-glycerine. He didn't hear me. Is it my fault? Am I guilty? [Some tears come out. He tries to block his weeping with his handerkerchief. Claire takes it away discreetly.].
CLAIRE - Don't prevent weeping. Don't be ashamed to weep. It will do you good, you'll see.
NOBEL - That's what I wanted to tell Robert. But I didn't have the time. As soon as he came and sat on this sofa, he died. Perhaps the fatigue from the long trip. He suffered from heart disease, just like me. Someone saw him dead before I came, and because he was much like me, he thought that I died and rang up a paper to announce it. This is how the mistake happened. But why should he die in my office? Am I perhaps guilty of his death too? How can I bear it after all that I heard from the article in the paper. I am afraid I may die myself today.
CLAIRE - No, you will not die. I shall answer to this article today. Tomorrow it will be published. I will denounce the article as sycophantic, slanderous, unacceptable, objectionable. The guilt he throws on you for the killing, for the death on the battlefields is not justified, unreal, ungrounded.
NOBEL - You mean to say, I am not guilty?
CLAIRE - No. Guilty are the warlike chiefs of every kind. They are sick, ambitious, militarists and statesmen.
NOBEL - What about my invention of dynamite, which now is largely used for shells and by which thousands of people are killed from great distances? Am I not guilty of it?
CLAIRE - No. You sought to change the liquid nitroglycerine which exploded with the smallest bump, jolt, into something solid that would not explode so easily, that could be transported with less danger. Nobel’s explosive oil exploded even during transportation.
NOBEL - Yes, that is so. How do you know all that? Are you perhaps working in explosives?
CLAIRE - I work for peace, Alfred.
NOBEL - Just as you had told me.
CLAIRE - Yes. We founded in Vienna the World Peace Society. We are fighting for the abolition of war and of the armies. Of course, I follow all the news about war and about its materials. I never interrupted our correspondence. And I know that deeply within you, you are hungry for peace and love. I know how many times and what big sums you have offered for benevolences, for charity foundations and works, for the relief of poor, miserable people. And also to scientific institutions for the discovery of new knowledge for the benefit of mankind. I also read the pieces of literature you wrote. You hate war. That's what I'm going to write in my article.
NOBEL - And do you believe it?
CLAIRE - Of course.
NOBEL - So, am I not for you the cursed industrialist of war and death?
CLAIRE - Of course not. I don't see you like that, not at all.
NOBEL - Thank you, Claire, you relieved me. You picked off my heart a big stone.
[with tears] I thank you [They remain silent] You know, I thought you were hating me, since the time you read Guerend's book, Pourquoi, as I called him. And because I refused to pay for its publication. Tell me, how did things go with your friend?
CLAIRE - Our friend. I think that you were liking him, deep in your conscience.
NOBEL - Yes, that is so. Did he publish it?
CLAIRE - Yes.
NOBEL - And then, what happened to him? Do you see him? Is he fine?
CLAIRE - [Hesitatingly] Yes. He is ... fine.
NOBEL - You are hiding something from me...tell me the truth.
CLAIRE - Nothing will elude your attention, Alfred. You have an extraordinary clarity of mind. Your intuition is functioning wonderfully.
NOBEL - Tell me, what happened with my good Pourquoi?
CLAIRE - I am not going to tell you now. Another time.
NOBEL - Why not now?
CLAIRE - Because...because you are going through a crisis.
NOBEL - The crisis is over. I am well again. I am listening. [Claire hesitates] With what money did he publish his book Pourquoi La Guerre - Why the War? Perhaps his new employer helped him?
CLAIRE - Nobody. He ran into debt.
NOBEL - And then? Did the book sell?
CLAIRE - Not at all. Not even fifty copies.
NOBEL - Just as I had forseen. And then?
CLAIRE - [Gets agitated, ready to weep] and then...nothing.
NOBEL - Claire, are you crying? Why? Tell me. Then?
CLAIRE - [Crying openly] Then they imprisoned him for the debt.
NOBEL - A beastly act! Dishonest! Shame! And when he got out of prison?
CLAIRE - He couldn't bear the prison and... [she cries in sobs and shows with her hands the hanging].
NOBEL - Did he hang himself? [he covers his eyes with his hand. Silence.] My goodness! Pourquoi, I killed you too, I'm cursed, I'm sowing death around me. The article is right.
CLAIRE - No, Alfred, you are not the one the article describes. I shouldn't have told you about poor Pourquoi. I hurt you. I am guilty.
NOBEL - [Lowers his head and says in a low voice] Oh.
CLAIRE - Are you in pain? Your heart?
NOBEL - It is nothing, it will pass.
CLAIRE – Don’t throw on yourself more guilt. It is dangerous in the condition you are in now.
NOBEL - I had told him that Pourquoi should die, that is, his romantic self, the pacifist, the protector of the poor and the civilians, so that Guerend could survive and succeed, his real self, my good employee, my interpreter, my translator, the calligrapher . Now I see my mistake. The pacifist, the writer, the author of the book Pourquoi La Guerre - Why the War? was his real self. I denied every help, every support to his real self, I derided him, insulted him, humiliated him, and finally killed him. Now I can see my guilt clearly.
CLAIRE - You are not guilty for anything. It is not your fault. You didn't know what you were doing.
NOBEL - [He has an intuition of the truth in Claire's last words]. You said it quite right. Now I'm not guilty for anything. Now I see clearly what I was doing. Not me, not I. I can see what was done by that deeply wounded child, who grew up without any love, within the hell of the Russian - Turkish war. Growing up with a Father who invented things for the war, worked incessantly for the war, and sold his explosive destructive mines into the Russian militarism.
Now I can see clearly. I feel as if I woke up from the lethargy of a whole life. I was asleep. I gave all my life to explosive materials just out of imitation, of conformism to my Father. He had not taught me anything else.
He had not taught me love, as your Father did, Claire. Love goes together with clarity, to see clearly, to be Claire, clear. Do you know what does Nobel mean? It means coin, money coin, money in metal form.
CLAIRE - I know, I have looked it up. The first gold Nobel or Nobl were cut by Edward III in 1344. I know the history.
NOBEL - That was my father, Nobel. That is money, gold coins. That was the only thing he knew. His only value. Hunting money, he got bankrupt, there in Russia where he succeeded in the beginning with his underwater, undersea mines. Maybe, then I felt that I should succeed where he had failed. In money. And so I became a maniac hunter of money, wealth. I was working incessantly in my chemical laboratory, I discovered the new explosive materials, I sold them and amassed money, I accumulated wealth. That is how I buried my pain into my unconscious, deeper and deeper. I became the over-wealthy Nobel. The greatest inventor in the World. Only in England, I had got 129 diplomas of invention with the royalties of the inventor which made me the richest man in the World. And all this with my heart closed to love. Only when I knew you, I felt the power, the value of love. But you rejected me. I am not accusing you, you couldn’t but reject the unscrupulous industrialist of death.
CLAIRE - Don't say that... you are not ...
NOBEL - I was then, and you saw clearly who I was. And you went away from me. You did well.
CLAIRE - I could see more deeply, your real self, your need for love, the suffering, the deprived child inside you.
NOBEL - Then, why? Why did you leave me and go away? I suffered a lot, you don't know. Since then my heart broke.
CLAIRE - I left because the personality of the industrialist was too strong. It covered, it buried the need for love. It had found a way to escape from the pain of deprivation of love, of security and joy. Remember your words… “You don’t need love. To win, to earn, that's what you need... love is for the weak.”
NOBEL - I had read Schopenhauer and Nietzsche. I had been influenced. 
CLAIRE - Tragic persons both of them. They had found some great ideas, very important ideas, but they misinterpreted them because they had no self-knowledge. They had not worked on themselves. Love is for the really strong, for those who are psychologically soune, not for those who are strong through glory, through wealth or through a position of supremacy, authority. With such things they only cover their suffering, their psychological misery, their deep inability to love. They are almost lunatic, they are dangerous.
NOBEL - Just as I was. Now I can see, now I woke up. Do you remember what you told me once? Only in the case of a breakdown of the personality, your conscience could wake up. Something very improbable. This improbable thing happened. The article. And our discussion. Suddenly, the personality collapsed, crashed, the fight, the battle of a whole life got bankrupt. It was not a personality, not a person. It was a mask, a personage. It got torn to pieces. It is useless to me...[A wince of pain on his face] Ooh! just before I die. What a pity!
CLAIRE - You are not going to die, Alfred, you will survive to enjoy. 
NOBEL - I am living now. These moments now are worth infinitely more than all my long years of life. I don’t mind how long these moments last, but their quality. I feel myself deeply, my real self. I feel love. I feel clarity, I feel the joy I had buried down there all my life. Now I exist in fact. Claire, I am infinitely grateful to you for all that I am feeling at this moment. Without you, I would die ...dead.
Now I have beaten my lifelessness, I have won over the death within me. Now I know that I shall be living after my death. Love never dies. 
[A wince of pain on his face]. 
CLAIRE - Are you suffering?
NOBEL - Me? No! My heart is suffering, the usual thing, a crisis. It will overcome it. [He stands up or changes position. - Decidedly]. Claire, sit at my desk. Take a sheet paper and a pen [Claire performs]. O.K. And now, total silence for a few moments [silence]. Write down .. My Last Will and Testament. The entire of my movable and immovable property must be gathered into an account and its management should be entrusted with the National Bank of Sweden. The annual interest from the assets of my property must be offered as a prize to the man or to the team of people who will work more efficiently, in theory or in action, for the brotherhood of all people over the World, for the abolition or the biggest possible limitation of the permanent armies in all the countries of the World, for the creation, the organisation and the propagation of the Peace Congresses all over the World, for the abolition of war as a means of resolving differences of every kind. 
CLAIRE - [Hesitatingly] Mr. Nobel...
NOBEL - Alfred. Mr. Nobel is dead. What's the matter with you, Claire? Did you forget yourself?
CLAIRE - Yes,...excuse me. I heard about your huge property and Mr. Nobel came to my mind and ...tongue.
NOBEL - You wanted to tell me something?
CLAIRE - Should you perhaps leave the drawing up of your testament for another time? NOBEL - Why not now?
CLAIRE - Because you have that pain in the heart and perhaps you don’t have the clarity of mind to decide the details of the testament.
NOBEL - You are wrong, Claire, I have absolute... [He hits the desk in order to point out the words] absolute clarity of mind, complete self-consciousness, and my conscience all clear and alive. Now, write down what I have just said in the beginning. With absolute clarity of mind, complete self-consciousness, with my conscience all clear and alive...[Enters Angelo] I didn't call you.
ANGELO - I heard the knock on the desk and I thought you might want me for something.
CLAIRE - I think you need him, Alfred. Your secretary knows much more than me, perhaps more than you, for the drawing up of the testament.
NOBEL - My secretary, a philosopher and my lawyer. You are right. Angelo, sit down there. [Claire stands up and gives him her seat. She sits herself on the sofa].
ANGELO - Mr. Nobel
NOBEL - Alfred
ANGELO - Alfred, I heard, that is, I overheard, without willing it, it happened that I was in the hall and the door was open, I heard about your decision for the Annual prize to the fighters of peace. I think it is exaggerated. The sum total of the interests of your property every year will be a huge amount of money. Why not divide it to more sections of action in the service of civilisation and progress of mankind?
NOBEL - What do you suggest ?
ANGELO - I suggest some more prizes.. One, a prize of Sciences, for the most important discovery or invention in physics. Two, a prize of Chemistry, for the most important discovery, improvement or perfection in the section of chemistry. Three, a prize of Medicine, Physiology, Biology, for the most important discovery in these sections.
NOBEL – I agree, let it be so. Don't forget to write.. all inventions and discoveries should be useful for the progress of civilisation, for the improvement of life on our earth. We exclude every invention which might have a destructive use.
ANGELO - Unfortunately, Mr. Nob..er..Alfred, the uses of each invention depends on the moral state, on the level of consciousness of human beings in every place and time. Your prize for the brotherhood, for the fraternisation of peoples and countries, for world peace, will hopefully lift up the moral state and the level of consciousness of human beings. Let me hope.
NOBEL - Me too.
CLAIRE - May I suggest one more prize?
NOBEL - We hear you.
CLAIRE - A prize of Literature, for the best work of literature with higher, positive, humanistic ideas and directions.
NOBEL - Yes, this one too. And so we have five prizes. Angelo, you have now all the data to draw up my Last Will and Testament. As soon as you have it ready, bring it to me to sign. I thank you both wholeheartedly. [A wince and a spasm of pain]. You may be going.
CLAIRE - Are you still suffering? In pain? Do you want me to call the doctor? Do you want me to stay here?
NOBEL - I want you to go because I want to be by myself, to relax, to untire myself. If I die, I want my death to belong to me. I’ll lie here, on the sofa. Put on the heater before you go. I need warmth. [Moves to the sofa] Goodbye.

[Claire goes near Nobel, takes his hand, kisses it, kneels before him. Nobel puts his other hand on her head and soon helps her to stand up and they separate]. 
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