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The Great God Brown O EHEIT DI TO—EK
FH I GIN yiig

=Yy e F = —LDFEERGERTH B E Wb B, Days Without
End 3@ N ) v 7 OFBRIG EHERERBEINRCnBX I, The
Great God Brown b, #iMwc@®E 2RINOMHHEE &b, Wy i ixik
AN B I N 522 B AMICS 2 5 & & ic X DR WL Je
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VBA = —VOEEFEO P, COROBRE B Uk, 19254F 3 A 22H
Bermuda, first longhand script ¢ L TH o7 Ml & L THREZEX =
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ERFLORENEME BHDTH - 7ods, Hic\ - RFLD KRR F4H
BEX T N3N BMNRNER ST, FdELH-RkEL Y 5475
VAIRO 7+ X b ERRB LT A7,

FS57 oo — S RERTREAD—FHTdH 30Iext LTHERTREA
Breshri, H—15 Brown ZOSER, 4 Ruth Z0EM, #=1800
BRFAL > T0BR, BEAYDHTONAE bKAKE UTH B, HLE
EVIESERTED B & T W B 23, BRI Rk vaie e, %
MIBE TWLRICBE BN DHbH D, £O—Hl L& LT, HE=FEFH)
¢ Billy 1%, Margaret 233 L T\W 5D H4> Tk 7 < Ruth (Dion) % &
HoT, WEFX - TR BIBEHEHS TSN %,
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(ERE)

Margaret: (To the moon) Mrs. Stanley Ruth! What is Billy Brown
doing here?

Billy: (turning away) I'm going in. [I'll tell Stan you're here. (He
goes)

Margaret: Mrs. Stanley Ruth! (Darkness)

(FERRR)

Margaret: (to the moon—faintly annoyed) What is Billy Brown
doing here? TI'll go down to the end of the dock and wait. Dion is
the moon and I’'m the sea. I want to feel the moon kissing the sea.
I want Dion to leave the sky to me. I want the tides of my blood to
leave my heart and follow him! (She whispers like a little girl)
Dion! Margaret! Peggy! Peggy is Dion’s little girl— (She sings
laughingly, elfishly) Dion is my Daddy-O! (She is walking towards
the end of the dock, off left).

Billy : (who has turned away) I'm going. [I'll tell Dion you’re here.

Margaret: (more and more strongly and assertively, until at the end
she is a wife and a mother) And I'll be Mrs. Dion—Dion’s wife—
he’ll be my Dion—my own Dion—my little boy—my baby! The
moon is drowned in the tides of my heart, and peace sinks deep
through the sea. ®
COMEFROHIZRT blon 3 X 5 WHEE) &R & O Wk, BERNARX

R BRI R BRI IR SO E > TV T & TH B,

ANOMEBR L TDH, d&dEBXWAYTH 3 Billy Brown o
TERARMIER R 2% Margaret % Dion ico W TR 7ei v
NEBNDZDTH 5,

43 Margaret OISR H~<B L,
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She is pretty and intelligent, blond, full of beauty, gay and vitality

and at the same time as always in moonlight—a romantic dreamer
.. She is in a simple white dress. ®
(SR fis)

She is almost seventeen, pretty and vivacious, blond, with big
romantic eyes, her figure lithe and strong, her facial expression
intelligent but youthfully dreamy, especially now in the moonlight

.. She is in a simple white dress. On her entrance, her face is masked
with an exact, almost transparent reproduction of her own features,
but giving her the abstract quality of a Girl instead of the individual,
Margaret.

DG Trx Margaret ik =2 7 #{EA L TWig\h, &< WDk L
BTy F oy Sl LTHiAR T WD, BRETR~2 7 %25%, 4
K] EW) MRIGEEAPELZRRIBI I E LTS,

Dion &2 WTIE4ni3 bt - Twb, Dion Anthony 1k Tl 4
Stanley Ruth & WHZTEDHINTWS, T LTAYMER X% &,
(R

Stanley stands behind the sofa, nervous and fretful, a slender figure.
He is dark-haired and complexioned. He is masked. The mask is
of a face intelligent, passionate, its super-sensitiveness armoured by

an ironic sceptical, bitterly assumed smiles of mockerly. ¢

Following them, as if he were a stranger, walking alone, is their son,
Dion. He is about the same height as young Brown but lean and
wiry, without repose, continually in restless nervous movement. His

face is masked. The mask is a fixed forcing of his own face—dark,
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spiritual, poctic, passionately super-sensitive, helplessly unprotected in

its childlike religious faith in life—into the expression of a mocking,

reckless defiant, gayly scoffiing and sensual young Pan.®

chit& dic Dion (Ruth) 23 G» TR T HEETH 525, HEO <
27 DREEBARO LD B 2R TOIELZYREDTH D DICEX
T, SERRORAAL 2 ) v 7 LSO <27 ORE D E Dic bEHE
b0 THH, K Edmond Jones O 24T, OIEELE R
DORMOBENTFETH > AL LT, BRCAMKIMEINI 2D
DIEB D D3

SEREIRER 2 < H<T Ruth (Dion) DAY HOHE xis LA
Thbo, BRSPS A7 CELS 2R E, RN PR 227 CELI &
LTWBZ EEL BN,

MREEREEL X D T2 MR, Poo—-/ R Tk, HoX
Ricbabhd, F—H (BERTREZMLLTVWD) F—H oo —
7" m B4R Dion Anthony (Stanley Ruth) OfERIT b5 HN%
DOTH 5, ZOFMTD Ruth & Dion OE ORI & & O H{[H v B
EmTh b,

Ruth is sitting behind the table, reading a newspaper, and smoking.
The paper rustles in his trembling hands. At first, it is raised so
(that) his face is hidden. Then with a nervous start he puts it down.
His real face is revealed. The mask hangs on his breast just where
his mask giving the effect of two faces. The mask is much the same
as before only a bit older showing dissipation, more defiant and
mocking, its sneer more forced and bitter. His real face has aged
greatly, grown more strained and suffering, and tortured, but at the

same time, in some queer way, more seclfless and ascetic, detached
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from life. @
(5

Dion is sitting behind the table, staring before him. The mask
hangs on his breast below his neck, giving the effect of two faces.
His real face has aged greatly, grown more strained and tortured,
but at the same time, in some queer way, more selfless and ascetic,
more fixed in its resolute withdrawal from life. The mask, too, has
changed. It is older, more defiant and mocking, its sneer more
forced aud bitter, its Pan qualiy becoming Mephistphelcan. It has

already hegun to show the ravages of dissipation. ¢

KEEDOBIC DWW T ORI X KIKE UTdH B4, <A 7D TIRRIRG A
much the same as before & L T\ 3% D lckl L C5EkFE T & has changed
2 LTHkY, its Pan quality becoming Mephistphelean &5 LT\ 5,
Fan— KN CRERE <27k Pan Of&ETEALCWE L%
AL rehs, TR TERNEEALTWE L2l TNBDTH B2,
o THMADAMBEE LD L0, R 77 YR FOEHRENDE K
MIEINTNBEDTH %,

B —HE DR DA RER SR STRA LR D 0iigve DR
e, Dion 237 0 #BCHE L ARZIE U RS, Brown @b &l 4Kl
ic Margaret 2377 @ #HTHME LR TER I Do WA RE CEREIED
HAFOENBEU SN 5B,

()

Ask him if he doesn’t need a man to build churches—to make a blue
print of Topless Tower of Heaven,—implore him, beg him in the
name of old love, old friendship to save the woman and children.
(He laughs with a sort of triumphant ironical gree now and strides

towards the door). ®
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GERkE)

Ask him if he can't find an opening for a talented young man who
is only honest when he isn’t sober—implore him, beg him in the name
of old love, old friendship—to be a generous hero and save the
woman and her children! (He laughs with a sort of diabolical, ironi-
cal glee now, and starts to go out). ¢'®
SERFTD 7525 Dion @ EWIOFRTF A<, ERGDHH Ruth o BIF 3%

Ehichbh Tt 5 & U Tdh %, Dion & Brown L OfFE LA = —
VABDOREL BEMEDEBNOARL L, LENDOHBRERE ORI L
ExIGA, B0 XY REREROOL S BEOH MR E I LT
WirEzs,

BIBRIRAEEZ D 2, BB ekl Cybel @/¢—35 —¢
» %, itk Madame Mays O/ — 5 — &> T3 B HERE
FUTH 5. Cybel lwxfts3 5Ktk X BRG < ik Estella & 7g > T3 23,
e, @HECHYNTARDOE FOHRGIL, BERELLTOR7 2 -
ettt ch b R UK, Hrrn/v—35 -0 ADkEh C»ic Dion
(Ruth) #1845 DK%, Dion 13fi# % Miss Earth LS pest LT,
Ruth % Mother (WA TW3, Eifitik Cybel (Cybele) 3 kit L
MDA A VRERA>Tie, %7 Stella & Cybel 0 EEEfivicba
DOHNAR L Bhs, Stella 23Ffh o st U<, Cybel ikt - 2kE %
5, HlziE Stella 23 “Well, if you want to live, you got to work, I
suppose.” P L h &z B%, Cybel 1k “When you got to love to live,
it's hard to love living.,'? ¢ d-oTEFb-okEXBET 5, chixz Dl

oy, Cybel Bikiio &M E LToEMOERE ek 5EWERY
BB b DR BT, 1550 ZEAE U F v ORI hisk T
WoRERSRT EEEBFHEFEL L TREDBE TRVRNWES ) b

58 — %8 —351x Cybel @ Parlor ¢, 7THEHROBEQOIENTH 54, H
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Facik Estella @ cottage ¢ 84FE#% D& ¥ LI - T 5% A% Cybel (Est-
clla) 23 Dion (Ruth) @ mother-lover ¢& % « &, % k2 Brown o
THEHC & 78 > T B AR EFRA EZE D 237800,

BREHx Brown OB REOBKE TR 5D TH DA, SEK
i & BRI CIRER you—we DARDLHES BV THERFAILTS
%o JEHES (4 v« 547 7Y —JK) < Dion @+ Y 74 Margaret ®
Y TR >TWBDOTRIRN»ERE LS B DRET A D - oo ATEDFH
M, Rl b xR H2%E< Dion %0 » &% L& Tk Margaret 23, %
DZRI 22T RWEB LR TN BHTRKO LI ist ) 755 5,
Margaret : (who has been staring at him with terror, raising her mask

to ward off his face) Dion! Don’'t! I can’t bear it! You're like a

ghost! Oh, my God! Help! Help! (She falls back fainting on the

bench. He looks at her—then takes her hand which holds her mask
and looks at that face—gently.) And now I am permitted to under-
stand and love you, too! (He kisses the mask first—then kisses her
face, murmuring) And you, sweetheart ! Blessed, thrice blessed are the

meek ! 49

42 Yy 2 LIIBAEERTRKOMYTH %,

And now I am permitted to understand and love you, too, Mrs. Ruth!

(He kisses the mask). And you sweetheart ! (He kisses her real face)
Good-bye, my wife! Blessed, thrice blessed, are the meek. %

CHERE WA S Ruth BAECTE O AT TWB € ) 7TH b, 5ERE,
MEDELS YV« 5477 ) 4IRAFTETERELD ),

R =18t Brown 035~ Dion (Ruth) 238 -5 T & T, i&E %5
BREREADOEZE LR SR—2m0F, WOt THABLTWS D
OB ESHLEFLEOTHDN, COBHRXIORDF—~ &L EER
FRTHY, A=—vdELAKLS LMELFEF 2H & sk Lk
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b, BIECHEHELABLT0S, HHEINLER LEREO sz
SRL TR D,
(&)

One day when we were both four years old you sneaked up behind
me when I was drawing a design in sand you could’t draw and hit
me on the head with your shavel and kicked out my drawing and
laughed when I cried. It wasn’t what you’d done that made me cry
but you! I had loved and trusted you and suddenly God was dis-
aproved and the evil and injustice of man was in your person! And
my parents laughed too and called me cry baby. So I became silent
forever and designed a mask of the Bad Boy Pan and the Satan in
which to fight and protect myself—your friend, Don. And you
secretly felt ashamed but wouldn’t acknowledge it and from that
day you instinctively developed into the good boy, my good friend
who becomes the good man, William Brown. ¢®
(5ERRTH)

Listen! One day when I was four years old, a boy sneaked up
behind when I was drawing a picture in the sand he could’t draw
and hit me on the head with a stick and kicked out my picture and
laughed when I cried. It wasn’t what he’d done that made me cry,
but him! I had loved and trusted him and suddenly the good God
was disaproved in his person and the evil and injustice. of Man was
born! Every one called me cry-baby, so I became silent for life and
designed a mask of the Bad Boy Pan in which to live and rebel against
that other boy’s God and protect myself from his cruelty. And that
other boy, secretly he felt ashamed but he couldn’t acknowledged it ;

so from that day he instinctively developed into the good boy, the

104



good friend, the good man, William Brown ! ¢®

T TH» T Ruth @423 Don Wi il »C\wb, Don¢éH- T,
Dion &3¢ 5 LTHEd e, &5 W, Don Juan & o8 258 L
WD BHINIL TOZOD5| R LTS < O£ O MLk
THb, HETOH L you 2fli-> CHEE: Brown IF X3 {FTH b,
personal W 52D KEDHEZILFE L THT, OB W-Th
EIARD X5 Ikl 2 B0 ST @51k you oL b i he 2fli- 7 b,
your good {riend % the good friend &35 7 &, —fD AL IKIEU plS
% PFT, impersonal @A,

=% 51k Ruth 134 ¢ Dion Anthony & 7c - C\w%, Dion o= =
7 %o} e Brown v Dion ic/s 0 4% LT Margaret & @3 JEATE % i
T2 DTH5BAERERGIERE &SR0,

HEZ=HE 1o Brown © Dion © =2 7 1cuf4 % 0 a3 0 BB 0K
11 (887« 7477 VK360 H3TELT) RERNICEY B RV,

# %y Dion & Brown o ZHAETRICH L&, Brown i EH 40k &k
BLED ETHOTHZ BHECERI NG, H—E Tk Brown 03
BTl < BEHEMESERI T~ R 2 200 T 5B S, —Fr/Z i Ruth
DHEBE > T B T EERRFEE DRV, KEVEBEZHrAbh
Do JCEAITIX Cybel MK FWREZ X lcd D TH B 23, HFITraCybel
ey, Margaret AEORDEXAL T2,

(HLES)

Margaret: Dion! He is dead! He is dead! (She holds up the mask.

They all look at it—then fall back.)

Police Capt. : A clear case of suicide to cheat the law.
Brown: No. I poisoned him! And I poisoned Brown.

(They all fall back with terrific exclamation except Margaret, who
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repeats her kisses with the mask of Dion in her hand. Brown turns
his back and walks along towards rear.)

Police Capt.: (Confusedly) Halt there! Stop! Who are you?

Brown: Iam the murderer of Dion. Iam the murdere of Brown.

Police Capt.: You! you confess—before these witnesses—

Brown: I confess to all the men in the world.

(He turns and starts away again.)

Police Capt.: (More authoritative tones) Who are you? Answer!
Holt or we shoot !

Brown: Iam the Great God Brown. I am your demon brother. I am
the monkey in the moon! Seek me and be damned. (He turns and
leaps away off right, laughing wildly.)

Police Capt. : Follow him! Get him! Shoot! (They all rush off. There
are several shots. A remain—the sounds die out. Margaret remains
alone on her knees.)

Margaret: (Tenderness mingling with her grief—to the mask.) My
lover! My husband! My boy! My husband, you grow up into my
lover —and now— ! (Her voice breaks. She kisses the mask.) Good-
bye! Thank you for happiness! And your’e not dead, sweetheart,
not really dead. You will never die till my heart dies! You will
live forever. You will sleep with my heart. I will feel you stirring

in your sleep, forever under my heart. (Curtain) 97

@ Margaret @S 5N 5 Dion A~ hBlOBIERF D b
D, FADHE > TWignas, Brown ofE0#i#icE k- Tk b,
SEEEG T e kR Cybel MRM@ KM & /8-> THIF L, Brown OIKsH ke
T, HOWERLAEGOEFELHIZ 54 DI DL ROBARER R
M5 e,
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Brown: Thank you, Mother. (Then feebly) I'm getting sleepy.
What's the prayer you taught me —Our Father—?

Cybel: (with calm exultance) Our Father Who Art !

Brown: (taking her tone—exultantly) Who art ! Who art! (Suddenly
—with ecstacy) I know ! I have found Him! I hear Him speak!
“Blessed are they that weep, for they shall laugh!” Only he that
has wept can laugh! The laughter of Heaven sows earth a rain of
tears, and out of Earth’s transfigured birth-pain the laughter of Man
returns to bless and play again in innumerable dancing gales of
flame upon the knees of God! (He dies)

Cybel: (get up and fixes his body on the couch. She bends down and
kisses him gently—she straightens up and looks into space—with
a profound pain) Always spring comes again bearing life! Always
again! Always, always [orever again ! —Spring again ! —life again !
—summer and fall and death and peace again!— (with agonized
sorrow) —hut always, always, love and conception and birth and
pain again—spring bearing the intolerable chalice of life again!—
(then with agonized exultance) —bearing the glorious, blazing crown
of life again! (She stands like an idol of Earth, her eyes staring out

over the world.) ¢®

BRSO Rt Dion %8 Lk i Margaret o JE3 e AR 73
W0 BB FK AT 2 WS DK L, SERkKkE U Margaret @ 53T
o, Cybel 0B IV 02> TERHO > T dokis- k)
B2 BDTH%, JEHKFOCOEHIC Jung OLILFEMFEREZNZ,
Oedipus Complex @ —Jgi & &% Doris V. Falk T35 H ko X 5 cdlt
P LT B,

For all this ecstatic affirmation, with its embarrassing pseudo-poetry,
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the lines that stick in the reader’s mind are those hitterly prosaic

ones. “9

HEODLCDFHRBFEAC I AR E LD BIC D bbb, »i
- T T OBIHBRENBIFNTHRHE IS 2 BB E L To > e T L2 iEil
LTWsDTHY, dRILIHEULDTH %,

X X X X

TCTH B, BERITERE &) AR L TCARE D,

1. Mok Dion Anthony @4 43% 72 Stanley Ruth ©& b, Pan &
Mephistopheles 7z & @ ili#& KD X 5 &3 BB B ATV,

2. Cybel @43 Estella T# v, Mother Earth Of&A <, #5E
Iistr % Brown & Dion of& ol &% LTWwinwvwL, Ok
ZBHBMOBEHE I LTWiRN,

3. Margaret QERIIEICXE VT3S 525, SERFITO Cybel ©
Wtk HIREZT b »> T B,

4, Xk, 2FEKA Personal ThH 0, LM TH B, WM& LTDHiN
RERTH B LI KB L %0

5. Bl osfien AR RO R 23D s < TR & LCOFM 2B B &

)l chx_éo

A == s The Great God Brown DHINHOH= 2 —3 — 2 O
B F e k0 cOMORBOBEE RN L LRERTH D 2,
Dion Anthony 23, il &4 Dionysus & {{4Bii B filka St.
Anthony %R 35 bDTHY, 4AXEETHREMKMME, LxEE
THFY X MEK M EDIED e, FOME A, Pan m 5 Satan ~
Bic Mephistopheles &2 L CFi< v EbLE L LT &,
Cybel i #d KM@ R % 4chh | Cybele %, ¥ & Margaret %7 »
v Z } @ Marguerite @BRKTH v, William A. Brown 3B %3
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HEOMADRBMTHAHRE LW IMZ D TH - iz,

¥ %2 Yale REOQEHERED I bk, COMDFXEELNDLXENRD -
7o B EDIIC T D FE XD B ApHIbIinngs, KO L) Kgixs
hsD0Tk %,

This play is not merely a naturalistic or realistic. It is also an at-
tempt to express the vast inarticulate before which the isms are of

( * ) dumb. We have had quite enough of life invading the

theatre. It is time the theatre invades life. ... Holding the mirror of

a soul up to Nature is one thing. Holding the (  * ) of a mind is

quite another—and infinitesimally lesser. It is time we returned to

the former il only to prove that the theatre still has a soul unsullied
by contact with appearance. The theatre should be refuge from the
fact of life which we all feel, if we do not think, has nothing to do
with the theatre. Not reluge in the sense of a narcotic, a forgetting,
but in the sense of an inspiration that lifts us to a place beyond our-
selves as we know ( ) and derives us deep into the unknown
within and behind ourselves. The theatre should stand as apart
from existence as the church did in the days when it was the
church. It should give us—what the churches no longer give us—a
meaning. In brief, it should return to the spirit of its Greek grandeur.

And if we have no gods or heroes to portray we have the subconsci-

ous, the mother of all Gods and heroes. But for this realism is un-

suflicient. ((*) © AT LIV SCTFHIBEAHE)

ABEEDORIE TR T, TOWRIS BEWEEEE KD TAI B 7
MTH b, MigEM, MR SR, Thicfis b & LTARODE
HPOLREZ A & 3 € LI & » TG ) v PIFROJEZ LD b EL,
2o TR Lo L[ UBHE— AEIEWE 5 2 5 &0 5 HaE— 2 5
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Bk X5 L LDRCOMMEDENL &4 =—vBERL TN 50D
ThH5),

DA =—®D RHI Lichio T L OFHH « OMic fifiEnx,
Edwin A. Engel ® The Haunted Heroes of Eugene O’ Neill w3} 5 & 5|
PAOFE R RHST R ERBE S X OX B = — v E WL,
Doris V. Falk @ Jung @ persona 3% 28 U % Eugene O’Neill and the
Tragic Tension WCiVF BN E L BICEF L I>TWBHDTH B4, K
H £ - 0 BB R MROE MM Z TNBDTH A ) e TOHID
WT, A =—nigeg Timo Tiusanen & = D [F35 O Neill's Scenic Images
TRD L)l LT %o

Dionysus and Pan, Mephistopheles and St. Anthony, Faust and

Margarete, Cybele and Satan, George W. Babbit and John Brown

O’Neill gathered quite a congregation to do service to his great god

Brown. All of these are old friends; yet the [eeling of moving in

good company should not prevent a critic from asking an awkward

question. Can the play stand by itself ? @b

Ml 4 2 Ve b ogRREMA b L XY, BED LBk
Tl Z TR NI, RAMEEERRETHLENTEINE I »
LWV ) RIS EW BN 2 B T T B0 K, HEIho Cybel OE 3
DEIE, YVTYRF4 s hRFEOBRDPIL, TOHEHERWEFNL
liturgy #fiAT B2 T AEDOHNZ MABECEL DT ERTEENED
PR BEMCE I OTH B,

A= =@ & ORNICON TG L ¥ DRI L b
%o {EiEfEH Gelb il & A = —VEH L L ORFBREH VLD THY,
B ZDRBHEDEIIEAKL R James ~D BHEOZFHTH N DD
L HRRTND, @ WHOTHE, J& Agnes EDETEC—IEDOLEY R
M UdeA =—nTd - kehs, 19234118 O Jamie DFERKICK & 7edT
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BeLxlc )i, HAHD TWAH LD DX, LT &k

B ERELEN>DI] ¥ LRALDLLALEWI T EE, TO
Jamie DR OERZEELBETH 5L bvbh, REHSOHEHED
E2, FOR—{t2EH3 520, 0 L5 ik~ 27 D -
TeDIELdELBND, it Agnes & OP%, ¥ 7= Gelbs @i [“This
was a quite accurate, if perhaps unconscious representation of O’Neill’s
attitude toward his own two sons at the timme he finished the play.” ¢
ZETHELEFHLOBFRE ML HENRMTH LWL 50T
& %o loseph Wood Krutch & The Nation ic k¥ 0BlO#E D d T
T ORI DIRELAZ DM OfEFH D EEZ DK TH 5 L IKD & 5 wali~<T
Wb,

Never before has he dealt with a passion so nakedly personal, and
never before has he allowed the chaos within to shatter so completely
the form of the drama. ... He is himself too close to the passions with
which he is dealing to objectify them completely. 3
M HBEERCELE A TH D, ZEMTH M TH 5 C LB ZHT R

bt cEsoTch o, BERORIADRNEDIEBNENI 23R T
W kB rs, BRI E T 50 Eric Bentley 2315 X5
KA =—whs, cultual gas KHEINTWELLESD I 2, FLBEEHE
Long Days Journey Into Night DNAKRZIRHSELHBE Lict vy v 74
TREWFA=—VOF A =73 H D EHBH, ZEili% Dion FE U
Ik, F=—nadE vicd B e B o I & A T vt et
T RELOL et » @IS Do HEiD X5 e BB I Tibic i T
7o BRI & & 2 e Wi A ik R B - ROl Ilic i - feb iR
o A= =3 ® X nakiia i) 2 4m, w4 ek
m oo WA D BRI EHE ZSRBRIER TedETn B igh 2 1e D TH %o
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