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“The Dragon” is a play written by the Russian writer Eugene Shwartz in 1943, when the war was on and the fates of the entire world hung in balance. Seeing that the play and its author are little known in the West (if indeed known at all) I got it in my head to translate it, as it has a lot to do with my own story. I feel like I’ve often had to deal either with dragons, or with people affected by them. In a sense, you may say that a “dragon” is a body of people who believe in rules and regulations more than anything in the world – they can be quite frightening, and at times they have the power to prevent you from achieving  your dream. I feel like my old school I graduated from  was some kind of a “dragon” - I ended up working there as a teacher and was dismissed after two and a half years and parted with my pupils, because my way of seeing things didn’t agree with my communist headmistress. Two years later, in autumn 2000 a group of people over the Internet tried to help me get to London see the concert of my favourite band, the Who – and the British Embassy denied me the visa on ridiculous grounds that my fellow Who fans, for the greater part Americans, had really plotted to help me settle in Britain. These are only two examples, but I have many more. I believe YOU can think of some, easily enough.
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A fairy tale in three parts 
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PART I

A spacious, cozy kitchen, very clean with a big hearth in the background. The floor is paved and shiny. In front of the hearth there is an armchair with a cat sleeping in it.

Lancelot: (coming in, looking about, and calling). Sir! Madam!  Anybody! Is there anyone? Answer me! 

Nobody... The house is empty, the windows are open, and the gates are flung wide. It’s lucky I’m an honest man, otherwise I’d have to tremble, look about in fright, grab what’s most precious and run away as quick as I can, when all I really want is to have a good rest. (Sits down). Let’s wait. Mister cat can you tell me, will your masters be back soon? Won’t you say something?

Cat: I won’t.

Lancelot: Why?

Cat: When you’re warm and comfortable, it’s best to keep silent, my dear, and slumber pleasantly.

Lancelot: Ah I see. But where are your masters?

Cat: They are not at home at the moment, and I like it very much.

Lancelot: Do you not love them?

Cat: I do, with every hair in my fur, with all my paws and whiskers - but they are in great trouble. My heart rests only while they are away.

Lancelot: Ah there, I see. So they are in trouble? What trouble? Won’t you say something?

Cat: I won’t.

Lancelot: Why?

Cat: When you’re warm and comfortable, it’s best to keep silent, my dear, and slumber pleasantly - rather than dwell upon all the portents of the future. Mew!

Lancelot: Cat, you scare me. It’s so cozy here in the kitchen; the fire is going so merrily in the hearth. I simply do not believe that some trouble is looming over this lovely house. Cat! What’s happening here? Answer me! Come on!!

Cat: Allow me to forget, o passer-by.

Lancelot: Listen cat, you do not know me. I am a man light as a feather and I’ve been borne on the wind all over the world. I meddle easily in the business of others. Nineteen times I was slightly wounded because of that, five times I was wounded grievously and three times mortally. But I am still alive, because I’m not only light as a feather, but also stubborn as an ass. Tell me o cat, what has happened. What if I save your masters? That used to happen to me. So? Come on! What is your name?

Cat: Maureen.

Lancelot: Maureen? I thought you were male!

Cat: Yes, I am male, but people are amazingly inattentive at times. My masters keep wondering why I’ve never had kittens. They say: what is the matter with you, Maureen? Poor people, good people! Enough, I won’t utter another word.

Lancelot: Tell me at least, who are your masters?

Cat: Charlemagne, the keeper of the archives, and his only daughter, who has such soft paws - good, lovely, sweet Elsa.

Lancelot: Who of them is in trouble?

Cat: The girl, and that means, all of us! 

Lancelot: What threatens her? Go on!

Cat: Mew! It will soon be four hundred years since the Dragon settled above our city.

Lancelot: A dragon? Lovely!

Cat: He made us pay a ransom. Every year he selects a girl. And we give it to him, without as much as a mew. He takes her to his cave. And we never see her ever again. They say she dies there from disgust.... Frrr, go away, frrrr!!!

Lancelot: Who are you talking to?

Cat: The dragon! He has chosen our Elsa!! Drat that lizard, fffrrrrr!!!

Lancelot: How many heads has he got?

Cat: Three.

Lancelot: Quite a few... And paws?

Cat: Four.

Lancelot: Well, could be worse. What about claws?

Cat: Sharp as knifes.

Lancelot: Right. What about flames?

Cat: He can breathe them.

Lancelot: Real ones?

Cat: Forests burn.

Lancelot: Huh. Got scales?

Cat: Yes.

Lancelot: Tough ones?                         

Cat: Very much so.

Lancelot  How tough?

Cat: Diamonds don’t hurt them.

Lancelot: Alright. Getting the picture. What about his size?

Cat: Tall as a church tower.                   

Lancelot: OK, now I got it. Thank you cat.

Cat: Will you fight him?

Lancelot: We shall see.

Cat: I implore you, do fight him. To be sure he will kill you, but until the hullabaloo is over I can curl up by the fire and go on dreaming, that possibly maybe, by hook or by crook, by accident or miracle, this way or that - maybe somehow you might after all be able to kill him.

Lancelot: Thank you, cat.

Cat: Get up.

Lancelot: What is the matter?

Cat: They are returning.

Lancelot: I wish I would fancy her, ah how I wish I would fancy her! It usually helps a great deal... (Looking through the window). Yes! I fancy her!  Cat, she is a very lovely girl. What is it, cat? She is smiling! She is absolutely tranquil! Her father is smiling happily, too. Did you lie to me, cat?

Cat: Oh no. They are smiling, and this is the saddest thing about it all. Now be quiet. Hello my dears! Let us now sit down and have dinner.

Elsa and Charlemagne enter.

Lancelot: Hello my good sir and fair lady.

Charlemagne: How do you do, young gentleman.

Lancelot: Your house has been looking at me so invitingly, with its gates open wide and the fire going in the kitchen - so I entered, uninvited. I am sorry.

Charlemagne: Please do not apologize. Our house is open to everyone.

Elsa: Sit yourself down please. Give me your hat, I will hang it on the peg behind the door. I’ll lay the table in a minute... What is the matter with you?

Lancelot: Nothing.

Elsa: I thought for a moment that you... got scared of me.

Lancelot: No, no... Everything’s fine.

Charlemagne: Sit down my friend. I like strangers. Probably because I’ve never been out of town in all my life. Where have you come from?

Lancelot: I’ve come from the south.

Charlemagne: And did you have many adventures?

Lancelot: Ah, many more than I would have wished.

Elsa: You must be tired. Do sit down, don’t be standing around.

Lancelot: Thank you.

Charlemagne: You can rest a while here. Our town is very quiet, nothing ever happens here.

Lancelot: Never?

Charlemagne: Never. Well, last week to be sure the wind was coming in terrible gusts, it almost blew the roof off one house. But it is not such a great happening.

Elsa: Here you are, the dinner is ready. Please, do help yourselves. What is the matter with you?

Lancelot: I am sorry, but... You were saying your town is very quiet?

Elsa: Oh yes, it is.

Lancelot: And what about.... The dragon?

Charlemagne: Ah, that...  We’re so used to him. It’s four hundred years since he’s lived with us.

Lancelot: But I was told... that your daughter...

Elsa: My dear sir...

Lancelot: My name is Lancelot.

Elsa: My dear sir Lancelot, I am sorry, I do not wish to impose on you, but I shall have to ask you: please do not say a word about it.

Lancelot: Why?

Charlemagne: Because there is nothing you can do about it. We’d been walking in the forest a while ago and we’ve talked things over so well. Tomorrow, as soon as the dragon takes her, I shall die too.

Elsa: Daddy, please.

Charlemagne: That is all, that is all.

Lancelot: I’m sorry, just one more question. Did anyone ever try to fight him?

Charlemagne: No, not in the last two hundred years. A long time ago people would try to fight him, but he killed all his adversaries. He is an amazing strategist and a great tactician. He would catch his enemy unaware, dropping stones straight on his head, and then he’d fling himself vertically down, straight on the head of the horse - demoralizing the poor beast completely. Then he would tear the knight apart with his claws. So at last they ceased to rebel against him.

Lancelot: Did the entire town try to fight him?

Charlemagne: Oh yes.

Lancelot: And what happened?

Charlemagne: He burned the suburbs and half the citizens lost their wits because of his poisonous smoke. He is a great warrior.

Elsa: Have some more butter, please.

Lancelot: Yes, yes I will. I shall need to be strong. And so – excuse my asking so many questions - no one has rebelled against the dragon? Has he become completely impudent?

Charlemagne: Oh no, not at all! He is very kind to us.

Lancelot: Kind?

Charlemagne: I assure you. Once our town was threatened by a plague, and  at the request of our Chief Doctor he breathed fire on the lake, so that the water in it boiled.  We were could use boiled water and we were saved from the plague.

Lancelot: Was it long ago?

Charlemagne: Oh no. Only 82 years ago. But we do not forget kind deeds.

Lancelot: What else did he do?

Charlemagne: He helped us to get rid of the gypsies.

Lancelot: But the gypsies are very nice people.

Charlemagne: Oh, how can you say that?! They’re awful! I’ve never seen a gypsy in my life to be sure, but I learned in school that they are awful people.

Lancelot: Why?

Charlemagne: They are wanderers by nature, by blood. They are the enemies of any constitutional order; otherwise they would have settled somewhere and wouldn’t have wandered hither and thither. Their songs lack toughness, and their ideas are destructive. They steal kids. They sneak everywhere. Luckily at present our society is cleaned of them entirely, but even 100 years ago any person with dark hair had to prove he had no gypsy blood.

Lancelot: Who told you all this about the gypsies?

Charlemagne: Our dragon. The gypsies had dared to rebel against him in the first years of his rule.

Lancelot: Lovely, impatient people.

Charlemagne: Please, please do not say this.

Lancelot: What does he eat, your dragon?

Charlemagne: Every month our town sends him one thousand cows, two thousand sheep, five thousand hens and two pounds of salt. In summer and in autumn we add to those ten fields of salad, cabbage and cauliflower.

Lancelot: He’s eating you out of your homes!

Charlemagne: Oh, not at all! We do not complain. What else is there to be done? While he is there, no other dragon will ever dare to touch us.

Lancelot: That may be so, but as far as I know, all other dragons have long been dead!

Charlemagne: And what if it is not so? I assure you, the only way to keep dragons at bay is, to keep one of our own. But enough of that, I beg of you. Maybe you would tell us something interesting?

Lancelot: I will. Have you ever heard of The Book of Tears?

Elsa: No.

Lancelot: So I will tell you.  In five years walk from here, in the Black Mountains, there is a big cave. There is a book in the cave, and it is half written. No one touches the book, yet every day a new page is being filled and added to it. Who’s writing it? The world! The mountains, the grass, the stones, the trees, the rivers - they see the doings of men. They know all the crimes of the evil, all the sufferings of the innocent. From tree to tree, from drop to drop, from cloud to cloud the tears of men are reaching the cave in the Black Mountains, and the book is being filled. If it didn’t exist, the trees would die from thirst and the water would get bitter. For whom is this book being written? For me.

Elsa: For you?

Lancelot: For us. For me, and for a few others. We are alert, light people. We had got word of this book, and we took up the task of reading it. And once you’ve had a look into this book, you’d lose your peace forever. Ah what tears there are! They cannot be left unanswered. And we answer.

Elsa: But how?

Lancelot: We meddle into the affairs of others. We help those who have to be helped. We defeat those who have to be defeated. Do you want me to help you?

Elsa: How?

Charlemagne: How can you help us?

Cat: Mew!

Lancelot: I was mortally wounded three times, and all the three times by the people I was saving by force. And yet, even though you’re not asking me to do it, I’ll fight the dragon! Do you hear me, Elsa? 

Elsa: No, no! He will kill you, and that will blacken the last hours of my life...

Cat: Mew!

Lancelot: I’ll challenge the dragon and fight him!
There’s whistle outside getting louder and louder, followed by noise, howling and growling. The windows are shaking. Tongues of fire are seen outside.

Cat: There he is himself!

The whistle and howl cease abruptly. A loud knock on the door.

Charlemagne: Come in!

A richly dressed servant enters.
Servant: Lord Dragon desires to see you.

Charlemagne: He is welcome!

The servant opens the door wide. Silence. An old man - stout, blonde, fit, with a soldier’s mannerism - slowly enters the room. His hair is short stubble.  He’s smiling wide. His manners are somewhat rude, but are not bereft of charm. He’s slightly deaf.

The man: Hi guys! Elsa, how do you do baby. I see you’ve got a guest.  Who is he?

Charlemagne: He is a stranger, a passer-by.

The man: What? Report loudly, audibly, as it becomes to a soldier.           

Charlemagne: He’s a stranger!

The man: Not a gypsy?

Charlemagne: Oh no, no. He’s a very nice man.

The man: What?

Charlemagne: Nice man.

The man: Alright. Stranger! Why are you not looking at me? Why are you staring at the door?

Lancelot: I’m waiting for the Dragon to come in.

The man: Ha ha!! I am the Dragon.

Lancelot: You? I’ve been told you had three heads and claws and your size was huge!

Dragon: Tonight I’m in my casual dress.

Charlemagne: Lord Dragon has lived among people for so long that sometimes he turns into a man and calls on us like a friend.

Dragon: Yes. We truly are friends, dear Charlemagne. To every one of you I’m more than merely a friend. I am your childhood friend. Moreover, I’m a childhood friend of your father, your grandfather and great-grandfather. I remember your great-grandfather’s father in his short pants!! Damn, unwanted teardrop. Ha, ha! The stranger is staring. What, you never expected me to have such feelings? Hah? Answer me! Embarrassed, son of a bitch. Well, it’s alright. Ha ha. Elsa!

Elsa: Yes, Lord Dragon.

Dragon:  Give me your paw.

Elsa gives her hand to the Dragon.
Cheeky babe. Such a warm little paw. Keep your chin up! Smile! That’s right. What are you looking at, stranger? Hah?

Lancelot: Yourself.

Dragon:  Good, clearly answered. Go on, look at me. It’s all simple here, newcomer. Soldier-like. One two, right left. Eat!

Lancelot: Thank you, I am not hungry.

Dragon: Never you mind, eat. Why did you come here?

Lancelot: On business.

Dragon: What?

Lancelot: On business.

Dragon: What business? Go on, tell me. Hah? Maybe I’d help you. Why did you come here?

Lancelot: To kill you.

Dragon: Louder!

Elsa: No, no!! It’s a joke! Do you want to hold my hand once more, Lord Dragon?

Dragon: What?

Lancelot: I’m challenging you to fight with me! Do you hear me o dragon?

The dragon does not speak, purple with anger.
I’m challenging you to fight with me for the third time, do you hear me?

A deafening horrible triple roar is heard. Despite the incredible power of this roar that makes the walls tremble, it is not devoid of musical undertones. There’s nothing human in this roar.  The Dragon is roaring, clenching his fists and stamping his feet.

Dragon (ceasing to roar abruptly. Calmly.) Fool. So? Why are you silent? Scared?

Lancelot: No.

Dragon: No? 

Lancelot: No.

Dragon: So well. (Makes a slight movement of shoulders and with that changes amazingly. There’s a new head on his shoulders. The old one disappears without trace. Serious, reserved, blonde gray-haired man with a wide forehead and a narrow face is now in front of Lancelot.)

Cat: Do not be surprised dear Lancelot. He’s got three bonces. So he changes them whenever he wishes.

Dragon: (his voice has changed, like the face). Your name is Lancelot?

Lancelot: Yes.

Dragon:  Are you akin to the well known wandering knight Lancelot?

Lancelot: Yes, he is my distant relative.

Dragon: I accept your challenge. Wandering knights are the same as gypsies. You have to be destroyed.

Lancelot: You’d be hard put.

Dragon: I have destroyed eight hundred and nine knights, nine hundred and five people of unknown rank, one old drunkard, two madmen, two women - the mother and the aunt of the girls I had chosen, - and a boy aged twelve, the brother of such a girl. I destroyed numerous armies as well, not to mention some five rebellious mobs. Sit down, please.

Lancelot: (sitting down). Thank you.

Dragon: Do you smoke? You can smoke here, feel free.

Lancelot: Thank you (gets out the pipe, stuffs it with tobacco)

Dragon:  Do you know what day I was born?

Lancelot: An unhappy day.

Dragon: It was the day of a horrible fight. That day Attila himself was defeated - do you realize how many warriors had to be killed? The ground was soaked with blood. The leaves in the trees turned brown by midnight. Big black mushrooms - coffin-mushrooms they are called - appeared under the trees by sunrise. And I crawled after them out of the earth. I am the child of war. War is I. The blood of the dead Huns flows in my veins - it’s a cold blood. I am cold in fight, calm and exact.

Saying the word «exact» the Dragon shifts slightly his hand. A click is heard. A tongue of fire springs out from the Dragon’s forefinger. He lights the pipe that Lancelot had filled with tobacco.

Lancelot: Thank you. (Smokes with pleasure).

Dragon: You are against me, that means you are against war. 

Lancelot: Oh, no not at all. I’ve been fighting all my life.

Dragon: You are a stranger here, whereas me and my people have learned to read the minds of each other over the years. The whole town will look at you with horror and will delight in your death. You will die in disgrace. Do you understand?

Lancelot: No.

Dragon: I see you are as determined, as before.

Lancelot: Even more so.

Dragon: You are a worthy adversary.

Lancelot: Thank you.

Dragon: I will fight you in earnest.

Lancelot: Fine.

Dragon: That means I’ll kill you right now. This moment. Here.

Lancelot: But I am unarmed!

Dragon: Do you want me to give you time to get armed? No. I said I’ll fight you in earnest. I’ll attack you unaware, right now... Elsa, fetch the broom.

Elsa: Why?

Dragon: I’m going to turn this man into ashes, that you’ll sweep out of the house.

Lancelot: Are you afraid of me?

Dragon:  I don’t know what fear is.

Lancelot: Why are you then in such a hurry? Give me time until tomorrow. I will find myself arms and we will meet in a field.

Dragon: Why?

Lancelot: Otherwise people would think you’re a coward. 

Dragon: My people won’t know anything. These two won’t speak. You will die now, quietly, and remain an unsung hero. (Raises his hand)

Charlemagne: Stop!!

Dragon: What is the matter?

Charlemagne: You cannot kill him.

Dragon: What?

Charlemagne: I beg of you please don’t be angry with me, I am your true servant and I love you with all my soul, but I am also the keeper of the archives.

Dragon: What has your rank to do with it?

Charlemagne: There is a document in my keeping, you signed it three hundred and eighty two years ago. This document is not abolished. You see, I do not object - I’m only reminding you. The signature says, «Dragon».

Dragon: So what?

Charlemagne: This is my daughter, after all. I want her to live longer. It is only natural.

Dragon: So?

Charlemagne: Alright come what may, I DO object. You cannot kill him. Everyone who defies you is safe until the day of the battle, that’s what you’ve written and sealed with your oath. And it is not you who chooses the day of the battle, but he who challenges you. This is what you’ve written and sealed with your oath. And everyone in town can help the one who defied you and no one is going to be punished - and this is also sealed with your oath. 

Dragon: When did I sign this document?

Charlemagne: Three hundred and eighty two years ago.

Dragon: Back then I was a naive, sentimental, inexperienced youth.

Charlemagne: But the document is not abolished.

Dragon: Who cares...

Charlemagne: But the document...

Dragon: Enough of documents. We are grown up people.

Charlemagne: But you signed it yourself! I can fetch the document...

Dragon: Don’t’ move.

Charlemagne: There’s a man who is trying to save my girl. A love for a child, it is all right, isn’t it?  And besides, hospitality is all right. Why are you looking at me so frightfully? (Covers his face with his hands)

Elsa: Daddy! Daddy!

Charlemagne: I protest!

Dragon: All right then, I will destroy the entire nest.

Lancelot: And the whole world will know you’re a coward.

Dragon: How?

The cat darts through the window with a jump. He mews from a distance:

Cat: I will tell them all, you old lizard!!

The dragon roars again, the roar is so powerful that this time hoarse whispers and groans and cackling cough are heard in it distinctively. It is a roar of a huge, angry ancient beast.

Dragon: (ceases to roar abruptly). OK. Let’s fight tomorrow as you have requested.

Goes away quickly. There’s whistle, wind and noise behind the door. The walls shake, the lamp flickers, the noise and the whistle recede in the distance.

Charlemagne: He’s flown away! What have I done... Ah, what have I done. Old damned egoist. But I couldn’t help it! Elsa, are you angry with me?

Elsa: No, no!

Charlemagne: I’m feeling so weak all of a sudden. Excuse me. I need to lie down. No, no, stay here. Elsa stay with the guest. Divert him with talk - he’s been so nice to us. I am sorry, I’ll leave you now, I need to lay down (goes out).

Silence.
Elsa: Why have you started all this? It is not a reproach - but everything had been so clear and so decent. It is not that scary to die young. Everyone will grow old, and you won’t.

Lancelot: What are you saying! Think! Even the trees sigh when they are being cut down.

Elsa: Me, I do not complain.

Lancelot: Do you not pity your father?

Elsa: He will die in the moment he’s chosen himself. And in essence, it is great happiness.

Lancelot: Do you not feel sorry to part with your friends?

Elsa: No. If it hadn’t been for me, the Dragon would have chosen one of them.

Lancelot: And what about the man you’re engaged to?

Elsa: How do you know there is such a man?

Lancelot: I sensed it. Do you not feel sorry to part with him?

Elsa: The Dragon made Henry his personal secretary, in order to console him.      

Lancelot: Ah I see. In this case, of course, there’s little to be sorry for. What about your native town? Are you not sorry to part with it?

Elsa: It is for my native town that I’m going to die.

Lancelot: And will they accept your sacrifice cold-heartedly?

Elsa: Oh no, no! I will be gone on Sunday, and until Tuesday all of the town will go on mourning. No one will eat meat for an entire three days. They will have special muffins for tea, called «Poor girl» - in memory of me.

Lancelot: And would that be all?

Elsa: What else can we do?

Lancelot: Kill the dragon.

Elsa: It is impossible. 

Lancelot: The dragon has crippled your soul, he’s poisoned your blood and dimmed your sight. But that shall be healed.

Elsa. No. If everything you’re saying about me is true, it is better for me to die.

The cat rushes in.
Cat: My eight cat wives and my forty-eight kittens have called on every house around here and told them about the fight. Mew!! Lord Mayor is hurrying over here!

Lancelot: Lord Mayor? Lovely!

The Lord Mayor runs in.
Lord Mayor: How do you do Elsa. Where is the stranger?

Lancelot: Here I am.

Lord Mayor: First of all, could you be so kind as to speak quietly, no gestures if possible, move softly and don’t look me in the eyes.

Lancelot: Why?

Lord Mayor: Because my nervous system is in a shambles. I am suffering every single nervous and mental disease known, and besides that, three more that are not yet known. Do you think it’s an easy job, to be Lord Mayor in the times of the Dragon?

Lancelot: I will kill the Dragon and you’ll feel better.

Lord Mayor: Better? Ha-ha! Better! Ha-ha! Better!! (Gets hysterical. Drinks water. Calms down) Your having challenged Lord Dragon is a great misfortune. Things had been going well. Thanks to our Lord Dragon’s influence my assistant, a rare bastard, and his gang consisting of flour merchants used to be under control. Now everything will get messed up. Lord Dragon will be preparing for the fight, neglecting the business of the town management when he’s just started to get into it.

Lancelot: Would you understand, you miserable creature, I’m going to save the town!

Lord Mayor: The town? Ha-ha!! The town? Town!! Ha-ha!! (drinks water, calms down). My assistant is such a scoundrel that I’d sacrifice two towns, only to destroy him. I’d rather have five dragons than one such rascal as my assistant. I implore you, do leave!

Lancelot: I shall not leave.

Lord Mayor: Congratulate me, I’m having a fit of catalepsy. (Stiffens with a sorrowful smile on his face).

Lancelot: I will save you all, do you not understand?

Lord Mayor does not speak.

Do you understand?

Lord Mayor does not speak. Lancelot sprinkles him with water.

Lord Mayor: No, I do not understand you. Who asked you to fight him?

Lancelot: The entire town wants me to fight him.

Lord Mayor: Oh do you think? Look out the window. The best people of the town have come here, to ask you to go away!

Lancelot: Where are they?

Lord Mayor: Here they are, clinging to the walls.

Lancelot: Why are they walking on tiptoes?

Lord Mayor: To spare my nerves. Dear friends, tell Lancelot what you want him to do. Come on, one, two, three!

A chorus of voices: Go away! Quick! Today!

Lancelot goes away from the window.
Lord Mayor: You see? If you were men loving and well bred, you’d comply with the will of the people.

Lancelot: Never!

Lord Mayor: Congratulate me, I’m going slightly mad. (Puts one hand to his side, raises another and bends it gracefully). I am a kettle, put me on!

Lancelot: I understand now why these petty people have come on tiptoes.

Lord Mayor: Why then?

Lancelot: So that they wouldn’t wake up the real people.  I’m going to talk to them right away! (Runs out).
Lord Mayor: Put me on! Anyway, what can he do? The Dragon will command us and we’ll put him into prison. My darling Elsa, do not worry. Our dear Dragon will hold you in his arms, exactly in the appointed hour. Be in peace.

Elsa: Yes, sir.

Knock on the door.
Come in.

Lord Mayor: Hello my son.

Servant: Hello father.

Lord Mayor: Is it him who sent you? There won’t be any battle of course? Have you brought the order to lock Lancelot in prison?

Servant: Lord Dragon orders: a) to proclaim that the battle will be held tomorrow; b) to provide Lancelot with arms; c) not to be silly.

Lord Mayor: Congratulate me, I lost my wits. Ahoy there! Wits, where are you? Ahoy!

Servant: I was ordered to talk to Elsa eye to eye.

Lord Mayor: I’m leaving, I’m leaving already. (Goes away hurriedly).

Servant: How do you do Elsa.

Elsa: How do you do Henry.

Henry: Do you hope Lancelot will save you?

Elsa: No. Do you?

Henry: Me neither.

Elsa: What did the Dragon want you to tell me?

Henry: He wanted me to tell you, that you should kill Lancelot, if necessary.

Elsa (horrified): How?

Henry: With the knife. Here it is the little knife. It’s poisoned...

Elsa: But I don’t want to!

Henry: In such case, Lord Dragon wanted me to tell you that he’ll destroy all your friends.

Elsa: Alright. Tell him I will try.

Henry: In such case, Lord Dragon wanted me to tell you that hesitation will be punished as disobedience.

Elsa: I hate you!

Henry: In such case, Lord Dragon wanted me to tell you that he rewards generously his true servants.

Elsa: Lancelot will kill your Dragon!

Henry: In such case Lord Dragon wanted me to tell you: we shall see yet.

Curtain
* * *
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