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Chapter 20: Drama
BERTOLT BRECHT (1898–1956)
Bertolt Brecht was born in Augsburg, Germany, studied medicine at Munich University, and worked as an orderly in a military hospital at the end of World War I. He soon became a radical critic of war and nationalism. He wrote 
poems and stories, but concentrated on drama. In 1929 he married actress Helene Weigel, for whom he wrote many roles. With the rise of Hitler, Brecht left Germany in 1933, eventually coming to California in 1941, where he worked with Charlie Chaplin and others in the film industry. He settled in East Berlin in the late 1940s. Among Brecht’s major plays are The Three-penny Opera (1928), written with Kurt Weill, The Life of Galileo (1939), Mother Courage and Her Children (1941), The Good Woman of Setzuan (1943), and The Caucasian Chalk Circle (1954).

Mother Courage and Her Children
(1941)

A Chronicle of the Thirty Years’ War1
Translated by Ralph Manheim
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Spring, 1624. General Oxenstjerna recruits troops in Dalarna for the Polish campaign. The canteen woman, Anna Fierling, known as Mother Courage, loses a son.2
Highway near a city.

A sergeant and a recruiter stand shivering.

THE RECRUITER:  How can anybody get a company together in a place like this? Sergeant, sometimes I feel like committing suicide. The general wants me to recruit four platoons by the twelfth, and the people around here are so depraved I can’t sleep at night. I finally get hold of a man, I close my eyes and pretend not to see that he’s chicken-breasted and he’s got varicose veins, I get him good and drunk and he signs up. While I’m paying for the drinks, he steps out, I follow him to the door because I smell a rat: Sure enough, he’s gone, like a fart out of a goose. A man’s word doesn’t mean a thing, there’s no honor, no loyalty. This place has undermined my faith in humanity, sergeant.

THE SERGEANT:  It’s easy to see these people have gone too long without a war. How can you have morality without a war, I ask you? Peace is a mess, it takes a war to put things in order. In peacetime the human race goes to the dogs. Man and beast are treated like so much dirt. Everybody eats what they like, a big piece of cheese on white bread, with a slice of meat on top of the cheese. Nobody knows how many young men or good horses there are in that town up ahead, they’ve never been counted. I’ve been in places where they hadn’t had a war in as much as seventy years, the people had no names, they didn’t even know who they were. It takes a war before you get decent lists and records; then your boots are done up in bales and your grain in sacks, man and beast are properly counted and marched away, because people realize that without order they can’t have a war.

THE RECRUITER:  How right you are!

THE SERGEANT:  Like all good things, a war is hard to get started. But once it takes root, it’s vigorous; then people are as scared of peace as dice players are of laying off, because they’ll have to reckon up their losses. But at first they’re scared of war. It’s the novelty.

THE RECRUITER:  Say, there comes a wagon. Two women and two young fellows. Keep the old woman busy, sergeant. If this is another flop, you won’t catch me standing out in this April wind any more.

(A Jew’s harp is heard. Drawn by two young men, a covered wagon approaches. In the wagon sit Mother Courage and her mute daughter Kattrin)
MOTHER COURAGE:  Good morning, sergeant.

SERGEANT (barring the way):  Good morning, friends. Who are you?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Business people. (Sings)
Hey, Captains, make the drum stop drumming

And let your soldiers take a seat.

Here’s Mother Courage, with boots she’s coming

To help along their aching feet.

How can they march off to the slaughter

With baggage, cannon, lice and fleas

Across the rocks and through the water

Unless their boots are in one piece?

The spring is come. Christian, revive!

The snowdrifts melt. The dead lie dead.

And if by chance you’re still alive

It’s time to rise and shake a leg.

O Captains, don’t expect to send them

To death with nothing in their crops.

First you must let Mother Courage mend them

In mind and body with her schnapps.

On empty bellies it’s distressing

To stand up under shot and shell.

But once they’re full, you have my blessing

To lead them to the jaws of hell.

The spring is come. Christian, revive!

The snowdrifts melt, the dead lie dead.

And if by chance you’re still alive

It’s time to rise and shake a leg.

THE SERGEANT:  Halt, you scum. Where do you belong?

THE ELDER SON:  Second Finnish Regiment.

THE SERGEANT:  Where are your papers?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Papers?

THE YOUNGER SON:  But she’s Mother Courage!

THE SERGEANT:  Never heard of her. Why Courage?

MOTHER COURAGE:  They call me Courage, sergeant, because when I saw ruin staring me in the face I drove out of Riga through cannon fire with fifty loaves of bread in my wagon. They were getting moldy, it was high time, I had no choice.

THE SERGEANT:  No wisecracks. Where are your papers?

MOTHER COURAGE (fishing a pile of papers out of a tin box and climbing down):  Here are my papers, sergeant. There’s a whole missal, picked it up in Alt-Ötting to wrap cucumbers in, and a map of Moravia, God knows if I’ll ever get there, if I don’t it’s a total loss. And this here certifies that my horse 
hasn’t got foot-and-mouth disease, too bad, he croaked on us, he cost fifteen guilders, but not out of my pocket, glory be. Is that enough paper?

THE SERGEANT:  Are you trying to pull my leg? I’ll teach you to get smart. You know you need a license.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You mind your manners and don’t go telling my innocent children that I’d go anywhere near your leg, it’s indecent. I want no truck with you. My license in the Second Regiment is my honest face, and if you can’t read it, that’s not my fault. I’m not letting anybody put his seal on it.

THE RECRUITER:  Sergeant, I detect a spirit of insubordination in this woman. In our camp we need respect for authority.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Wouldn’t sausage be better?

THE SERGEANT:  Name.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Anna Fierling.

THE SERGEANT:  Then you’re all Fierlings?

MOTHER COURAGE:  What do you mean? Fierling is my name. Not theirs.

THE SERGEANT:  Aren’t they all your children?

MOTHER COURAGE:  That they are, but why should they all have the same name? (Pointing at the elder son) This one, for instance. His name is Eilif Nojocki. How come? Because his father always claimed to be called Kojocki or Mojocki. The boy remembers him well, except the one he remembers was somebody else, a Frenchman with a goatee. But aside from that, he inherited his father’s intelligence; that man could strip the pants off a peasant’s ass without his knowing it. So, you see, we’ve each got our own name.

THE SERGEANT:  Each different, you mean?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Don’t act so innocent.

THE SERGEANT:  I suppose that one’s a Chinaman? (Indicating the younger son)

MOTHER COURAGE:  Wrong. He’s Swiss.

THE SERGEANT:  After the Frenchman?

MOTHER COURAGE:  What Frenchman? I never heard of any Frenchman. Don’t get everything balled up or we’ll be here all day. He’s Swiss, but his name is Fejos, the name has nothing to do with his father. He had an entirely different name, he was an engineer, built fortifications, but he drank.

(Swiss Cheese nods, beaming; the mute Kattrin is also tickled)
THE SERGEANT:  Then how can his name be Fejos?

MOTHER COURAGE:  I wouldn’t want to offend you, but you haven’t got much imagination. Naturally his name is Fejos because when he came I was with a Hungarian, it was all the same to him, he was dying of kidney trouble though he never touched a drop, a very decent man. The boy takes after him.

THE SERGEANT:  But you said he wasn’t his father?

MOTHER COURAGE:  He takes after him all the same. I call him Swiss Cheese, how come, because he’s good at pulling the wagon. (Pointing at her daughter) Her name is Kattrin Haupt, she’s half German.

THE SERGEANT:  A fine family, I must say.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Yes, I’ve been all over the world with my wagon.

THE SERGEANT:  It’s all being taken down. (He takes it down) You’re from Bamberg, Bavaria. What brings you here?

MOTHER COURAGE:  I couldn’t wait for the war to kindly come to Bamberg.

THE RECRUITER:  You wagon pullers ought to be called Jacob Ox and Esau Ox. Do you ever get out of harness?

EILIF:  Mother, can I clout him one on the kisser? I’d like to.

MOTHER COURAGE:  And I forbid you. You stay put. And now, gentlemen, wouldn’t you need a nice pistol, or a belt buckle, yours is all worn out, sergeant.

THE SERGEANT:  I need something else. I’m not blind. Those young fellows are built like tree trunks, big broad chests, sturdy legs. Why aren’t they in the army? That’s what I’d like to know.

MOTHER COURAGE (quickly):  Nothing doing, sergeant. My children aren’t cut out for soldiers.

THE RECRUITER:  Why not? There’s profit in it, and glory. Peddling shoes is woman’s work. (To Eilif) Step up; let’s feel if you’ve got muscles or if you’re a sissy.

MOTHER COURAGE:  He’s a sissy. Give him a mean look and he’ll fall flat on his face.

THE RECRUITER:  And kill a calf if it happens to be standing in the way. (Tries to lead him away)
MOTHER COURAGE:  Leave him alone. He’s not for you.

THE RECRUITER:  He insulted me. He referred to my face as a kisser. Him and me will now step out in the field and discuss this thing as man to man.

EILIF:  Don’t worry, mother. I’ll take care of him.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You stay put. You no-good! I know you, always fighting. He’s got a knife in his boot, he’s a knifer.

THE RECRUITER:  I’ll pull it out of him like a milk tooth. Come on, boy.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Sergeant, I’ll report you to the colonel. He’ll throw you in the lock-up. The lieutenant is courting my daughter.

THE SERGEANT:  No rough stuff, brother. (To Mother Courage) What have you got against the army? Wasn’t his father a soldier? Didn’t he die fair and square? You said so yourself.

MOTHER COURAGE:  He’s only a child. You want to lead him off to slaughter, I know you. You’ll get five guilders for him.

THE RECRUITER:  He’ll get a beautiful cap and top boots.

EILIF:  Not from you.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Oh, won’t you come fishing with me? said the fisherman to the worm. (To Swiss Cheese) Run and yell that they’re trying to steal 
your brother. (She pulls a knife) Just try and steal him. I’ll cut you down, you dogs. I’ll teach you to put him in your war! We do an honest business in ham and shirts, we’re peaceful folk.

THE SERGEANT:  I can see by the knife how peaceful you are. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, put that knife away, you bitch. A minute ago you admitted you lived off war, how else would you live, on what? How can you have a war without soldiers?

MOTHER COURAGE:  It doesn’t have to be my children.

THE SERGEANT:  I see. You’d like the war to eat the core and spit out the apple. You want your brood to batten on war, tax-free. The war can look out for itself, is that it? You call yourself Courage, eh? And you’re afraid of the war that feeds you. Your sons aren’t afraid of it, I can see that.

EILIF:  I’m not afraid of any war.

THE SERGEANT:  Why should you be? Look at me: Has the soldier’s life disagreed with me? I was seventeen when I joined up.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You’re not seventy yet.

THE SERGEANT:  I can wait.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Sure. Under ground.

THE SERGEANT:  Are you trying to insult me? Telling me I’m going to die?

MOTHER COURAGE:  But suppose it’s the truth? I can see the mark on you. You look like a corpse on leave.

SWISS CHEESE:  She’s got second sight. Everybody says so. She can tell the future.

THE RECRUITER:  Then tell the sergeant his future. It might amuse him.

THE SERGEANT:  I don’t believe in that stuff.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Give me your helmet. (He gives it to her)
THE SERGEANT:  It doesn’t mean any more than taking a shit in the grass. But go ahead for the laugh.

MOTHER COURAGE (takes a sheet of parchment and tears it in two):  Eilif, Swiss Cheese, Kattrin: That’s how we’d all be torn apart if we got mixed up too deep in the war. (To the sergeant) Seeing it’s you, I’ll do it for nothing. I make a black cross on this piece. Black is death.

SWISS CHEESE:  She leaves the other one blank. Get it?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Now I fold them, and now I shake them up together. Same as we’re all mixed up together from the cradle to the grave. And now you draw, and you’ll know the answer. (The sergeant hesitates)
THE RECRUITER (to Eilif):  I don’t take everybody, I’m known to be picky and choosy, but you’ve got spirit, I like that.

THE SERGEANT (fishing in the helmet):  Damn foolishness! Hocus-pocus!

SWISS CHEESE:  He’s pulled a black cross. He’s through.

THE RECRUITER:  Don’t let them scare you, there’s not enough bullets for everybody.

THE SERGEANT (hoarsely):  You’ve fouled me up.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You fouled yourself up the day you joined the army. And now we’ll be going, there isn’t a war every day, I’ve got to take advantage.

THE SERGEANT:  Hell and damnation! Don’t try to hornswoggle me. We’re taking your bastard to be a soldier.

EILIF:  I’d like to be a soldier, mother.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You shut your trap, you Finnish devil.

EILIF:  Swiss Cheese wants to be a soldier too.

MOTHER COURAGE:  That’s news to me. I’d better let you draw too, all three of you. (She goes to the rear to mark crosses on slips of parchment)

THE RECRUITER (to Eilif):  It’s been said to our discredit that a lot of religion goes on in the Swedish camp, but that’s slander to blacken our reputation. Hymn singing only on Sunday, one verse! And only if you’ve got a voice.

MOTHER COURAGE (comes back with the slips in the sergeant’s helmet):  Want to sneak away from their mother, the devils, and run off to war like calves to a salt lick. But we’ll draw lots on it, then they’ll see that the world is no vale of smiles with a “Come along, son, we’re short on generals.” Sergeant, I’m very much afraid they won’t come through the war. They’ve got terrible characters, all three of them. (She holds out the helmet to Eilif) There. Pick a slip. (He picks one and unfolds it. She snatches it away from him) There you have it. A cross! Oh, unhappy mother that I am, oh, mother of sorrows. Has he got to die? Doomed to perish in the springtime of his life? If he joins the army, he’ll bite the dust, that’s sure. He’s too brave, just like his father. If he’s not smart, he’ll go the way of all flesh, the slip proves it. (She roars at him) Are you going to be smart?

EILIF:  Why not?

MOTHER COURAGE:  The smart thing to do is to stay with your mother, and if they make fun of you and call you a sissy, just laugh.

THE RECRUITER:  If you’re shitting in your pants, we’ll take your brother.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I told you to laugh. Laugh! And now you pick, Swiss Cheese. I’m not so worried about you, you’re honest. (He picks a slip) Oh! Why, have you got that strange look? It’s got to be blank. There can’t be a cross on it. No, I can’t lose you. (She takes the slip) A cross? Him too? Maybe it’s because he’s so stupid. Oh, Swiss Cheese, you’ll die too, unless you’re very honest the whole time, the way I’ve taught you since you were a baby, always bringing back the change when I sent you to buy bread. That’s the only way you can save yourself. Look, sergeant, isn’t that a black cross?

THE SERGEANT:  It’s a cross all right. I don’t see how I could have pulled one. I always stay in the rear. (To the recruiter) It’s on the up and up. Her own get it too.

SWISS CHEESE:  I get it too. But I can take a hint.

MOTHER COURAGE (to Kattrin):  Now you’re the only one I’m sure of, you’re a cross yourself because you’ve got a good heart. (She holds up the helmet to Kattrin in the wagon, but she herself takes out the slip) It’s driving me to despair. It can’t be right, maybe I mixed them wrong. Don’t be too good-natured, Kattrin, don’t, there’s a cross on your path too. Always keep very quiet, that ought to be easy seeing you’re dumb. Well, now you know.
Be careful, all of you, you’ll need to be. And now we’ll climb up and drive on. (She returns the sergeant’s helmet and climbs up into the wagon)
THE RECRUITER (to the sergeant):  Do something!

THE SERGEANT:  I’m not feeling so good.

THE RECRUITER:  Maybe you caught cold when you took your helmet off in the wind. Tell her you want to buy something. Keep her busy. (Aloud) You could at least take a look at that buckle, sergeant. After all, selling things is these good people’s living. Hey, you, the sergeant wants to buy that belt buckle.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Half a guilder. A buckle like that is worth two guilders. (She climbs down)

THE SERGEANT:  It’s not new. This wind! I can’t examine it here. Let’s go where it’s quiet. (He goes behind the wagon with the buckle)
MOTHER COURAGE:  I haven’t noticed any wind.

THE SERGEANT:  Maybe it is worth half a guilder. It’s silver.

MOTHER COURAGE (joins him behind the wagon):  Six solid ounces.

THE RECRUITER (to Eilif):  And then we’ll have a drink, just you and me. I’ve got your enlistment bonus right here. Come on.

(Eilif stands undecided)
MOTHER COURAGE:  All right. Half a guilder.

THE SERGEANT:  I don’t get it. I always stay in the rear. There’s no safer place for a sergeant. You can send the men up forward to win glory. You’ve spoiled my dinner. It won’t go down, I know it, not a bite.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Don’t take it to heart. Don’t let it spoil your appetite. Just keep behind the lines. Here, take a drink of schnapps, man. (She hands him the bottle)

THE RECRUITER (has taken Eilif’s arm and is pulling him away toward the rear):  A bonus of ten guilders, and you’ll be a brave man and you’ll fight for the king, and the women will tear each other’s hair out over you. And you can clout me one on the kisser for insulting you. (Both go out)

(Mute Kattrin jumps down from the wagon and emits raucous sounds)
MOTHER COURAGE:  Just a minute, Kattrin, just a minute. The sergeant’s paying up. (Bites the half guilder) I’m always suspicious of money. I’m a burnt child, sergeant. But your coin is good. And now we’ll be going. Where’s Eilif?

SWISS CHEESE:  He’s gone with the recruiter.

MOTHER COURAGE:  (stands motionless, then) You simple soul. (To Kattrin) I know. You can’t talk, you couldn’t help it.

THE SERGEANT:  You could do with a drink yourself, mother. That’s the way it goes. Soldiering isn’t the worst thing in the world. You want to live 
off the war, but you want to keep you and yours out of it. Is that it?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Now you’ll have to pull with your brother, Kattrin.

(Brother and sister harness themselves to the wagon and start pulling. Mother Courage walks beside them. The wagon rolls off)
THE SERGEANT (looking after them):  

If you want the war to work for you 

you’ve got to give the war its due.

2

In 1625 and 1626 Mother Courage crosses Poland in the train of the Swedish armies. Outside the fortress of Wallhof she meets her son again.—A capon is successfully sold, the brave son’s fortunes are at their zenith.

The general’s tent. 

Beside it the kitchen. The thunder of cannon. The cook is arguing with Mother Courage, who is trying to sell him a capon.

THE COOK:  Sixty hellers for that pathetic bird?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Pathetic bird? You mean this plump beauty? Are you trying to tell me that a general who’s the biggest eater for miles around—God help you if you haven’t got anything for his dinner—can’t afford a measly sixty hellers?

THE COOK:  I can get a dozen like it for ten hellers right around the corner.

MOTHER COURAGE:  What, you’ll find a capon like this right around the 
corner? With a siege on and everybody so starved you can see right through them. Maybe you’ll scare up a rat, maybe, I say, ’cause they’ve all been eaten, I’ve seen five men chasing a starved rat for hours. Fifty hellers for a giant capon in the middle of a siege.

THE COOK:  We’re not besieged; they are. We’re the besiegers, can’t you get that through your head?

MOTHER COURAGE:  But we haven’t got anything to eat either, in fact we’ve got less than the people in the city. They’ve hauled it all inside. I hear their life is one big orgy. And look at us. I’ve been around to the peasants, they haven’t got a thing.

THE COOK:  They’ve got plenty. They hide it.

MOTHER COURAGE (triumphantly):  Oh, no! They’re ruined, that’s what they are. They’re starving. I’ve seen them. They’re so hungry they’re digging up roots. They lick their fingers when they’ve eaten a boiled strap. That’s the situation. And here I’ve got a capon and I’m supposed to let it go for forty hellers.

THE COOK:  Thirty, not forty. Thirty, I said.

MOTHER COURAGE:  It’s no common capon. They tell me this bird was so talented that he wouldn’t eat unless they played music, he had his own favorite march. He could add and subtract, that’s how intelligent he was. And you’re trying to tell me forty hellers is too much. The general will bite your head off if there’s nothing to eat.

THE COOK:  You know what I’m going to do? (He takes a piece of beef and sets his knife to it) Here I’ve got a piece of beef. I’ll roast it. Think it over. This is your last chance.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Roast and be damned. It’s a year old.

THE COOK:  A day old. That ox was running around only yesterday afternoon, I saw him with my own eyes.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Then he must have stunk on the hoof.

THE COOK:  I’ll cook it five hours if I have to. We’ll see if it’s still tough. (He cuts into it)

MOTHER COURAGE:  Use plenty of pepper, maybe the general won’t notice the stink.

(The general, a chaplain and Eilif enter the tent)
THE GENERAL (slapping Eilif on the back):  All right, son, into your general’s tent you go, you’ll sit at my right hand. You’ve done a heroic deed and you’re a pious trooper, because this is a war of religion and what you did was done for God, that’s what counts with me. I’ll reward you with a gold bracelet when I take the city. We come here to save their souls and what do those filthy, shameless peasants do? They drive their cattle away. And they stuff their priests with meat, front and back. But you taught them a lesson. Here’s a tankard of red wine for you. (He pours) We’ll down it in one gulp. (They do so) None for the chaplain, he’s got his religion. What would you like for dinner, sweetheart?

EILIF:  A scrap of meat. Why not?

THE GENERAL:  Cook! Meat!

THE COOK:  And now he brings company when there’s nothing to eat.

(Wanting to listen, Mother Courage makes him stop talking)
EILIF:  Cutting down peasants whets the appetite.

MOTHER COURAGE:  God, it’s my Eilif.

THE COOK:  Who?

MOTHER COURAGE:  My eldest. I haven’t seen hide nor hair of him in two years, he was stolen from me on the highway. He must be in good if the general invites him to dinner, and what have you got to offer? Nothing. Did you hear what the general’s guest wants for dinner? Meat? Take my advice, snap up this capon. The price is one guilder.

THE GENERAL (has sat down with Eilif. Bellows):  Food, Lamb, you lousy, 
no-good cook, or I’ll kill you.

THE COOK:  All right, hand it over. This is extortion.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I thought it was a pathetic bird.

THE COOK:  Pathetic is the word. Hand it over. Fifty hellers! It’s highway robbery.

MOTHER COURAGE:  One guilder, I say. For my eldest son, the general’s honored guest, I spare no expense.

THE COOK (gives her the money):  Then pluck it at least while I make the fire.

MOTHER COURAGE (sits down to pluck the capon):  Won’t he be glad to see me? He’s my brave, intelligent son. I’ve got a stupid one too, but he’s honest. The girl’s a total loss. But at least she doesn’t talk, that’s something.

THE GENERAL:  Take another drink, son, it’s my best Falerno, I’ve only got another barrel or two at the most, but it’s worth it to see that there’s still some true faith in my army. The good shepherd here just looks on, all he knows how to do is preach. Can he do anything? No. And now, Eilif my son, tell us all about it, how cleverly you hoodwinked those peasants and captured those twenty head of cattle. I hope they’ll be here soon.

EILIF:  Tomorrow. Maybe the day after.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Isn’t my Eilif considerate, not bringing those oxen in until tomorrow, or you wouldn’t have even said hello to my capon.

EILIF:  Well, it was like this: I heard the peasants were secretly—mostly at night—rounding up the oxen they’d hidden in a certain forest. The city people had arranged to come and get them. I let them round the oxen up, I figured they’d find them easier than I would. I made my men ravenous for meat, put them on short rations for two days until their mouths watered if they even heard a word beginning with me . . . like measles.

THE GENERAL:  That was clever of you.

EILIF:  Maybe. The rest was a pushover. Except the peasants had clubs and there were three times more of them and they fell on us like bloody murder. Four of them drove me into a clump of bushes, they knocked my sword out of my hand and yelled: Surrender! Now what’ll I do, I says to myself, they’ll make hash out of me.

THE GENERAL:  What did you do?

EILIF:  I laughed.

THE GENERAL:  You laughed?

EILIF:  I laughed. Which led to a conversation. The first thing you know, I’m bargaining. Twenty guilders is too much for that ox, I say, how about fifteen? Like I’m meaning to pay. They’re flummoxed, they scratch their heads. Quick, I reach for my sword and mow them down. Necessity knows no law. See what I mean?

THE GENERAL:  What do you say to that, shepherd?

CHAPLAIN:  Strictly speaking, that maxim is not in the Bible. But our Lord was able to turn five loaves into five hundred. So there was no question of poverty; he could tell people to love their neighbors because their bellies were full. Nowadays it’s different.

THE GENERAL (laughs):  Very different. All right, you Pharisee, take a swig. (To Eilif) You mowed them down, splendid, so my fine troops could have
a decent bite to eat. Doesn’t the Good Book say: “Whatsoever thou doest for the least of my brethren, thou doest for me”? And what have you done for them? You’ve got them a good chunk of beef for their dinner. They’re not used to moldy crusts; in the old days they had a helmetful of white bread and wine before they went out to fight for God.

EILIF:  Yes, I reached for my sword and I mowed them down.

THE GENERAL:  You’re a young Caesar. You deserve to see the king.

EILIF:  I have, in the distance. He shines like a light. He’s my ideal.

THE GENERAL:  You’re something like him already, Eilif. I know the worth of a brave soldier like you. When I find one, I treat him like my own son. (He leads him to the map) Take a look at the situation, Eilif; we’ve still got a long way to go.

MOTHER COURAGE (who has been listening starts plucking her capon furiously):  He must be a rotten general.

THE COOK:  Eats like a pig, but why rotten?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Because he needs brave soldiers, that’s why. If he planned his campaigns right, what would he need brave soldiers for? The run-of-the-mill would do. Take it from me, whenever you find a lot of virtues, it shows that something’s wrong.

THE COOK:  I’d say it proves that something is all right.

MOTHER COURAGE:  No, that something’s wrong. See, when a general or a
king is real stupid and leads his men up shit creek, his troops need
courage, that’s a virtue. If he’s stingy and doesn’t hire enough soldiers,
they’ve all got to be Herculeses. And if he’s a slob and lets everything go
to pot, they’ve got to be as sly as serpents or they’re done for. And if he’s always expecting too much of them, they need an extra dose of loyalty.
A country that’s run right, or a good king or a good general, doesn’t
need any of these virtues. You don’t need virtues in a decent country, the people can all be perfectly ordinary, medium-bright, and cowards too for my money.

THE GENERAL:  I bet your father was a soldier.

EILIF:  A great soldier, I’m told. My mother warned me about it. Makes me think of a song.

THE GENERAL:  Sing it! (Bellowing) Where’s that food!

EILIF:  It’s called: The Song of the Old Wife and the Soldier. (He sings, doing a war dance with his saber)

A gun or a pike, they can kill who they like

And the torrent will swallow a wader

You had better think twice before battling with ice

Said the old wife to the soldier.

Cocking his rifle he leapt to his feet

Laughing for joy as he heard the drum beat

The wars cannot hurt me, he told her.

He shouldered his gun and he picked up his knife

To see the wide world. That’s the soldier’s life.

Those were the words of the soldier.

Ah, deep will they lie who wise counsel defy

Learn wisdom from those that are older

Oh, don’t venture too high or you’ll fall from the sky

Said the old wife to the soldier.

But the young soldier with knife and with gun

Only laughed a cold laugh and stepped into the run.

The water can’t hurt me, he told her.

And when the moon on the rooftop shines white

We’ll be coming back. You can pray for that night.

Those were the words of the soldier.

MOTHER COURAGE (in the kitchen, continues the song, beating a pot with a spoon):

Like the smoke you’ll be gone and no warmth linger on

And your deeds only leave me the colder!

Oh, see the smoke race. Oh, dear God keep him safe!

That’s what she said of the soldier.

EILIF:  What’s that?

MOTHER COURAGE (goes on singing):

And the young soldier with knife and with gun

Was swept from his feet till he sank in the run

And the torrent swallowed the waders.

Cold shone the moon on the rooftop white

But the soldier was carried away with the ice

And what was it she heard from the soldiers?

Like the smoke he was gone and no warmth lingered on

And his deeds only left her the colder.

Ah, deep will they lie who wise counsel defy!

That’s what she said to the soldiers.

THE GENERAL:  What do they think they’re doing in my kitchen?

EILIF (has gone into the kitchen. He embraces his mother):  Mother! It’s you! Where are the others?

MOTHER COURAGE (in his arms):  Snug as a bug in a rug. Swiss Cheese is paymaster of the Second Regiment; at least he won’t be fighting, I couldn’t keep him out altogether.

EILIF:  And how about your feet?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Well, it’s hard getting my shoes on in the morning.

THE GENERAL (has joined them):  Ah, so you’re his mother. I hope you’ve got more sons for me like this fellow here.

EILIF:  Am I lucky! There you’re sitting in the kitchen hearing your son being praised.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I heard it all right! (She gives him a slap in the face)

EILIF (holding his cheek):  For capturing the oxen?

MOTHER COURAGE:  No. For not surrendering when the four of them were threatening to make hash out of you! Didn’t I teach you to take care of yourself? You Finnish devil!

(The general and the chaplain laugh)
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Three years later Mother Courage and parts of a Finnish regiment are taken prisoner. She is able to save her daughter and her wagon, but her honest son dies.

Army camp.

Afternoon. On a pole the regimental flag. Mother Courage has stretched a clothesline between her wagon, on which all sorts of merchandise is hung in display, and a large cannon. She and Kattrin are folding washing and piling it on the cannon. At the same time she is negotiating with an ordnance officer over a sack of bullets. Swiss Cheese, now in the uniform of a paymaster, is looking on. A pretty woman, Yvette Pottier, is sitting with a glass of brandy in front of her, sewing a gaudy-colored hat. She is in her stocking feet, her red high-heeled shoes are on the ground beside her.

THE ORDNANCE OFFICER:  I’ll let you have these bullets for two guilders. It’s cheap, I need the money, because the colonel’s been drinking with the officers for two days and we’re out of liquor.

MOTHER COURAGE:  That’s ammunition for the troops. If it’s found here, I’ll be court-martialed. You punks sell their bullets and the men have nothing to shoot at the enemy.

THE ORDNANCE OFFICER:  Don’t be hard-hearted, you scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’m not taking any army property. Not at that price.

THE ORDNANCE OFFICER:  You can sell it for five guilders, maybe eight, to the ordnance officer of the Fourth before the day is out, if you’re quiet about it and give him a receipt for twelve. He hasn’t an ounce of ammunition left.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Why don’t you do it yourself?

THE ORDNANCE OFFICER:  Because I don’t trust him, he’s a friend of mine.

MOTHER COURAGE (takes the sack):  Hand it over. (To Kattrin) Take it back there and pay him one and a half guilders. (In response to the ordnance officer’s protest) One and a half guilders, I say. (Kattrin drags the sack behind the wagon, the ordnance officer follows her. Mother Courage to Swiss 
Cheese) Here’s your underdrawers, take good care of them, this is October, 
might be coming on fall, I don’t say it will be, because I’ve learned that nothing is sure to happen the way we think, not even the seasons. But whatever happens, your regimental funds have to be in order. Are your funds in order?

SWISS CHEESE:  Yes, mother.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Never forget that they made you paymaster because you’re honest and not brave like your brother, and especially because you’re too simple-minded to get the idea of making off with the money. That’s a comfort to me. And don’t go mislaying your drawers.

SWISS CHEESE:  No, mother. I’ll put them under my mattress. (Starts to go)
ORDNANCE OFFICER:  I’ll go with you, paymaster.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Just don’t teach him any of your tricks.

(Without saying good-bye the ordnance officer goes out with Swiss Cheese)
YVETTE (waves her hand after the ordnance officer):  You might say good-bye, officer.

MOTHER COURAGE (to Yvette):  I don’t like to see those two together. He’s not the right kind of company for my Swiss Cheese. But the war’s getting along pretty well. More countries are joining in all the time, it can go on for another four, five years, easy. With a little planning ahead, I can do good business if I’m careful. Don’t you know you shouldn’t drink in the morning with your sickness?

YVETTE:  Who says I’m sick, it’s slander.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Everybody says so.

YVETTE:  Because they’re all liars. Mother Courage, I’m desperate. They all keep out of my way like I’m a rotten fish on account of those lies. What’s the good of fixing my hat? (She throws it down) That’s why I drink in the morning, I never used to, I’m getting crow’s-feet, but it doesn’t matter now. In the Second Finnish Regiment they all know me. I should have stayed home when my first love walked out on me. Pride isn’t for the likes of us. If we can’t put up with shit, we’re through.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Just don’t start in on your Pieter and how it all happened in front of my innocent daughter.

YVETTE:  She’s just the one to hear it, it’ll harden her against love.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Nothing can harden them.

YVETTE:  Then I’ll talk about it because it makes me feel better. It begins with my growing up in fair Flanders, because if I hadn’t I’d never have laid eyes on him and I wouldn’t be here in Poland now, because he was an army cook, blond, a Dutchman, but skinny. Kattrin, watch out for the skinny ones, 
but I didn’t know that then, and another thing I didn’t know is that he 
had another girl even then, and they all called him Pete the Pipe, because he didn’t even take his pipe out of his mouth when he was doing it, that’s all it meant to him. (She sings the Song of Fraternization)

When I was only sixteen

The foe came into our land.

He laid aside his sabre

And with a smile he took my hand.

After the May parade

The May light starts to fade.

The regiment dressed by the right

Then drums were beaten, that’s the drill.

The foe took us behind the hill

And fraternized all night.

There were so many foes came

And mine worked in the mess.

I loathed him in the daytime.

At night I loved him none the less.

After the May parade

The May light starts to fade.

The regiment dressed by the right

Then drums were beaten, that’s the drill.

The foe took us behind the hill

And fraternized all night.

The love which came upon me

Was wished on me by fate.

My friends could never grasp why

I found it hard to share their hate.

The fields were wet with dew

When sorrow first I knew.

The regiment dressed by the right

Then drums were beaten, that’s the drill

And then the foe, my lover still

Went marching from our sight.

Well, I followed him, but I never found him. That was five years ago. (She goes behind the wagon with an unsteady gait)

MOTHER COURAGE:  You’ve left your hat.

YVETTE:  Anybody that wants it can have it.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Let that be a lesson to you, Kattrin. Have no truck with soldiers. It’s love that makes the world go round, so you’d better watch out. Even with a civilian it’s no picnic. He says he’d kiss the ground you put your little feet on, talking of feet, did you wash yours yesterday, and then you’re his slave. Be glad you’re dumb, that way you’ll never contradict yourself or want to bite your tongue off because you’ve told the truth, it’s a gift of God to be dumb. Here comes the general’s cook, I wonder what he wants.

(The cook and the chaplain enter)
THE CHAPLAIN:  I’ve got a message for you from your son Eilif. The cook here thought he’d come along, he’s taken a shine to you.

THE COOK:  I only came to get a breath of air.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You can always do that here if you behave, and if you don’t, I can handle you. Well, what does he want? I’ve got no money to spare.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Actually he wanted me to see his brother, the paymaster.

MOTHER COURAGE:  He’s not here any more, or anywhere else either. He’s not his brother’s paymaster. I don’t want him leading him into temptation and being smart at his expense. (Gives him money from the bag slung around her waist) Give him this, it’s a sin, he’s speculating on mother love and he ought to be ashamed.

THE COOK:  He won’t do it much longer, then he’ll be marching off with his regiment, maybe to his death, you never can tell. Better make it a little more, you’ll be sorry later. You women are hard-hearted, but afterwards you’re sorry. A drop of brandy wouldn’t have cost much when it was wanted, but it wasn’t given, and later, for all you know, he’ll be lying in the cold ground and you can’t dig him up again.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Don’t be sentimental, cook. There’s nothing wrong with dying in battle, it’s a blessing, and I’ll tell you why. This is a war of religion. Not a common war, but a war for the faith, and therefore pleasing to God.

THE COOK:  That’s a fact. In a way you could call it a war, because of the extortion and killing and looting, not to mention a bit of rape, but it’s a war of religion, which makes it different from all other wars, that’s obvious. But it makes a man thirsty all the same, you’ve got to admit that.

THE CHAPLAIN (to Mother Courage, pointing at the cook):  I tried to discourage him, but he says you’ve turned his head, he sees you in his dreams.

THE COOK (lights a short-stemmed pipe):  All I want is a glass of brandy from your fair hand, nothing more sinful. I’m already so shocked by the jokes the chaplain’s been telling me, I bet I’m still red in the face.

MOTHER COURAGE:  And him a clergyman! I’d better give you fellows something to drink or you’ll be making me immoral propositions just to pass the time.
THE CHAPLAIN:  This is temptation, said the deacon, and succumbed to it. (Turning toward Kattrin as he leaves) And who is this delightful young lady?

MOTHER COURAGE:  She’s not delightful, she’s a respectable young lady.

(The chaplain and the cook go behind the wagon with Mother Courage. Kattrin looks after them, then she walks away from the washing and approaches the hat. She picks it up, sits down and puts on the red shoes. From the rear Mother Courage is heard talking politics with the chaplain and the cook)
MOTHER COURAGE:  The Poles here in Poland shouldn’t have butted in. All right, our king marched his army into their country. But instead of keeping the peace, the Poles start butting into their own affairs and attack the king while he’s marching quietly through the landscape. That was a breach of the peace and the blood is on their head.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Our king had only one thing in mind: freedom. The emperor had everybody under his yoke, the Poles as much as the Germans; the king had to set them free.

THE COOK:  I see it this way, your brandy’s first-rate, I can see why I liked your face, but we were talking about the king. This freedom he was trying to introduce into Germany cost him a fortune, he had to levy a salt tax in Sweden, which, as I said, cost the poor people a fortune. Then he had to put the Germans in jail and break them on the rack because they liked being the emperor’s slaves. Oh yes, the king made short shrift of anybody that 
didn’t want to be free. In the beginning he only wanted to protect Poland against wicked people, especially the emperor, but the more he ate the more he wanted, and pretty soon he was protecting all of Germany. But the Germans didn’t take it lying down and the king got nothing but trouble for all his kindness and expense, which he naturally had to defray from taxes, which made for bad blood, but that didn’t discourage him. He had one thing in his favor, the word of God, which was lucky, because otherwise people would have said he was doing it all for himself and what he hoped to get out of it. As it was, he always had a clear conscience and that was all he really cared about.

MOTHER COURAGE:  It’s easy to see you’re not a Swede, or you wouldn’t talk like that about the Hero-King.

THE CHAPLAIN:  You’re eating his bread, aren’t you?

THE COOK:  I don’t eat his bread, I bake it.

MOTHER COURAGE:  He can’t be defeated because his men believe in him. (Earnestly) When you listen to the big wheels talk, they’re making war for reasons of piety, in the name of everything that’s fine and noble. But when you take another look, you see that they’re not so dumb; they’re making war for profit. If they weren’t, the small fry like me wouldn’t have anything to do with it.

THE COOK:  That’s a fact.

THE CHAPLAIN:  And it wouldn’t hurt you as a Dutchman to take a look at that flag up there before you express opinions in Poland.

MOTHER COURAGE:  We’re all good Protestants here! Prosit!

(Kattrin has started strutting about with Yvette’s hat on, imitating Yvette’s gait.)
(Suddenly cannon fire and shots are heard. Drums. Mother Courage, the cook and the chaplain run out from behind the wagon, the two men still with glasses in hand. The ordnance officer and a soldier rush up to the cannon and try to push it away)
MOTHER COURAGE:  What’s going on? Let me get my washing first, you lugs. (She tries to rescue her washing)

THE ORDNANCE OFFICER:  The Catholics. They’re attacking. I don’t know as we’ll get away. (To the soldier) Get rid of the gun! (Runs off)

THE COOK:  Christ, I’ve got to find the general. Courage, I’ll be back for a little chat in a day or two. (Rushes out)

MOTHER COURAGE:  Stop, you’ve forgotten your pipe.

THE COOK (from the distance):  Keep it for me! I’ll need it.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Just when we were making a little money!
THE CHAPLAIN:  Well, I guess I’ll be going too. It might be dangerous though, with the enemy so close. Blessed are the peaceful is the best motto in wartime. If only I had a cloak to cover up with.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’m not lending any cloaks, not on your life. I’ve had bitter experience in that line.
THE CHAPLAIN:  But my religion puts me in special danger.

MOTHER COURAGE (bringing him a cloak):  It’s against my better conscience. And now run along.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Thank you kindly, you’ve got a good heart. But maybe I’d better sit here a while. The enemy might get suspicious if they see me 
running.

MOTHER COURAGE (to the soldier):  Leave it lay, you fool, you won’t get paid extra. I’ll take care of it for you, you’d only get killed.

THE SOLDIER (running away):  I tried. You’re my witness.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’ll swear it on the Bible. (Sees her daughter with the hat) What are you doing with that floozy hat? Take it off, have you gone out of your mind? Now of all times, with the enemy on top of us? (She tears the hat off Kattrin’s head) You want them to find you and make a whore out of you? And those shoes! Take them off, you woman of Babylon! (She tries to pull them off) Jesus Christ, chaplain, make her take those shoes off! I’ll be right back. (She runs to the wagon)

YVETTE (enters, powdering her face):   What’s this I hear? The Catholics are coming? Where’s my hat? Who’s been stamping on it? I can’t be seen like this if the Catholics are coming. What’ll they think of me? I haven’t even got a mirror. (To the chaplain) How do I look? Too much powder?
THE CHAPLAIN:  Just right.

YVETTE:  And where are my red shoes? (She doesn’t see them because Kattrin hides her feet under her skirt) I left them here. I’ve got to get back to my tent. In my bare feet. It’s disgraceful! (Goes out)

(Swiss Cheese runs in carrying a small box)
MOTHER COURAGE (Comes out with her hands full of ashes. To Kattrin):   Ashes. (To Swiss Cheese) What you got there?

SWISS CHEESE:  The regimental funds.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Throw it away! No more paymastering for you.

SWISS CHEESE:  I’m responsible for it. (He goes rear)

MOTHER COURAGE (to the chaplain):  Take your clergyman’s coat off, chaplain, or they’ll recognize you, cloak or no cloak. (She rubs Kattrin’s face with ashes) Hold still! There. With a little dirt you’ll be safe. What a mess! The sentries were drunk. Hide your light under a bushel, as the Good Book says. When a soldier, especially a Catholic, sees a clean face, she’s a whore before she knows it. Nobody feeds them for weeks. When they finally loot some provisions, the next thing they want is women. That’ll do it. Let me look at you. Not bad. Like you’d been wallowing in a pigsty. Stop shaking. You’re safe now. (To Swiss Cheese) What did you do with the cashbox?

SWISS CHEESE:  I thought I’d put it in the wagon.

MOTHER COURAGE (horrified):  What! In my wagon? Of all the sinful stupidity! If my back is turned for half a second! They’ll hang us all!

SWISS CHEESE:  Then I’ll put it somewhere else, or I’ll run away with it.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You’ll stay right here. It’s too late.
THE CHAPLAIN (still changing, comes forward):  Heavens, the flag!

MOTHER COURAGE (takes down the regimental flag):  Bozhe moi! I’m so used to it I don’t see it. Twenty-five years I’ve had it.

(The cannon fire grows louder)

(Morning, three days later. The cannon is gone. Mother Courage, Kattrin, the chaplain and Swiss Cheese are sitting dejectedly over a meal)
SWISS CHEESE:  This is the third day I’ve been sitting here doing nothing; the sergeant has always been easy on me, but now he must be starting to wonder: where can Swiss Cheese be with the cashbox?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Be glad they haven’t tracked you down.
THE CHAPLAIN:  What about me? I can’t hold a service here either. The Good Book says: “Whosoever hath a full heart, his tongue runneth over.” Heaven help me if mine runneth over.

MOTHER COURAGE:  That’s the way it is. Look what I’ve got on my hands: one with a religion and one with a cashbox. I don’t know which is worse.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Tell yourself that we’re in the hands of God.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I don’t think we’re that bad off, but all the same I can’t sleep at night. If it weren’t for you, Swiss Cheese, it’d be easier. I think I’ve put myself in the clear. I told them I was against the antichrist; he’s a Swede with horns, I told them, and I’d noticed the left horn was kind of worn down. 
I interrupted the questioning to ask where I could buy holy candles cheap. I knew what to say because Swiss Cheese’s father was a Catholic and he used to make jokes about it. They didn’t really believe me, but their regiment had no provisioner, so they looked the other way. Maybe we stand to gain. We’re prisoners, but so are lice on a dog.

THE CHAPLAIN:  This milk is good. Though there’s not very much of it or of anything else. Maybe we’ll have to cut down on our Swedish appetites. But such is the lot of the vanquished.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Who’s vanquished? Victory and defeat don’t always mean the same thing to the big wheels up top and the small fry underneath. Not by a long shot. In some cases defeat is a blessing to the small fry. Honor’s lost, but nothing else. One time in Livonia our general got such a shellacking from the enemy that in the confusion I laid hands on a beautiful white horse from the baggage train. That horse pulled my wagon for seven months, until we had a victory and they checked up. On the whole, you can say that victory and defeat cost us plain people plenty. The best thing for us is when politics gets bogged down. (To Swiss Cheese) Eat!

SWISS CHEESE:  I’ve lost my appetite. How’s the sergeant going to pay the men?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Troops never get paid when they’re running away.

SWISS CHEESE:  But they’ve got it coming to them. If they’re not paid, they don’t need to run. Not a step.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Swiss Cheese, you’re too conscientious, it almost frightens me. I brought you up to be honest, because you’re not bright, but somewhere it’s got to stop. And now me and the chaplain are going 
to buy a Catholic flag and some meat. Nobody can buy meat like the chaplain, he goes into a trance and heads straight for the best piece, I guess it makes his mouth water and that shows him the way. At least they let 
me carry on my business. Nobody cares about a shopkeeper’s religion, all they want to know is the price. Protestant pants are as warm as any other kind.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Like the friar said when somebody told him the Lutherans were going to stand the whole country on its head. They’ll always need beggars, he says. (Mother Courage disappears into the wagon) But she’s worried about that cashbox. They’ve taken no notice of us so far, they think we’re all part of the wagon, but how long can that go on?

SWISS CHEESE:  I can take it away.

THE CHAPLAIN:  That would be almost more dangerous. What if somebody sees you? They’ve got spies. Yesterday morning, just as I’m relieving myself, one of them jumps out of the ditch. I was so scared I almost let out a prayer. That would have given me away. I suppose they think they can tell a Protestant by the smell of his shit. He was a little runt with a patch over one eye.

MOTHER COURAGE (climbing down from the wagon with a basket):  Look
what I’ve found. You shameless slut! (She holds up the red shoes triumphantly) Yvette’s red shoes! She’s swiped them in cold blood. It’s your fault. Who told her she was a delightful young lady? (She puts them into the basket) I’m giving them back. Stealing Yvette’s shoes! She ruins herself for money, that I can understand. But you’d like to do it free of charge, for pleasure. I’ve told you, you’ll have to wait for peace. No soldiers! Just wait for peace with your worldly ways.

THE CHAPLAIN:  She doesn’t seem very worldly to me.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Too worldly for me. In Dalarna she was like a stone, which is all they’ve got around there. The people used to say: We don’t see the cripple. That’s the way I like it. That way she’s safe. (To Swiss Cheese) You leave that box where it is, hear? And keep an eye on your sister, she needs it. The two of you will be the death of me. I’d sooner take care of a bag of fleas. (She goes off with the chaplain. Kattrin starts clearing away the dishes)
SWISS CHEESE:  Won’t be many more days when I can sit in the sun in my shirtsleeves. (Kattrin points to a tree) Yes, the leaves are all yellow. (Kattrin asks him, by means of gestures, whether he wants a drink) Not now. I’m thinking. (Pause) She says she can’t sleep. I’d better get the cashbox out of here, I’ve found a hiding place. All right, get me a drink. (Kattrin goes behind the wagon) I’ll hide it in the rabbit hole down by the river until I can take it away. Maybe late tonight. I’ll go get it and take it to the regiment. I wonder how far they’ve run in three days? Won’t the sergeant be surprised! Well, Swiss Cheese, this is a pleasant disappointment, that’s what he’ll say. I trust you with the regimental cashbox and you bring it back.

(As Kattrin comes out from behind the wagon with a glass of brandy, she comes face to face with two men. One is a sergeant. The other removes his hat and swings it through the air in a ceremonious greeting. He has a patch over one eye)
THE MAN WITH THE PATCH:  Good morning, my dear. Have you by any chance seen a man from the headquarters of the Second Finnish Regiment?

(Scared out of her wits, Kattrin runs front, spilling the brandy. The two exchange looks and withdraw after seeing Swiss Cheese sitting there)
SWISS CHEESE (starting up from his thoughts):  You’ve spilled half of it. What’s the fuss about? Poke yourself in the eye? I don’t understand you. I’m getting out of here, I’ve made up my mind, it’s best. (He stands up. She does everything she can think of to call his attention to the danger. He only evades her) I wish I could understand you. Poor thing, I know you’re trying to tell me something, you just can’t say it. Don’t worry about spilling the brandy, I’ll be drinking plenty more. What’s one glass? (He takes the cashbox out of the wagon and hides it under his jacket) I’ll be right back. Let me go, you’re making me angry. I know you mean well. If only you could talk.

(When she tries to hold him back, he kisses her and tears himself away. He goes out. She is desperate, she races back and forth, uttering short inarticulate sounds. The chaplain and Mother Courage come back. Kattrin gesticulates wildly at her mother)
MOTHER COURAGE:  What’s the matter? You’re all upset. Has somebody hurt you? Where’s Swiss Cheese? Tell it to me in order, Kattrin. Your mother understands you. What, the no-good’s taken the cashbox? I’ll hit him over the head with it, the sneak. Take your time, don’t talk nonsense, use your hands, I don’t like it when you howl like a dog, what did the chaplain think? It gives him the creeps. A one-eyed man?

THE CHAPLAIN:  The one-eyed man is a spy. Did they arrest Swiss Cheese? (Kattrin shakes her head and shrugs her shoulders) We’re done for.

MOTHER COURAGE (takes a Catholic flag out of her basket. The chaplain fastens it to the flagpole):  Hoist the new flag!

THE CHAPLAIN (bitterly):  All good Catholics here.

(Voices are heard from the rear. The two men bring in Swiss Cheese)
SWISS CHEESE:  Let me go, I haven’t got anything. Stop twisting my shoulder, I’m innocent.

THE SERGEANT:  He belongs here. You know each other.

MOTHER COURAGE:  What makes you think that?

SWISS CHEESE:  I don’t know them. I don’t even know who they are. I had a meal here, it cost me ten hellers. Maybe you saw me sitting here, it was too salty.

THE SERGEANT:  Who are you anyway?

MOTHER COURAGE:  We’re respectable people. And it’s true. He had a meal here. He said it was too salty.

THE SERGEANT:  Are you trying to tell me you don’t know each other?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Why should I know him? I don’t know everybody. I don’t ask people what their name is or if they’re heathens; if they pay, they’re not heathens. Are you a heathen?

SWISS CHEESE:  Of course not.

THE CHAPLAIN:  He ate his meal and he behaved himself. He didn’t open his mouth except when he was eating. Then you have to.

THE SERGEANT:  And who are you?

MOTHER COURAGE:  He’s only my bartender. You gentlemen must be thirsty, I’ll get you a drink of brandy, you must be hot and tired.

THE SERGEANT:  We don’t drink on duty. (To Swiss Cheese) You were carrying something. You must have hidden it by the river. You had something under your jacket when you left here.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Was it really him?

SWISS CHEESE:  I think you must have seen somebody else. I saw a man running with something under his jacket. You’ve got the wrong man.

MOTHER COURAGE:  That’s what I think too, it’s a misunderstanding. These things happen. I’m a good judge of people, I’m Mother Courage, you’ve heard of me, everybody knows me. Take it from me, this man has an honest face.

THE SERGEANT:  We’re looking for the cashbox of the Second Finnish Regiment. We know what the man in charge of it looks like. We’ve been after him for two days. You’re him.

SWISS CHEESE:  I’m not.

THE SERGEANT:  Hand it over. If you don’t you’re a goner, you know that. Where is it?

MOTHER COURAGE (with urgency):  He’d hand it over, wouldn’t he, knowing he was a goner if he didn’t? I’ve got it, he’d say, take it, you’re stronger. He’s not that stupid. Speak up, you stupid idiot, the sergeant’s giving you a chance.

SWISS CHEESE:  But I haven’t got it.

THE SERGEANT:  In that case come along. We’ll get it out of you. (They lead him away)

MOTHER COURAGE (shouts after them):  He’d tell you. He’s not that stupid. And don’t twist his shoulder off! (Runs after them)

(The same evening. The chaplain and mute Kattrin are washing dishes and scouring knives)
THE CHAPLAIN:  That boy’s in trouble. There are cases like that in the Bible. Take the Passion of our Lord and Saviour. There’s an old song about it. (He sings the Song of the Hours)

In the first hour Jesus mild

Who had prayed since even

Was betrayed and led before

Pontius the heathen.

Pilate found him innocent

Free from fault and error.

Therefore, having washed his hands

Sent him to King Herod.

In the third hour he was scourged

Stripped and clad in scarlet

And a plaited crown of thorns

Set upon his forehead.

On the Son of Man they spat

Mocked him and made merry.

Then the cross of death was brought

Given him to carry.

At the sixth hour with two thieves

To the cross they nailed him

And the people and the thieves

Mocked him and reviled him.

This is Jesus King of Jews

Cried they in derision

Till the sun withdrew its light

From that awful vision.

At the ninth hour Jesus wailed

Why hast thou me forsaken?

Soldiers brought him vinegar

Which he left untaken.

Then he yielded up the ghost

And the earth was shaken.

Rended was the temple’s veil

And the saints were wakened.

Soldiers broke the two thieves’ legs

As the night descended

Thrust a spear in Jesus’ side

When his life had ended.

Still they mocked, as from his wound

Flowed the blood and water

Thus blasphemed the Son of Man

With their cruel laughter.

MOTHER COURAGE (enters in a state of agitation):  His life’s at stake. But they say the sergeant will listen to reason. Only it mustn’t come out that he’s our Swiss Cheese, or they’ll say we’ve been giving him aid and comfort. All they want is money. But where will we get the money? Hasn’t Yvette been here? I met her just now, she’s latched onto a colonel, he’s thinking of buying her a provisioner’s business.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Are you really thinking of selling?

MOTHER COURAGE:  How else can I get the money for the sergeant?

THE CHAPLAIN:  But what will you live on?

MOTHER COURAGE:  That’s the hitch.

(Yvette Pottier comes in with a doddering colonel)
YVETTE (embracing Mother Courage):  My dear Mother Courage. Here we are again! (Whispering) He’s willing. (Aloud) This is my dear friend who advises me on business matters. I just chanced to hear that you wish to sell your wagon, due to circumstances. I might be interested.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Mortgage it, not sell it, let’s not be hasty. It’s not so easy to buy a wagon like this in wartime.

YVETTE (disappointed):  Only mortgage it? I thought you wanted to sell it. In that case, I don’t know if I’m interested. (To the colonel) What do you think?

THE COLONEL:  Just as you say, my dear.

MOTHER COURAGE:  It’s only being mortgaged.

YVETTE:  I thought you needed money.

MOTHER COURAGE (firmly):  I need the money, but I’d rather run myself ragged looking for an offer than sell now. The wagon is our livelihood. It’s an opportunity for you, Yvette, God knows when you’ll find another like it and have such a good friend to advise you. See what I mean?

YVETTE:  My friend thinks I should snap it up, but I don’t know. If it’s only being mortgaged . . . Don’t you agree that we ought to buy?

THE COLONEL:  Yes, my dear.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Then you’ll have to look for something that’s for sale, maybe you’ll find something if you take your time and your friend goes around with you. Maybe in a week or two you’ll find the right thing.

YVETTE:  Then we’ll go looking, I love to go looking for things, and I love to go around with you, Poldi, it’s a real pleasure. Even if it takes two weeks. When would you pay the money back if you get it?

MOTHER COURAGE:  I can pay it back in two weeks, maybe one.

YVETTE:  I can’t make up my mind, Poldi, chéri, tell me what to do. (She takes the colonel aside) I know she’s got to sell, that’s definite. The lieutenant, you know who I mean, the blond one, he’d be glad to lend me the money. He’s mad about me, he says I remind him of somebody. What do you think?

THE COLONEL:  Keep away from that lieutenant. He’s no good. He’ll take advantage. Haven’t I told you I’d buy you something, pussykins?

YVETTE:  I can’t accept it from you. But then if you think the lieutenant might take advantage . . . Poldi, I’ll accept it from you.

THE COLONEL:  I hope so.

YVETTE:  Your advice is to take it?

THE COLONEL:  That’s my advice.

YVETTE (goes back to Mother Courage):  My friend advises me to do it. Write me out a receipt, say the wagon belongs to me complete with stock and furnishings when the two weeks are up. We’ll take inventory right now, then I’ll bring you the two hundred guilders. (To the colonel) You go back to camp, I’ll join you in a little while, I’ve got to take inventory, I don’t want anything missing from my wagon. (She kisses him. He leaves. She climbs up in the wagon) I don’t see very many boots.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Yvette. This is no time to inspect your wagon if it is yours. You promised to see the sergeant about my Swiss Cheese, you’ve got to hurry. They say he’s to be court-martialed in an hour.

YVETTE:  Just let me count the shirts.

MOTHER COURAGE (pulls her down by the skirt):  You hyena, it’s Swiss 
Cheese, his life’s at stake. And don’t tell anybody where the offer comes from, in heaven’s name say it’s your gentleman friend, or we’ll all get it, they’ll say we helped him.

YVETTE:  I’ve arranged to meet One-Eye in the woods, he must be there already.

THE CHAPLAIN:  And there’s no need to start out with the whole two hundred, offer a hundred and fifty, that’s plenty.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Is it your money? You just keep out of this. Don’t worry, you’ll get your bread and soup. Go on now and don’t haggle. It’s his life. (She gives Yvette a push to start her on her way)
THE CHAPLAIN:  I didn’t mean to butt in, but what are we going to live on? You’ve got an unemployable daughter on your hands.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You muddlehead, I’m counting on the regimental cashbox. They’ll allow for his expenses, won’t they?
THE CHAPLAIN:  But will she handle it right?

MOTHER COURAGE:  It’s in her own interest. If I spend her two hundred, she gets the wagon. She’s mighty keen on it, how long can she expect to hold on to her colonel? Kattrin, you scour the knives, use pumice. And you, don’t stand around like Jesus on the Mount of Olives, bestir yourself, wash those glasses, we’re expecting at least fifty for dinner, and then it’ll be the same
old story: “Oh my feet, I’m not used to running around, I don’t run around in the pulpit.” I think they’ll set him free. Thank God they’re open to bribery. They’re not wolves, they’re human and out for money. Bribe-taking in humans is the same as mercy in God. It’s our only hope. As long as people take bribes, you’ll have mild sentences and even the innocent will get off once in a while.

YVETTE (comes in panting):  They want two hundred. And we’ve got to be quick. Or it’ll be out of their hands. I’d better take One-Eye to see my colonel right away. He confessed that he’d had the cashbox, they put the thumb screws on him. But he threw it in the river when he saw they were after him. The box is gone. Should I run and get the money from my
colonel?

MOTHER COURAGE:  The box is gone? How will I get my two hundred back?

YVETTE:  Ah, so you thought you could take it out of the cashbox? You thought you’d put one over on me. Forget it. If you want to save Swiss Cheese, you’ll just have to pay, or maybe you’d like me to drop the whole thing and let you keep your wagon?

MOTHER COURAGE:  This is something I hadn’t reckoned with. But don’t 
rush me, you’ll get the wagon, I know it’s down the drain, I’ve had it for seventeen years. Just let me think a second, it’s all so sudden. What’ll I do, I can’t give them two hundred, I guess you should have bargained. If I haven’t got a few guilders to fall back on, I’ll be at the mercy of the first Tom, Dick, or Harry. Say I’ll give them a hundred and twenty, I’ll lose my wagon anyway.

YVETTE:  They won’t go along. One-Eye’s in a hurry, he’s so keyed-up he keeps looking behind him. Hadn’t I better give them the whole two hundred?

MOTHER COURAGE (in despair):  I can’t do it. Thirty years I’ve worked. She’s twenty-five and no husband. I’ve got her to keep too. Don’t needle me, I know what I’m doing. Say a hundred and twenty or nothing doing.

YVETTE:  It’s up to you. (Goes out quickly)

(Mother Courage looks neither at the chaplain nor at her daughter. She sits down to help Kattrin scour the knives)
MOTHER COURAGE:  Don’t break the glasses. They’re not ours any more. Watch what you’re doing, you’ll cut yourself. Swiss Cheese will be back, I’ll pay two hundred if I have to. You’ll have your brother. With eighty guilders we can buy a peddler’s pack and start all over. Worse things have happened.
THE CHAPLAIN:  The Lord will provide.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Rub them dry. (They scour the knives in silence. Suddenly Kattrin runs sobbing behind the wagon)
YVETTE (comes running):  They won’t go along. I warned you. One-Eye wanted to run out on me, he said it was no use. He said we’d hear the drums any minute, meaning he’d been sentenced. I offered a hundred and fifty. He didn’t even bother to shrug his shoulders. When I begged and pleaded, he promised to wait till I’d spoken to you again.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Say I’ll give him the two hundred. Run. (Yvette runs off. They sit in silence. The chaplain has stopped washing the glasses) Maybe I bargained too long. (Drums are heard in the distance. The chaplain stands up and goes to the rear. Mother courage remains seated. It grows dark. The drums stop. It grows light again. Mother Courage has not moved)
YVETTE (enters, very pale):  Now you’ve done it with your haggling and wanting to keep your wagon. Eleven bullets he got, that’s all. I don’t know why I bother with you any more, you don’t deserve it. But I’ve picked up a little information. They don’t believe the cashbox is really in the river. They suspect it’s here and they think you were connected with him. They’re going to bring him here, they think maybe you’ll give yourself away when you see him. I’m warning you: You don’t know him, or you’re all dead ducks. I may as well tell you, they’re right behind me. Should I keep Kattrin out of 
the way? (Mother Courage shakes her head) Does she know? Maybe she didn’t hear the drums or maybe she didn’t understand.

MOTHER COURAGE:  She knows. Get her.

(Yvette brings Kattrin, who goes to her mother and stands beside her. Mother Courage takes her by the hand. Two soldiers come in with a stretcher on which something is lying under a sheet. The sergeant walks beside them. They set the stretcher down)
THE SERGEANT:  We’ve got a man here and we don’t know his name. We need it for the records. He had a meal with you. Take a look, see if you know him. (He removes the sheet) Do you know him?(Mother Courage shakes her head) What? You’d never seen him before he came here for a meal? (Mother Courage shakes her head) Pick him up. Throw him on the dump. Nobody knows him. (They carry him away)
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Mother Courage sings the Song of the Great Capitulation.

Outside an officer’s tent.

Mother Courage is waiting. A clerk looks out of the tent. 

THE CLERK:  I know you. You had a Protestant paymaster at your place, he was hiding. I wouldn’t put in any complaints if I were you.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’m putting in a complaint. I’m innocent. If I take this lying down, it’ll look as if I had a guilty conscience. First they ripped up my whole wagon with their sabers, then they wanted me to pay a fine of five talers for no reason at all.

THE CLERK:  I’m advising you for your own good: Keep your trap shut. We haven’t got many provisioners and we’ll let you keep on with your business, especially if you’ve got a guilty conscience and pay a fine now and then.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’m putting in a complaint.

THE CLERK:  Have it your way. But you’ll have to wait till the captain can see you. (Disappears into the tent)

A YOUNG SOLDIER (enters in a rage):  Bouque la Madonne! Where’s that stinking captain? He embezzled my reward and now he’s drinking it up with his whores. I’m going to get him!

AN OLDER SOLDIER (comes running after him):  Shut up. They’ll put you in the stocks!

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:  Come on out, you crook! I’ll make chops out of you. Embezzling my reward! Who jumps in the river? Not another man in the whole squad, only me. And I can’t even buy myself a beer. I won’t stand for it. Come on out and let me cut you to pieces!

THE OLDER SOLDIER:  Holy Mary! He’ll ruin himself.

MOTHER COURAGE:  They didn’t give him a reward?

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:  Let me go. I’ll run you through too, the more the 
merrier.

THE OLDER SOLDIER:  He saved the colonel’s horse and they didn’t give him a reward. He’s young, he hasn’t been around long.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Let him go, he’s not a dog, you don’t have to tie him up. Wanting a reward is perfectly reasonable. Why else would he distinguish 
himself?

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:  And him drinking in there! You’re all a lot of yellowbellies. I distinguished myself and I want my reward.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Young man, don’t shout at me. I’ve got my own worries and besides, go easy on your voice, you may need it. You’ll be hoarse when the captain comes out, you won’t be able to say boo and he won’t be able to put you in the stocks till you’re blue in the face. People that yell like that don’t last long, maybe half an hour, then they’re so exhausted you have to sing them to sleep.

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:   I’m not exhausted and who wants to sleep? I’m hungry. They make our bread out of acorns and hemp seed, and they skimp on that. He’s whoring away my reward and I’m hungry. I’ll murder him.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I see. You’re hungry. Last year your general made you cut across the fields to trample down the grain. I could have sold a pair of boots for ten guilders if anybody’d had ten guilders and if I’d had any boots. He thought he’d be someplace else this year, but now he’s still here and everybody’s starving. I can see that you might be good and mad.

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:  He can’t do this to me, save your breath, I won’t put up with injustice.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You’re right, but for how long? How long won’t you put up with injustice? An hour? Two hours? You see, you never thought of that, though it’s very important, because it’s miserable in the stocks when it suddenly dawns on you that you can put up with injustice.

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:  I don’t know why I listen to you. Bouque la Madonne! Where’s the captain?

MOTHER COURAGE:  You listen to me because I’m not telling you anything new. You know your temper has gone up in smoke, it was a short temper and you need a long one, but that’s a hard thing to come by.

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:  Are you trying to say I’ve no right to claim any reward?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Not at all. I’m only saying your temper isn’t 
long enough, it won’t get you anywhere. Too bad. If you had a long temper, I’d even egg you on. Chop the bastard up, that’s what I’d say, but suppose you don’t chop him up, because your tail’s drooping and you know it. I’m left standing there like a fool and the captain takes it out on me.

THE OLDER SOLDIER:  You’re right. He’s only blowing off steam.

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:  We’ll see about that. I’ll cut him to pieces. (He draws his sword) When he comes out, I’ll cut him to pieces.

THE CLERK (looks out):  The captain will be here in a moment. Sit down.

(The young soldier sits down)

MOTHER COURAGE:  There he sits. What did I tell you? Sitting, aren’t you? Oh, they know us like a book, they know how to handle us. Sit down! And down we sit. You can’t start a riot sitting down. Better not stand up again, you won’t be able to stand the way you were standing before. Don’t be embarrassed on my account, I’m no better, not a bit of it. We were full of piss and vinegar, but they’ve bought it off. Look at me. No back talk, it’s bad for business. Let me tell you about the great capitulation. (She sings the Song of the Great Capitulation)
When I was young, no more than a spring chicken

I too thought that I was really quite the cheese

(No common peddler’s daughter, not I with my looks and my talent and striving for higher things!)

One little hair in the soup would make me sicken

And at me no man would dare to sneeze.

(It’s all or nothing, no second best for me. I’ve got what it takes, the rules are for somebody else!)

But a chickadee

Sang wait and see!

And you go marching with the show

In step, however fast or slow

And rattle off your little song:

It won’t be long.

And then the whole thing slides.

You think God provides—

But you’ve got it wrong.

And before one single year had wasted

I had learned to swallow down the bitter brew

(Two kids on my hands and the price of bread and who do they take me for anyway!)

Man, the double-edged shellacking that I tasted

On my ass and knees I was when they were through.

(You’ve got to get along with people, one good turn deserves another, no use trying to ram your head through the wall!)

And the chickadee

Sang wait and see!

And she goes marching with the show

In step, however fast or slow

And rattles off her little song:

It won’t be long.

And then the whole thing slides

You think God provides—

But you’ve got it wrong.

I’ve seen many fired by high ambition

No star’s big or high enough to reach out for.

(It’s ability that counts, where there’s a will there’s a way, one way or another we’ll swing it!)

Then while moving mountains they get a suspicion

That to wear a straw hat is too big a chore.

(No use being too big for your britches!)

And the chickadee

Sings wait and see!

And they go marching with the show

In step, however fast or slow

And rattle off their little song:

It won’t be long.

And then the whole thing slides!

You think God provides—

But you’ve got it wrong!

MOTHER COURAGE (to the young soldier):  So here’s what I think: Stay here with your sword if your anger’s big enough, I know you have good reason, but if it’s a short quick anger, better make tracks!

THE YOUNG SOLDIER:  Kiss my ass! (He staggers off, the older soldier after him)

THE CLERK (sticking his head out):  The captain is here. You can put in your complaint now.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’ve changed my mind. No complaint. (She goes out)
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Two years have passed. The war has spread far and wide. With scarcely a pause Mother Courage’s little wagon rolls through Poland, Moravia, Bavaria, Italy, and back again to Bavaria. 1631. Tilly’s victory at Magdeburg costs Mother Courage four officers’ shirts.

Mother Courage’s wagon has stopped in a devastated village.

Thin military music is heard from the distance. Two soldiers at the bar are being waited on by Kattrin and Mother courage. One of them is wearing a lady’s fur coat over his shoulders.

MOTHER COURAGE:  What’s that? You can’t pay? No money, no schnapps. Plenty of victory marches for the Lord but no pay for the men.

THE SOLDIER:  I want my schnapps. I came too late for the looting. The general skunked us: permission to loot the city for exactly one hour. Says he’s not a monster; the mayor must have paid him.
THE CHAPLAIN (staggers in):  There’s still some wounded in the house. The peasant and his family. Help me, somebody, I need linen. 

(The second soldier goes out with him. Kattrin gets very excited and tries to persuade her mother to hand out linen)
MOTHER COURAGE:  I haven’t got any. The regiment’s bought up all my bandages. You think I’m going to rip up my officers’ shirts for the likes of them?
THE CHAPLAIN (calling back):  I need linen, I tell you.

MOTHER COURAGE (sitting down on the wagon steps to keep Kattrin out):  Nothing doing. They don’t pay, they got nothing to pay with.

THE CHAPLAIN (bending over a woman whom he has carried out):  Why did you stay here in all that gunfire?

THE PEASANT WOMAN (feebly):  Farm.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You won’t catch them leaving their property. And I’m expected to foot the bill. I won’t do it.

THE FIRST SOLDIER:  They’re Protestants. Why do they have to be Protestants?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Religion is the least of their worries. They’ve lost their farm.

THE SECOND SOLDIER:  They’re no Protestants. They’re Catholics like us.

THE FIRST SOLDIER:  How do we know who we’re shooting at?

A PEASANT (whom the Chaplain brings in):  They got my arm.
THE CHAPLAIN:  Where’s the linen?

(All look at Mother Courage, who does not move)
MOTHER COURAGE:  I can’t give you a thing. What with all my taxes, duties, fees and bribes! (Making guttural sounds, Kattrin picks up a board and threatens her mother with it) Are you crazy? Put that board down, you slut, or I’ll smack you. I’m not giving anything, you can’t make me, I’ve got to think of myself. (The chaplain picks her up from the step and puts her down on the ground. Then he fishes out some shirts and tears them into strips)
My shirts! Half a guilder apiece! I’m ruined!

(The anguished cry of a baby is heard from the house)

THE PEASANT:  The baby’s still in there!

(Kattrin runs in)
THE CHAPLAIN (to the woman):  Don’t move. They’re bringing him out.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Get her out of there. The roof’ll cave in.

THE CHAPLAIN:  I’m not going in there again.

MOTHER COURAGE (torn):  Don’t run hog-wild with my expensive linen.

(Kattrin emerges from the ruins carrying an infant)
MOTHER COURAGE:  Oh, so you’ve found another baby to carry around with you? Give that baby back to its mother this minute, or it’ll take me all day to get it away from you. Do you hear me? (To the second soldier) Don’t stand there gaping, go back and tell them to stop that music, I can see right here that they’ve won a victory. Your victory’s costing me a pretty penny.

(Kattrin rocks the baby in her arms, humming a lullaby)
MOTHER COURAGE:  There she sits, happy in all this misery; give it back this minute, the mother’s coming to. (She pounces on the first soldier who has been helping himself to the drinks and is now making off with the bottle) Pshagreff! Beast! Haven’t you had enough victories for today? Pay up.

FIRST SOLDIER:  I’m broke.

MOTHER COURAGE (tears the fur coat off him):  Then leave the coat here, it’s stolen anyway.

THE CHAPLAIN:  There’s still somebody in there.
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Outside Ingolstadt in Bavaria Mother Courage attends the funeral of Tilly, the imperial field marshal. Conversations about heroes and the longevity of the war. The chaplain deplores the waste of his talents. Mute Kattrin gets the red shoes. 1632.

Inside Mother Courage’s tent.

A bar open to the rear. Rain. In the distance drum rolls and funeral music. The chaplain and the regimental clerk are playing a board game. Mother courage and her daughter are taking inventory.

THE CHAPLAIN:  The procession’s starting.

MOTHER COURAGE:  It’s a shame about the general—socks: twenty-two pairs—I hear he was killed by accident. On account of the fog in the fields. He’s up front encouraging the troops. “Fight to the death, boys,” he sings out. Then he rides back, but he gets lost in the fog and rides back forward. Before you know it he’s in the middle of the battle and stops a bullet—lanterns: we’re down to four. (A whistle from the rear. She goes to the bar) You men ought to be ashamed, running out on your late general’s funeral! (She pours drinks)

THE CLERK:  They shouldn’t have been paid before the funeral. Now they’re getting drunk instead.

THE CHAPLAIN (to the clerk):  Shouldn’t you be at the funeral?

THE CLERK:  In this rain?

MOTHER COURAGE:  With you it’s different, the rain might spoil your uniform. It seems they wanted to ring the bells, naturally, but it turned out the churches had all been shot to pieces by his orders, so the poor general won’t hear any bells when they lower him into his grave. They’re going to fire a three-gun salute instead, so it won’t be too dull—seventeen sword belts.

CRIES (from the bar):  Hey! Brandy!

MOTHER COURAGE:  Money first! No, you can’t come into my tent with your muddy boots! You can drink outside, rain or no rain. (To the clerk) I’m only letting officers in. It seems the general had been having his troubles. Mutiny in the Second Regiment because he hadn’t paid them. It’s a war of religion, he says, should they profit by their faith?

(Funeral march. All look to the rear)
THE CHAPLAIN:  Now they’re marching past the body.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I feel sorry when a general or an emperor passes away like this, maybe he thought he’d do something big, that posterity would still be talking about and maybe put up a statue in his honor, conquer the world, for instance, that’s a nice ambition for a general, he doesn’t know any better. So he knocks himself out, and then the common people come and spoil it all, because what do they care about greatness, all they care about is a mug of beer and maybe a little company. The most beautiful plans have been wrecked by the smallness of the people that are supposed to carry them out. Even an emperor can’t do anything by himself, he needs the support of his soldiers and his people. Am I right?
THE CHAPLAIN (laughing):  Courage, you’re right, except about the soldiers. They do their best. With those fellows out there, for instance, drinking their brandy in the rain, I’ll undertake to carry on one war after another for a hundred years, two at once if I have to, and I’m not a general by trade.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Then you don’t think the war might stop?
THE CHAPLAIN:  Because the general’s dead? Don’t be childish. They grow by the dozen, there’ll always be plenty of heroes.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Look here, I’m not asking you for the hell of it. I’ve been wondering whether to lay in supplies while they’re cheap, but if the war stops, I can throw them out the window.
THE CHAPLAIN:  I understand. You want a serious answer. There have always been people who say: “The war will be over some day.” I say there’s no guarantee the war will ever be over. Naturally a brief intermission is conceivable. Maybe the war needs a breather, a war can even break its neck, so to speak. There’s always a chance of that, nothing is perfect here below. Maybe there never will be a perfect war, one that lives up to all our expectations. Suddenly, for some unforeseen reason, a war can bog down, you can’t think of everything. Some little oversight and your war’s in trouble. And then you’ve got to pull it out of the mud. But the kings and emperors, not to mention the pope, will always come to its help in adversity. On the whole, I’d say this war has very little to worry about, it’ll live to a ripe old age.

A SOLDIER (sings at the bar):

A drink, and don’t be slow!

A soldier’s got to go

And fight for his religion.

Make it double, this is a holiday.

MOTHER COURAGE:  If I could only be sure . . . 

THE CHAPLAIN:  Figure it out for yourself. What’s to stop the war?

THE SOLDIER (sings):

Your breasts, girl, don’t be slow!

A soldier’s got to go

And ride away to Pilsen.

THE CLERK (suddenly):  But why can’t we have peace? I’m from Bohemia, I’d like to go home when the time comes.
THE CHAPLAIN:  Oh, you’d like to go home? Ah, peace! What becomes of the hole when the cheese has been eaten?

THE SOLDIER (sings):

Play cards, friends, don’t be slow!

A soldier’s got to go

No matter if it’s Sunday.

A prayer, priest, don’t be slow!

A soldier’s got to go

And die for king and country.

THE CLERK:  In the long run nobody can live without peace.

THE CHAPLAIN:  The way I see it, war gives you plenty of peace. It has its peaceful moments. War meets every need, including the peaceful ones, everything’s taken care of, or your war couldn’t hold its own. In a war you can shit the same as in the dead of peace, you can stop for a beer between battles, and even on the march you can always lie down on your elbows and take a little nap by the roadside. You can’t play cards when you’re fighting; but then you can’t when you’re plowing in the dead of peace either, but after a victory the sky’s the limit. Maybe you’ve had a leg shot off, at first you raise a howl, you make a big thing of it. But then you calm down or they give you schnapps, and in the end you’re hopping around again and the war’s no worse off than before. And what’s to prevent you from multiplying in the thick of the slaughter, behind a barn or someplace, in the long run how can they stop you, and then the war has your progeny to help it along. Take it from me, the war will always find an answer. Why would it have to stop?

(Kattrin has stopped working and is staring at the chaplain)
MOTHER COURAGE:  Then I’ll buy the merchandise. You’ve convinced me. (Kattrin suddenly throws down a basket full of bottles and runs out) Kattrin! (Laughs) My goodness, the poor thing’s been hoping for peace. I promised her she’d get a husband when peace comes. (She runs after her)

THE CLERK (getting up):  I win, you’ve been too busy talking. Pay up.

MOTHER COURAGE (comes back with Kattrin):  Be reasonable, the war’ll go on a little longer and we’ll make a little more money, then peace will be even better. Run along to town now, it won’t take you ten minutes, and get the stuff from the Golden Lion, only the expensive things, we’ll pick up the rest in the wagon later, it’s all arranged, the regimental clerk here will go with you. They’ve almost all gone to the general’s funeral, nothing can happen to you. Look sharp, don’t let them take anything away from you, think of your dowry.

(Kattrin puts a kerchief over her head and goes with the clerk)
THE CHAPLAIN:  Is it all right letting her go with the clerk?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Who’d want to ruin her? She’s not pretty enough.

THE CHAPLAIN:  I’ve come to admire the way you handle your business and pull through every time. I can see why they call you Mother Courage.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Poor people need courage. Why? Because they’re sunk. In their situation it takes gumption just to get up in the morning. Or to plow a field in the middle of a war. They even show courage by bringing children into the world, because look at the prospects. The way they butcher and execute each other, think of the courage they need to look each other in the face. And putting up with an emperor and a pope takes a whale of a lot of courage, because those two are the death of the poor. (She sits down, takes a small pipe from her pocket and smokes) You could be making some kindling.

THE CHAPLAIN (reluctantly takes his jacket off and prepares to chop):  Chopping wood isn’t really my trade, you know, I’m a shepherd of souls.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Sure. But I have no soul and I need firewood.
THE CHAPLAIN:  What’s that pipe?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Just a pipe.

THE CHAPLAIN:  No, it’s not “just a pipe,” it’s a very particular pipe.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Really?
THE CHAPLAIN:  It’s the cook’s pipe from the Oxenstjerna regiment.

MOTHER COURAGE:  If you know it all, why the mealy-mouthed questions?

THE CHAPLAIN:  I didn’t know if you knew. You could have been rummaging through your belongings and laid hands on some pipe and picked it up without thinking.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Yes. Maybe that’s how it was.
THE CHAPLAIN:  Except it wasn’t. You knew who that pipe belongs to.

MOTHER COURAGE:  What of it?

THE CHAPLAIN:  Courage, I’m warning you. It’s my duty. I doubt if you ever lay eyes on the man again, but that’s no calamity, in fact you’re lucky. If you ask me, he wasn’t steady. Not at all.

MOTHER COURAGE:  What makes you say that? He was a nice man.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Oh, you think he was nice? I differ. Far be it from me to wish him any harm, but I can’t say he was nice. I’d say he was a scheming Don Juan. If you don’t believe me, take a look at his pipe. You’ll have to admit that it shows up his character.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I don’t see anything. It’s beat up.
THE CHAPLAIN:  It’s half bitten through. A violent man. That is the pipe of a ruthless, violent man, you must see that if you’ve still got an ounce of good sense.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Don’t wreck my chopping block.

THE CHAPLAIN:  I’ve told you I wasn’t trained to chop wood. I studied theology. My gifts and abilities are being wasted on muscular effort. The talents that God gave me are lying fallow. That’s a sin. You’ve never heard me preach. With one sermon I can whip a regiment into such a state that they take the enemy for a flock of sheep. Then men care no more about their lives than they would about a smelly old sock that they’re ready to throw away in hopes of final victory. God has made me eloquent. You’ll swoon when you hear me preach.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I don’t want to swoon. What good would that do me?

THE CHAPLAIN:  Courage, I’ve often wondered if maybe you didn’t conceal a warm heart under that hard-bitten talk of yours. You too are human, you need warmth.

MOTHER COURAGE:  The best way to keep this tent warm is with plenty of 
firewood.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Don’t try to put me off. Seriously, Courage, I sometimes wonder if we couldn’t make our relationship a little closer. I mean, seeing that the whirlwind of war has whirled us so strangely together.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Seems to me it’s close enough. I cook your meals and you do chores, such as chopping wood, for instance.

THE CHAPLAIN (goes toward her):  You know what I mean by “closer”; it has nothing to do with meals and chopping wood and such mundane needs. Don’t harden your heart, let it speak.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Don’t come at me with that ax. That’s too close a 
relationship.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Don’t turn it to ridicule. I’m serious, I’ve given it careful thought.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Chaplain, don’t be silly. I like you, I don’t want to have to scold you. My aim in life is to get through, me and my children and 
my wagon. I don’t think of it as mine and besides I’m not in the mood 
for private affairs. Right now I’m taking a big risk, buying up merchandise with the general dead and everybody talking peace. What’ll you do if I’m ruined? See? You don’t know. Chop that wood, then we’ll be warm in 
the evening, which is a good thing in times like these. Now what? (She stands up)

(Enter Kattrin out of breath, with a wound across her forehead and over one eye. She is carrying all sorts of things, packages, leather goods, a drum, etc.)
MOTHER COURAGE:  What’s that? Assaulted? On the way back? She was assaulted on the way back. Must have been that soldier that got drunk here! I shouldn’t have let you go! Throw the stuff down! It’s not bad, only a flesh wound. I’ll bandage it, it’ll heal in a week. They’re worse than wild beasts. (She bandages the wound)

THE CHAPLAIN:  I can’t find fault with them. At home they never raped anybody. I blame the people that start wars, they’re the ones that dredge up man’s lowest instincts.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Didn’t the clerk bring you back? That’s because you’re respectable, they don’t give a damn. It’s not a deep wound, it won’t leave a mark. There, all bandaged. Don’t fret, I’ve got something for you. I’ve been keeping it for you on the sly, it’ll be a surprise. (She fishes Yvette’s red shoes out of a sack) See? You’ve always wanted them. Now you’ve got them. Put them on quick before I regret it. It won’t leave a mark, though I wouldn’t mind if it did. The girls that attract them get the worst of it. They drag them around till there’s nothing left of them. If you don’t appeal to them, they won’t harm you. I’ve seen girls with pretty faces, a few years later they’d have given a wolf the creeps. They can’t step behind a bush without fearing the worst. It’s like trees. The straight tall ones get chopped down for ridgepoles, the crooked ones enjoy life. In other words, it’s a lucky break. The shoes are still in good condition, I’ve kept them nicely polished.

(Kattrin leaves the shoes where they are and crawls into the wagon)
THE CHAPLAIN:  I hope she won’t be disfigured.

MOTHER COURAGE:  There’ll be a scar. She can stop waiting for peace.
THE CHAPLAIN:  She didn’t let them take anything.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Maybe I shouldn’t have drummed it into her. If I only knew what went on in her head. One night she stayed out, the only time in all these years. Afterwards she traipsed around as usual, except she worked harder. I never could find out what happened. I racked my brains for quite some time. (She picks up the articles brought by Kattrin and sorts them angrily) That’s war for you! A fine way to make a living!

(Cannon salutes are heard)

THE CHAPLAIN:  Now they’re burying the general. This is a historic moment.

MOTHER COURAGE:  To me it’s a historic moment when they hit my daughter over the eye. She’s a wreck, she’ll never get a husband now, and she’s so crazy about children. It’s the war that made her dumb too, a soldier stuffed something in her mouth when she was little. I’ll never see Swiss Cheese again and where Eilif is, God knows. God damn the war.
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Mother Courage at the height of her business career.

Highway.

The chaplain, Mother Courage and her daughter Kattrin are pulling the wagon. New wares are hanging on it. Mother Courage is wearing a necklace of silver talers.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Stop running down the war. I won’t have it. I know it destroys the weak, but the weak haven’t a chance in peacetime either. And war is a better provider. (Sings)

If you’re not strong enough to take it

The victory will find you dead.

A war is only what you make it.

It’s business, not with cheese but lead.

And what good is it staying in one place? The stay-at-homes are the first to get it. (Sings)
Some people think they’d like to ride out

The war, leave danger to the brave

And dig themselves a cozy hideout—

They’ll dig themselves an early grave.

I’ve seen them running from the thunder

To find a refuge from the war

But once they’re resting six feet under

They wonder what they hurried for.

(They plod on)
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In the same year Gustavus Adolphus, King of Sweden, is killed at the battle of Lützen. Peace threatens to ruin Mother Courage’s business. Her brave son performs one heroic deed too many and dies an ignominious death.

A camp.

A summer morning. An old woman and her son are standing by the wagon. The son is carrying a large sack of bedding.

MOTHER COURAGE’s voice (from the wagon):  Does it have to be at this unearthly hour?

THE YOUNG MAN:  We’ve walked all night, twenty miles, and we’ve got to go back today.

MOTHER COURAGE’s VOICE:   What can I do with bedding? The people haven’t any houses.

THE YOUNG MAN:  Wait till you’ve seen it.

THE OLD WOMAN:  She won’t take it either. Come on.

THE YOUNG MAN:  They’ll sell the roof from over our heads for taxes. Maybe she’ll give us three guilders if you throw in the cross. (Bells start ringing) Listen, mother!

VOICES (from the rear):  Peace! The king of Sweden is dead!

MOTHER COURAGE (sticks her head out of the wagon. She has not yet done her hair):  Why are the bells ringing in the middle of the week?

THE CHAPLAIN (crawls out from under the wagon):  What are they 
shouting?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Don’t tell me peace has broken out when I’ve just taken in more supplies.

THE CHAPLAIN (shouting toward the rear):  Is it true? Peace?

VOICE:  Three weeks ago, they say. But we just found out.

THE CHAPLAIN (to Mother Courage):  What else would they ring the bells for?

VOICE:  There’s a whole crowd of Lutherans, they’ve driven their carts into town. They brought the news.

THE YOUNG MAN:  Mother, it’s peace. What’s the matter? 

(The old woman has collapsed)

MOTHER COURAGE (going back into the wagon):  Heavenly saints! Kattrin, peace! Put your black dress on! We’re going to church. We owe it to Swiss Cheese. Can it be true?

THE YOUNG MAN:   The people here say the same thing. They’ve made peace. Can you get up? (The old woman stands up, still stunned) I’ll get the saddle 

shop started again. I promise. Everything will be all right. Father will get his bed back. Can you walk? (To the chaplain) She fainted. It was the news. She thought peace would never come again. Father said it would. We’ll go straight home. (Both go out)

MOTHER COURAGE’s VOICE:  Give her some brandy.

THE CHAPLAIN:  They’re gone.

MOTHER COURAGE’s VOICE:  What’s going on in camp?

THE CHAPLAIN:  A big crowd. I’ll go see. Shouldn’t I put on my 
clericals?

MOTHER COURAGE’s VOICE:  Better make sure before you step out in your antichrist costume. I’m glad to see peace, even if I’m ruined. At least I’ve brought two of my children through the war. Now I’ll see my Eilif again.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Look who’s coming down the road. If it isn’t the general’s cook!

THE COOK (rather bedraggled, carrying a bundle):  Can I believe my eyes? The chaplain!

THE CHAPLAIN:  Courage! A visitor!

(Mother Courage climbs down)
THE COOK:  Didn’t I promise to come over for a little chat as soon as I had time? I’ve never forgotten your brandy, Mrs. Fierling.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Mercy, the general’s cook! After all these years! Where’s Eilif, my eldest?

THE COOK:  Isn’t he here yet? He left ahead of me, he was coming to see you too.

THE CHAPLAIN:  I’ll put on my clericals, wait for me. (Goes out behind the wagon)

MOTHER COURAGE:  Then he’ll be here any minute. (Calls into the wagon) Kattrin, Eilif’s coming! Bring the cook a glass of brandy! (Kattrin does not appear) Put a lock of hair over it, and forget it! Mr. Lamb is no stranger. (Gets the brandy herself) She won’t come out. Peace doesn’t mean a thing to her, it’s come too late. They hit her over the eye, there’s hardly any mark, but she thinks people are staring at her.

THE COOK:  Ech, war! (He and Mother Courage sit down)
MOTHER COURAGE:  Cook, you find me in trouble. I’m ruined.

THE COOK:  What? Say, that’s a shame.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Peace has done me in. Only the other day I stocked up. The chaplain’s advice. And now they’ll all demobilize and leave me sitting on my merchandise.

THE COOK:  How could you listen to the chaplain? If I’d had time, I’d have warned you against him, but the Catholics came too soon. He’s a fly-by-night. So now he’s the boss here?

MOTHER COURAGE:  He washed my dishes and helped me pull the wagon.

THE COOK:  Him? Pulling? I guess he’s told you a few of his jokes too, I wouldn’t put it past him, he has an unsavory attitude toward women, I tried to reform him, it was hopeless. He’s not steady.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Are you steady?

THE COOK:  If nothing else, I’m steady. Prosit!

MOTHER COURAGE:  Steady is no good. I’ve only lived with one steady man, thank the Lord. I never had to work so hard, he sold the children’s blankets when spring came, and he thought my harmonica was unchristian. 
In my opinion you’re not doing yourself any good by admitting you’re steady.

THE COOK:  You’ve still got your old bite, but I respect you for it.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Don’t tell me you’ve been dreaming about my old bite.

THE COOK:  Well, here we sit, with the bells of peace and your world-famous brandy, that hasn’t its equal.

MOTHER COURAGE:  The bells of peace don’t strike my fancy right now. I don’t see them paying the men, they’re behindhand already. Where does that leave me with my famous brandy? Have you been paid?

THE COOK (hesitantly):  Not really. That’s why we demobilized ourselves. Under the circumstances, I says to myself, why should I stay on? I’ll go see my friends in the meantime. So here we are.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You mean you’re out of funds?

THE COOK:  If only they’d stop those damn bells! I’d be glad to go into some kind of business. I’m sick of being a cook. They give me roots and shoe leather to work with, and then they throw the hot soup in my face. A cook’s got a 
dog’s life these days. I’d rather be in combat, but now we’ve got peace. (The chaplain appears in his original dress) We’ll discuss it later.

THE CHAPLAIN:  It’s still in good condition. There were only a few moths in it.

THE COOK:  I don’t see why you bother. They won’t take you back. Who are you going to inspire now to be an honest soldier and earn his pay at the risk of his life? Besides, I’ve got a bone to pick with you. Advising this lady to buy useless merchandise on the ground that the war would last forever.

THE CHAPLAIN (heatedly):  And why, I’d like to know, is it any of your business?

THE COOK:  Because it’s unscrupulous. How can you meddle in other people’s business and give unsolicited advice?

THE CHAPLAIN:  Who’s meddling? (To Mother Courage) I didn’t know you were accountable to this gentleman, I didn’t know you were so intimate with him.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Don’t get excited, the cook is only giving his private opinion. And you can’t deny that your war was a dud.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Courage, don’t blaspheme against peace. You’re a battlefield hyena.

MOTHER COURAGE:  What am I?

THE COOK:  If you insult this lady, you’ll hear from me.

THE CHAPLAIN:  I’m not talking to you. Your intentions are too obvious. (To Mother Courage) But when I see you picking up peace with thumb and forefinger like a snotty handkerchief, it revolts my humanity; you don’t want peace, you want war, because you profit by it, but don’t forget the old saying: “He hath need of a long spoon that eateth with the devil.”

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’ve no use for war and war hasn’t much use for me. Anyway, I’m not letting anybody call me a hyena, you and me are through.

THE CHAPLAIN:  How can you complain about peace when it’s such a relief to everybody else? On account of the old rags in your wagon?

MOTHER COURAGE:  My merchandise isn’t old rags, it’s what I live off, and so did you.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Off war, you mean. Aha!

THE COOK (to the chaplain):  You’re a grown man, you ought to know there’s no sense in giving advice. (To Mother Courage) The best thing you can do now is to sell off certain articles quick, before the prices hit the floor. Dress yourself and get started, there’s no time to lose.

MOTHER COURAGE:  That’s very sensible advice. I think I’ll do it.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Because the cook says so!

MOTHER COURAGE:  Why didn’t you say so? He’s right, I’d better run over to the market. (She goes into the wagon)

THE COOK:  My round, chaplain. No presence of mind. Here’s what you should have said: me give you advice? All I ever did was talk politics! Don’t try to take me on. Cockfighting is undignified in a clergyman.

THE CHAPLAIN:  If you don’t shut up, I’ll murder you, undignified or not.

THE COOK (taking off his shoe and unwinding the wrappings from his feet):  If the war hadn’t made a godless bum out of you, you could easily come by a parsonage now that peace is here. They won’t need cooks, there’s nothing to cook, but people still do a lot of believing, that hasn’t changed.

THE CHAPLAIN:  See here, Mr. Lamb. Don’t try to squeeze me out. Being a bum has made me a better man. I couldn’t preach to them any more.

(Yvette Pottier enters, elaborately dressed in black, with a cane. She is much older and fatter and heavily powdered. Behind her a servant)
YVETTE:  Hello there! Is this the residence of Mother Courage?

CHAPLAIN:  Right you are. With whom have we the pleasure?

YVETTE:  The Countess Starhemberg, my good people. Where is Mother Courage?

THE CHAPLAIN (calls into the wagon):  Countess Starhemberg wishes to speak to you!

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’m coming.

YVETTE:  It’s Yvette!

MOTHER COURAGE’S VOICE:  My goodness! It’s Yvette!

YVETTE:  Just dropped in to see how you’re doing. (The cook has turned around in horror) Pieter!

THE COOK:  Yvette!

YVETTE:  Blow me down! How did you get here?

THE COOK:  In a cart.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Oh, you know each other? Intimately?

YVETTE:  I should think so. (She looks the cook over) Fat!

THE COOK:  You’re not exactly willowy yourself.

YVETTE:  All the same I’m glad I ran into you, you bum. Now I can tell you what I think of you.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Go right ahead, spare no details, but wait until Courage comes out.

MOTHER COURAGE (comes out with all sorts of merchandise):  Yvette! (They embrace) But what are you in mourning for?

YVETTE:  Isn’t it becoming? My husband the colonel died a few years ago.

MOTHER COURAGE:  The old geezer that almost bought my wagon?

YVETTE:  His elder brother.

MOTHER COURAGE:  You must be pretty well fixed. It’s nice to find somebody that’s made a good thing out of the war.

YVETTE:  Oh well, it’s been up and down and back up again.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Let’s not say anything bad about colonels. They make money by the bushel.

THE CHAPLAIN:  If I were you, I’d put my shoes back on again. (To Yvette) Countess Starhemberg, you promised to tell us what you think of this 
gentleman.

THE COOK:  Don’t make a scene here.

MOTHER COURAGE:  He’s a friend of mine, Yvette.

YVETTE:  He’s Pete the Pipe, that’s who he is.

THE COOK:  Forget the nicknames, my name is Lamb.

MOTHER COURAGE (laughs):  Pete the Pipe! That drove the women crazy! Say, I’ve saved your pipe.

THE CHAPLAIN:  And smoked it.

YVETTE:  It’s lucky I’m here to warn you. He’s the worst rotter that ever infested the coast of Flanders. He ruined more girls than he’s got fingers.

THE COOK:  That was a long time ago. I’ve changed.

YVETTE:  Stand up when a lady draws you into a conversation! How I loved this man! And all the while he was seeing a little bandylegged brunette, ruined her too, naturally.

THE COOK:  Seems to me I started you off on a prosperous career.

YVETTE:  Shut up, you depressing wreck! Watch your step with him, his kind are dangerous even when they’ve gone to seed.

MOTHER COURAGE (to Yvette):  Come along, I’ve got to sell my stuff before the prices drop. Maybe you can help me, with your army connections. (Calls into the wagon) Kattrin, forget about church, I’m running over to the market. When Eilif comes, give him a drink. (Goes out with Yvette)
YVETTE (in leaving):  To think that such a man could lead me astray! I can thank my lucky stars that I was able to rise in the world after that. I’ve put a spoke in your wheel, Pete the Pipe, and they’ll give me credit for it in heaven when my time comes.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Our conversation seems to illustrate the old adage: The mills of God grind slowly. What do you think of my jokes now?

THE COOK:  I’m just unlucky. I’ll come clean: I was hoping for a hot meal. I’m starving. And now they’re talking about me, and she’ll get the wrong idea. I think I’ll beat it before she comes back.

THE CHAPLAIN:  I think so too.

THE COOK:  Chaplain, I’m fed up on peace already. Men are sinners from the cradle, fire and sword are their natural lot. I wish I were cooking for the general again, God knows where he is, I’d roast a fine fat capon, with mustard sauce and a few carrots.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Red cabbage. Red cabbage with capon.

THE COOK:  That’s right, but he wanted carrots.

THE CHAPLAIN:  He was ignorant.

THE COOK:  That didn’t prevent you from gorging yourself.

THE CHAPLAIN:  With repugnance.

THE COOK:  Anyway you’ll have to admit those were good times.

THE CHAPLAIN:  I might admit that.

THE COOK:  Now you’ve called her a hyena, your good times here are over. What are you staring at?

THE CHAPLAIN:  Eilif! (Eilif enters, followed by soldiers with pikes. His hands are fettered. He is deathly pale) What’s wrong?

EILIF:  Where’s mother?

THE CHAPLAIN:  Gone to town.

EILIF:  I heard she was here. They let me come and see her.

THE COOK (to the soldiers):  Where are you taking him?

A SOLDIER:  No good place.

THE CHAPLAIN:  What has he done?

THE SOLDIER:  Broke into a farm. The peasant’s wife is dead.

THE CHAPLAIN:  How could you do such a thing?

EILIF:  It’s what I’ve been doing all along.

THE COOK:  But in peacetime?

EILIF:  Shut your trap. Can I sit down till she comes?

THE SOLDIER:  We haven’t time.

THE CHAPLAIN:  During the war they honored him for it, he sat at the general’s right hand. Then it was bravery. Couldn’t we speak to the officer?

THE SOLDIER:  No use. What’s brave about taking a peasant’s cattle?

THE COOK:  It was stupid.

EILIF:  If I’d been stupid, I’d have starved, wise guy.

THE COOK:  And for being smart your head comes off.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Let’s get Kattrin at least.

EILIF:  Leave her be. Get me a drink of schnapps.

THE SOLDIER:  No time. Let’s go!

THE CHAPLAIN:  And what should we tell your mother?

EILIF:  Tell her it wasn’t any different, tell her it was the same. Or don’t tell her anything.

(The soldiers drive him away)

THE CHAPLAIN:  I’ll go with you on your hard journey.

EILIF:  I don’t need any sky pilot.

THE CHAPLAIN:  You don’t know yet. (He follows him)

THE COOK (calls after them):  I’ll have to tell her, she’ll want to see him.

THE CHAPLAIN:  Better not tell her anything. Or say he was here and he’ll come again, maybe tomorrow. I’ll break it to her when I get back. (Hurries out)

(The cook looks after them, shaking his head, then he walks anxiously about. Finally he approaches the wagon)
THE COOK:  Hey! Come on out! I can see why you’d hide from peace. I wish I could do it myself. I’m the general’s cook, remember? Wouldn’t you have a bite to eat, to do me till your mother gets back? A slice of ham or just a piece of bread while I’m waiting. (He looks in) She’s buried her head in a blanket. 

(The sound of gunfire in the rear)

MOTHER COURAGE (runs in. She is out of breath and still has her merchandise):  Cook, the peace is over, the war started up again three days ago. I hadn’t sold my stuff yet when I found out. Heaven be praised! They’re shooting each other up in town, the Catholics and Lutherans. We’ve got to get out of here. Kattrin, start packing. What have you got such a long face about? What’s wrong?

THE COOK:  Nothing.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Something’s wrong, I can tell by your expression.

THE COOK:  Maybe it’s the war starting up again. Now I probably won’t get anything hot to eat before tomorrow night.

MOTHER COURAGE:  That’s a lie, cook.

THE COOK:  Eilif was here. He couldn’t stay.

MOTHER COURAGE:  He was here? Then we’ll see him on the march. I’m going with our troops this time. How does he look?

THE COOK:  The same.

MOTHER COURAGE:  He’ll never change. The war couldn’t take him away from me. He’s smart. Could you help me pack?(She starts packing) Did he tell you anything? Is he in good with the general? Did he say anything about his heroic deeds?

THE COOK (gloomily):  They say he’s been at one of them again.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Tell me later, we’ve got to be going. (Kattrin emerges) Kattrin, peace is over. We’re moving. (To the cook) What’s the matter with you?

THE COOK:  I’m going to enlist.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’ve got a suggestion. Why don’t . . . ? Where’s the 
chaplain?

THE COOK:  Gone to town with Eilif.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Then come a little way with me, Lamb. I need help.

THE COOK:  That incident with Yvette . . . 

MOTHER COURAGE:  It hasn’t lowered you in my estimation. Far from it. Where there’s smoke there’s fire. Coming?

THE COOK:  I won’t say no.

MOTHER COURAGE:  The Twelfth Regiment has shoved off. Take the shaft. Here’s a chunk of bread. We’ll have to circle around to meet the Lutherans. Maybe I’ll see Eilif tonight. He’s my favorite. It’s been a short peace. And we’re on the move again.

(She sings, while the cook and Kattrin harness themselves to the wagon)
From Ulm to Metz, from Metz to Pilsen

Courage is right there in the van.

The war both in and out of season

With shot and shell will feed its man.

But lead alone is not sufficient

The war needs soldiers to subsist!

Its diet elseways is deficient.

The war is hungry! So enlist!
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The great war of religion has been going on for sixteen years. Germany has lost more than half its population. Those whom the slaughter has spared have been laid low by epidemics. Once-flourishing countrysides are ravaged by famine. Wolves prowl through the charred ruins of the cities. In the fall of 1634 we find Mother Courage in Germany, in the Fichtelgebirge, at some distance from the road followed by the Swedish armies. Winter comes early and is exceptionally severe. Business is bad, begging is the only resort. The cook receives a letter from Utrecht and is dismissed.

Outside a half-demolished presbytery.

Gray morning in early winter. Gusts of wind. Mother Courage and the cook in shabby sheepskins by the wagon.

THE COOK:  No light. Nobody’s up yet.

MOTHER COURAGE:  But it’s a priest. He’ll have to crawl out of bed to ring the bells. Then he’ll get himself a nice bowl of hot soup.

THE COOK:  Go on, you saw the village, everything’s been burned to a crisp.

MOTHER COURAGE:  But somebody’s here, I heard a dog bark.

THE COOK:  If the priest’s got anything, he won’t give it away.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Maybe if we sing . . . 

THE COOK:  I’ve had it up to here. (Suddenly) I got a letter from Utrecht. My mother’s died of cholera and the tavern belongs to me. Here’s the letter if you don’t believe me. It’s no business of yours what my aunt says about my evil ways, but never mind, read it.

MOTHER COURAGE (reads the letter):  Lamb, I’m sick of roaming around, myself. I feel like a butcher’s dog that pulls the meat cart but doesn’t get any for himself. I’ve nothing left to sell and the people have no money to pay for it. In Saxony a man in rags tried to foist a cord of books on me for two eggs, and in Württemberg they’d have let their plow go for a little bag of salt. What’s the good of plowing? Nothing grows but brambles. In Pomerania they say the villagers have eaten up all the babies, and that nuns have been caught at highway robbery.

THE COOK:  It’s the end of the world.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Sometimes I have visions of myself driving through hell, selling sulphur and brimstone, or through heaven peddling refreshments to the roaming souls. If me and the children I’ve got left could find a place where there’s no shooting, I wouldn’t mind a few years of peace and quiet.

THE COOK:  We could open up the tavern again. Think it over, Anna. I made up my mind last night; with or without you, I’m going back to Utrecht. In fact I’m leaving today.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’ll have to talk to Kattrin. It’s kind of sudden, and I don’t like to make decisions in the cold with nothing in my stomach. Kattrin! (Kattrin climbs out of the wagon) Kattrin, I’ve got something to tell you. The cook and me are thinking of going to Utrecht. They’ve left him a tavern there. You’d be living in one place, you’d meet people. A lot of men would be glad to get a nice, well-behaved girl, looks aren’t everything. I’m all for it. I get along fine with the cook. I’ve got to hand it to him: He’s got a head for business. We’d eat regular meals, wouldn’t that be nice? And you’d have your own bed, wouldn’t you like that? It’s no life on the road, year in year out. You’ll go to rack and ruin. You’re crawling with lice already. We’ve got to decide, you see, we could go north with the Swedes, they must be over there. (She points to the left) I think we’ll do it, Kattrin.

THE COOK:  Anna, could I have a word with you alone?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Get back in the wagon, Kattrin. 

(Kattrin climbs back in)
THE COOK:  I interrupted you because I see there’s been a misunderstanding. I thought it was too obvious to need saying. But if it isn’t, I’ll just have to say it. You can’t take her, it’s out of the question. Is that plain enough for you?

(Kattrin sticks her head out of the wagon and listens)
MOTHER COURAGE:  You want me to leave Kattrin?

THE COOK:  Look at it this way. There’s no room in the tavern. It’s not one of those places with three taprooms. If the two of us put our shoulder to the wheel, we can make a living, but not three, it can’t be done. Kattrin can keep the wagon.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’d been thinking she could find a husband in Utrecht.

THE COOK:  Don’t make me laugh! How’s she going to find a husband? At her age? And dumb! And with that scar!

MOTHER COURAGE:  Not so loud.

THE COOK:  Shout or whisper, the truth’s the truth. And that’s another reason why I can’t have her in the tavern. The customers won’t want a sight like that staring them in the face. Can you blame them?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Shut up. Not so loud, I say.

THE COOK:  There’s a light in the presbytery. Let’s sing.

MOTHER COURAGE:  How could she pull the wagon by herself? She’s afraid of the war. She couldn’t stand it. The dreams she must have! I hear her groaning at night. Especially after battles. What she sees in her dreams, God knows. It’s pity that makes her suffer so. The other day the wagon hit a hedgehog, I found it hidden in her blanket.

THE COOK:  The tavern’s too small. (He calls) Worthy gentleman and members of the household! We shall now sing the Song of Solomon, Julius Caesar, and other great men, whose greatness didn’t help them any. Just to show you that we’re God-fearing people ourselves, which makes it hard for us, especially in the winter. (They sing)
You saw the wise King Solomon

You know what came of him.

To him all hidden things were plain.

He cursed the hour gave birth to him

And saw that everything was vain.

How great and wise was Solomon!

Now think about his case. Alas

A useful lesson can be won.

It’s wisdom that had brought him to that pass!

How happy is the man with none!

Our beautiful song proves that virtues are dangerous things, better steer clear of them, enjoy life, eat a good breakfast, a bowl of hot soup, for instance. Take me, I haven’t got any soup and wish I had, I’m a soldier, but what has my bravery in all those battles got me, nothing, I’m starving, I’d be better off if I’d stayed home like a yellowbelly. And I’ll tell you why.

You saw the daring Caesar next

You know what he became.

They deified him in his life

But then they killed him just the same.

And as they raised the fatal knife

How loud he cried: “You too, my son!”

Now think about his case. Alas

A useful lesson can be won.

It’s daring that had brought him to that pass!

How happy is the man with none!

(In an undertone) They’re not even looking out. Worthy gentleman and members of the household! Maybe you’ll say, all right, if bravery won’t keep body and soul together, try honesty. That may fill your belly or at least get you a drop to drink. Let’s look into it.

You’ve heard of honest Socrates

Who never told a lie.

They weren’t so grateful as you’d think

Instead they sentenced him to die

And handed him the poisoned drink.

How honest was the people’s noble son!

Now think about his case. Alas

A useful lesson can be won.

His honesty had brought him to that pass.

How happy is the man with none!

Yes, they tell us to be charitable and to share what we have, but what if we haven’t got anything? Maybe philanthropists have a rough time of it too, it stands to reason, they need a little something for themselves. Yes, charity is a rare virtue, because it doesn’t pay.

St. Martin couldn’t bear to see

His fellows in distress.

He saw a poor man in the snow.

“Take half my cloak!” He did, and lo!

They both of them froze none the less.

He thought his heavenly reward was won.

Now think about his case. Alas

A useful lesson can be won.

Unselfishness had brought him to that pass.

How happy is the man with none!

That’s our situation. We’re God-fearing folk, we stick together, we don’t steal, we don’t murder, we don’t set fire to anything! You could say that we set an example which bears out the song, we sink lower and lower, we 

seldom see any soup, but if we were different, if we were thieves and 
murderers, maybe our bellies would be full. Because virtue isn’t rewarded, only wickedness, the world needn’t be like this, but it is.

And here you see God-fearing folk

Observing God’s ten laws.

So far He hasn’t taken heed.

You people sitting warm indoors

Help to relieve our bitter need!

Our virtue can be counted on.

Now think about our case. Alas

A useful lesson can be won.

The fear of God has brought us to this pass.

How happy is the man with none!

VOICE (from above):   Hey, down there! Come on up! We’ve got some good thick soup.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Lamb, I couldn’t get anything down. I know what you say makes sense, but is it your last word? We’ve always been good friends.

THE COOK:  My last word. Think it over.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I don’t need to think it over. I won’t leave her.

THE COOK:  It wouldn’t be wise, but there’s nothing I can do. I’m not inhuman, but it’s a small tavern. We’d better go in now, or there won’t be anything left, we’ll have been singing in the cold for nothing.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’ll get Kattrin.

THE COOK:  Better bring it down for her. They’ll get a fright if the three of us barge in. (They go out)

(Kattrin climbs out of the wagon. She is carrying a bundle. She looks around to make sure the others are gone. Then she spreads out an old pair of the cook’s trousers and a skirt belonging to her mother side by side on a wheel of the wagon so they can easily be seen. She is about to leave with her bundle when Mother Courage comes out of the house)
MOTHER COURAGE (with a dish of soup):  Kattrin! Stop! Kattrin! Where do you think you’re going with that bundle? Have you taken leave of your wits? (She examines the bundle) She’s packed her things. Were you listening? I’ve told him it’s no go with Utrecht and his lousy tavern, what would we do there? A tavern’s no place for you and me. The war still has a thing or two up its sleeve for us. (She sees the trousers and skirt) You’re stupid. Suppose I’d seen that and you’d been gone? (Kattrin tries to leave, Mother Courage holds her back) And don’t go thinking I’ve given him the gate on your account. It’s the wagon. I won’t part with the wagon, I’m used to it, it’s not you, it’s the wagon. We’ll go in the other direction, we’ll put the cook’s 

stuff out here where he’ll find it, the fool. (She climbs up and throws down a few odds and ends to join the trousers) There. Now we’re shut of him, you won’t see me taking anyone else into the business. From now on it’s you and me. This winter will go by like all the rest. Harness up, it looks like snow. 

(They harness themselves to the wagon, turn it around and pull it away. When the cook comes out he sees his things and stands dumbfounded)
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Throughout 1635 Mother Courage and her daughter Kattrin pull the wagon over the roads of central Germany in the wake of the increasingly bedraggled armies.

Highway.

Mother Courage and Kattrin are pulling the wagon. They come to a peasant’s house. A voice is heard singing from within.

THE VOICE:

The rose bush in our garden

Rejoiced our hearts in spring

It bore such lovely flowers.

We planted it last season

Before the April showers.

A garden is a blessèd thing

It bore such lovely flowers.

When winter comes a-stalking

And gales great snow storms bring

They trouble us but little.

We’ve lately finished caulking

The roof with moss and wattle.

A sheltering roof’s a blessèd thing

When winter comes a-stalking.

(Mother Courage and Kattrin have stopped to listen. Then they move on)
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January 1636. The imperial troops threaten the Protestant city of Halle. The stone speaks. Mother Courage loses her daughter and goes on alone. The end of the war is not in sight.

The wagon, much the worse for wear, is standing beside a peasant house with an enormous thatch roof. The house is built against the side of a stony hill. Night.

A lieutenant and three soldiers in heavy armor step out of the woods.

THE LIEUTENANT:  I don’t want any noise. If anybody yells, run him through with your pikes.

FIRST SOLDIER:  But we need a guide. We’ll have to knock if we want them to come out.

THE LIEUTENANT:  Knocking sounds natural. It could be a cow bumping against the barn wall.

(The soldiers knock on the door. A peasant woman opens. They hold their hands over her mouth. Two soldiers go in)

A MAN’s VOICE (inside):  Who’s there?

(The soldiers bring out a peasant and his son)

THE LIEUTENANT (points to the wagon, in which Kattrin has appeared):  There’s another one. (A soldier pulls her out) Anybody else live here?

THE PEASANT COUPLE:  This is our son.—That’s a dumb girl.—Her mother’s gone into the town on business.—Buying up people’s belongings, they’re selling cheap because they’re getting out.—They’re provisioners. 

THE LIEUTENANT:  I’m warning you to keep quiet, one squawk and you’ll get a pike over the head. All right. I need somebody who can show us the path into the city. (Points to the young peasant) You. Come here! 

THE YOUNG PEASANT:  I don’t know no path.

THE SECOND SOLDIER (grinning):  He don’t know no path.

THE YOUNG PEASANT:  I’m not helping the Catholics.

THE LIEUTENANT (to the second soldier):  Give him a feel of your pike!

THE YOUNG PEASANT (forced down on his knees and threatened with the pike):  You can kill me. I won’t do it.

THE FIRST SOLDIER:  I know what’ll make him think twice. (He goes over to the barn) Two cows and an ox. Get this: If you don’t help us, I’ll cut them down.

THE YOUNG PEASANT:  Not the animals!

THE PEASANT WOMAN (in tears):  Captain, spare our animals or we’ll starve.

THE LIEUTENANT:  If he insists on being stubborn, they’re done for.

THE FIRST SOLDIER:  I’ll start with the ox.

THE YOUNG PEASANT (to the old man):  Do I have to? (The old woman nods) I’ll do it.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  And thank you kindly for your forbearance, Captain, for ever and ever, amen.

(The peasant stops her from giving further thanks)

THE FIRST SOLDIER:  Didn’t I tell you? With them it’s the animals that come first.

(Led by the young peasant, the lieutenant and the soldiers continue on their way)

THE PEASANT:  I wish I knew what they’re up to. Nothing good.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  Maybe they’re only scouts.—What are you doing?

THE PEASANT (putting a ladder against the roof and climbing up):  See if they’re alone. (On the roof) Men moving in the woods. All the way to the quarry. Armor in the clearing. And a cannon. It’s more than a regiment. God have mercy on the city and everybody in it.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  See any light in the city?

THE PEASANT:  No. They’re all asleep. (He climbs down) If they get in, they’ll kill everybody.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  The sentry will see them in time.

THE PEASANT:  They must have killed the sentry in the tower on the hill, or he’d have blown his horn.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  If there were more of us . . . 

THE PEASANT:  All by ourselves up here with a cripple . . . 

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  We can’t do a thing. Do you think . . . 

THE PEASANT:  Not a thing.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  We couldn’t get down there in the dark.

THE PEASANT:  The whole hillside is full of them. We can’t even give a signal.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  They’d kill us.

THE PEASANT:  No, we can’t do a thing.

THE PEASANT WOMAN (to Kattrin):  Pray, poor thing, pray! We can’t stop the bloodshed. If you can’t talk, at least you can pray. He’ll hear you if nobody else does. I’ll help you. (All kneel, Kattrin behind the peasants) Our Father which art in heaven, hear our prayer. Don’t let the town perish with everybody in it, all asleep and unsuspecting. Wake them, make them get up and climb the walls and see the enemy coming through the night with cannon and pikes, through the fields and down the hillside. (Back to Kattrin) Protect our mother and don’t let the watchman sleep, wake him before it’s too late. And succor our brother-in-law, he’s in there with his four children, let them not perish, they’re innocent and don’t know a thing. (To Kattrin, who groans) The littlest is less than two, the oldest is seven. (Horrified, Kattrin stands up) Our Father, hear us, for Thou alone canst help, we’ll all be killed, we’re weak, we haven’t any pikes or anything, we are powerless and in Thine hands, we and our animals and the whole farm, and the city too, it’s in Thine hands, and the enemy is under the walls with great might.

(Kattrin has crept unnoticed to the wagon, taken something out of it, put it under her apron and climbed up the ladder to the roof of the barn)
THE PEASANT WOMAN:  Think upon the children in peril, especially the babes in arms and the old people that can’t help themselves and all God’s creatures.

THE PEASANT:  And forgive us our trespasses as we forgive them that trespass against us. Amen.

(Kattrin, sitting on the roof, starts beating the drum that she has taken out from under her apron)
THE PEASANT woman:  Jesus! What’s she doing?

THE PEASANT:  She’s gone crazy.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  Get her down, quick!

(The peasant runs toward the ladder, but Kattrin pulls it up on the roof)
THE PEASANT WOMAN:  She’ll be the death of us all.

THE PEASANT:  Stop that, you cripple!

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  She’ll have the Catholics down on us.

THE PEASANT (looking around for stones):  I’ll throw rocks at you.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:   Have you no pity? Have you no heart? We’re dead if they find out it’s us! They’ll run us through!

(Kattrin stares in the direction of the city, and goes on drumming)
THE PEASANT WOMAN (to the peasant):  I told you not to let those tramps stop here. What do they care if the soldiers drive our last animals away?

THE LIEUTENANT (rushes in with his soldiers and the young peasant):  I’ll cut you to pieces!

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  We’re innocent, captain. We couldn’t help it. She sneaked up there. We don’t know her.

THE LIEUTENANT:  Where’s the ladder?

THE PEASANT:  Up top.

THE LIEUTENANT (to Kattrin):  Throw down that drum. It’s an order!

(Kattrin goes on drumming)
THE LIEUTENANT:  You’re all in this together? This’ll be the end of you!

THE PEASANT:  They’ve felled some pine trees in the woods over there. We could get one and knock her down . . .

THE FIRST SOLDIER (to the lieutenant):  Request permission to make a suggestion. (He whispers something in the lieutenant’s ear. He nods) Listen. We’ve got a friendly proposition. Come down, we’ll take you into town with us. Show us your mother and we won’t touch a hair of her head.

(Kattrin goes on drumming)
THE LIEUTENANT (pushes him roughly aside):  She doesn’t trust you. No wonder with your mug. (He calls up) If I give you my word? I’m an officer, you can trust my word of honor.

(She drums still louder)

THE LIEUTENANT:  Nothing is sacred to her.

THE YOUNG PEASANT:  It’s not just her mother, lieutenant!

THE FIRST SOLDIER:  We can’t let this go on. They’ll hear it in the city.

THE LIEUTENANT:  We’ll have to make some kind of noise that’s louder than the drums. What could we make noise with?

THE FIRST SOLDIER:  But we’re not supposed to make noise.

THE LIEUTENANT:  An innocent noise, stupid. A peaceable noise.

THE PEASANT:  I could chop wood.

THE LIEUTENANT:  That’s it, chop! (The peasant gets an ax and chops at a log) Harder! Harder! You’re chopping for your life.

(Listening, Kattrin has been drumming more softly. Now she looks anxiously around and goes on drumming as before)
THE LIEUTENANT (to The peasant):  Not loud enough. (To the first soldier) You chop too.

THE PEASANT:  There’s only one ax. (Stops chopping)

THE LIEUTENANT:  We’ll have to set the house on fire. Smoke her out.

THE PEASANT:  That won’t do any good, captain. If the city people see fire up here, they’ll know what’s afoot.

(Sill drumming, Kattrin has been listening again. Now she laughs) 

THE LIEUTENANT:  Look, she’s laughing at us. I’ll shoot her down, regardless. Get the musket!

(Two soldiers run out. Kattrin goes on drumming)
THE PEASANT WOMAN:  I’ve got it, captain. That’s their wagon over there. If we start smashing it up, she’ll stop. The wagon’s all they’ve got.

THE LIEUTENANT (to the young peasant):  Smash away. (To Kattrin) We’ll smash your wagon if you don’t stop.

(The young peasant strikes a few feeble blows at the wagon)

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  Stop it, you beast!

(Kattrin stares despairingly at the wagon and emits pitiful sounds. But she goes on drumming)
THE LIEUTENANT:  Where are those stinkers with the musket?

THE FIRST SOLDIER:  They haven’t heard anything in the city yet, or we’d hear their guns.

THE LIEUTENANT (to Kattrin):  They don’t hear you. And now we’re going to shoot you down. For the last time: Drop that drum!

THE YOUNG PEASANT (suddenly throws the plank away):  Keep on drumming! Or they’ll all be killed! Keep on drumming, keep on drumming . . .

(The soldier throws him down and hits him with his pike. Kattrin starts crying, but goes on drumming)
THE PEASANT WOMAN:  Don’t hit him in the back! My God, you’re killing him.

(The soldiers run in with the musket)

THE SECOND SOLDIER:  The colonel’s foaming at the mouth. We’ll be court-martialed.

THE LIEUTENANT:  Set it up! Set it up! (To Kattrin, while the musket is being set up on its stand) For the last time: Stop that drumming! (Kattrin in tears drums as loud as she can) Fire!

(The soldiers fire, Kattrin is hit. She beats the drum a few times more and then slowly collapses)
THE LIEUTENANT:  Now we’ll have some quiet.

(But Kattrin’s last drumbeats are answered by the city’s cannon. A confused hubbub of alarm bells and cannon is heard in the distance)
FIRST SOLDIER:  She’s done it.
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Night, toward morning. The fifes and drums of troops marching away.

Outside the wagon Mother courage sits huddled over her daughter. The peasant couple are standing beside them.

THE PEASANT (hostile):  You’ll have to be going, woman. There’s only one more regiment to come. You can’t go alone.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Maybe I can get her to sleep. (She sings)

Lullaby baby

What stirs in the hay?

The neighbor brats whimper

Mine are happy and gay.

They go in tatters

And you in silk down

Cut from an angel’s

Best party gown.

They’ve nothing to munch on

And you will have pie

Just tell your mother

In case it’s too dry.

Lullaby baby

What stirs in the hay?

The one lies in Poland

The other—who can say?

Now she’s asleep. You shouldn’t have told her about your brother-in-law’s children.

THE PEASANT:  Maybe it wouldn’t have happened if you hadn’t gone to town to swindle people.

MOTHER COURAGE:  I’m glad she’s sleeping now.

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  She’s not sleeping, you’ll have to face it, she’s dead.

THE PEASANT:  And it’s time you got started. There are wolves around here, and what’s worse, marauders.

MOTHER COURAGE:  Yes. (She goes to the wagon and takes out a sheet of canvas to cover the body with)

THE PEASANT WOMAN:  Haven’t you anybody else? Somebody you can go to?

MOTHER COURAGE:  Yes, there’s one of them left. Eilif.

THE PEASANT (while Mother Courage covers the body):  Go find him. We’ll attend to this one, give her a decent burial. Set your mind at rest.

MOTHER COURAGE:   Here’s money for your expenses. (She gives the peasant money)

(The peasant and his son shake hands with her and carry Kattrin away)
the peasant woman (on the way out):  Hurry up!
MOTHER COURAGE (harnesses herself to the wagon):  I hope I can pull the wagon alone. I’ll manage, there isn’t much in it. I’ve got to get back in business.

(Another regiment marches by with fifes and drums in the rear)

MOTHER COURAGE:  Hey, take me with you! (She starts to pull)
(Singing is heard in the rear:)

With all the killing and recruiting

The war will worry on a while.

In ninety years they’ll still be shooting.

It’s hardest on the rank-and-file.

Our food is swill, our pants all patches

The higher-ups steal half our pay

And still we dream of God-sent riches.

Tomorrow is another day!

The spring is come! Christian, revive!

The snowdrifts melt, the dead lie dead!

And if by chance you’re still alive

It’s time to rise and shake a leg.

Study and Discussion Questions

1.
Characterize Mother Courage generally. Why is she the way she is? How are we meant to judge her?

2.
In Scene 3, Mother Courage loses her son Swiss Cheese because she haggles over how much money she has to pay to get him back. Is she evil for doing this? If not, what are the implications of the scene?

3.
Why is Eilif executed? Is it significant that he is executed for the same activities he’d been praised for before peace broke out?

4.
Characterize Kattrin. What does she represent? Why has Brecht made her mute? What do her vulnerability and, later, her death say about the nature of the world she lives in?

5.
The play is filled with examples of exploitation, of people using other people (you might list some of them), and the tone of the dialogue is repeatedly sarcastic and cynical. Is the play as a whole, then, cynical? Is it saying that human beings are evil by nature?

6.
What is the play saying about war? About its causes? Its consequences? What is it saying about business? About religion?

7.
If the “big wheels,” as Mother Courage calls them, bear primary responsibility for exploitation and for war—Brecht has made it clear elsewhere that he sees it this way—why do you think he has made a very minor peddler the center of his play? And why a woman?

8.
Why do you think Brecht has combined so many comic lines with so many unhappy incidents?

9.
Brecht began writing this play four weeks after the beginning of World War II. Why do you think he set it 300 years in the past?

Suggestions for Writing

1.
Pick one song in the play and discuss in detail its relationship to the scene it appears in and to the play as a whole.

2.
Which of the children seems most like his or her mother: Eilif, Swiss Cheese, or Kattrin?

3.
If Kattrin could suddenly speak, what would she say? Pick a key moment in the play and write dialogue for her.

4.
Brecht has written that he wants his audiences not to identify with characters as if they were real, but to be constantly aware that they are seeing a play and to think critically about what happens on stage. What elements of the play seem designed to achieve this “alienation effect,” and how well does it work for you as a reader?

5.
Brecht wrote that Mother Courage and Her Children is meant primarily to show that “in wartime the big profits are not made by little people. That war, which is a continuation of business by other means, makes the human virtues fatal even to their possessors. That no sacrifice is too great for the struggle against war.” How well does the play succeed in demonstrating this?

1A series of wars, involving religious conflicts, that spread across Europe, 1618–1648.

2These statements at the beginning of each scene are usually projected on a screen when the play is performed.

