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Highway outside a town. A SERGEANT and a RECRUITING
OFFICER stand shivering.

RECRUITING OFFICER: How the hell can you line up a squadron in a
place like this? You know what I keep thinking about, Sergeant? Suicide.
I'm supposed to knock four platoons together by the twelfth — four platoons
the Chief’s asking for! And they're so friendly around here, I'm scared to
go to sleep at night. Suppose | do get my hands on some character and
squint at him so | don't notice he's pigeon-chested and has varicose veins.
I get him drunk and relaxed, he signs on the dotted line. I pay for the drinks,
he steps outside for a minute. | have a hunch I should follow him to the
door, and am | right? Off he’s shot like a louse from a scratch. You can't
take a man's word any more, Sergeant. There's no loyalty left in the world,
no trust, no faith, no sense of honor. I'm losing my confidence in mankind,
Sergeant.

SERGEANT: What they could use around here is a good war. What else
can you expect with peace running wild all over the place? You know what
the trouble with peace is? No organization. And when do you get
organization? In a war. Peace is one big waste of equipment. Anything
goes, no one gives a damn. See the way they eat? Cheese on pumpernickel,
bacon on the cheese? Disgusting! How many horses have they got in this
town? How many young men? Nobody knows! They haven't bothered to
count 'em! That's peace for you! I’ve been in places where they haven't had
a war for seventy years and you know what? The people haven't even been
given names! They don't know who they are! It takes a war to fix that. In
a war, everyone registers, everyone's name's on a list. Their shoes are
stacked, their corn's in the bag, you count it all up — cattle, men, et cetera
— and you take it away! That's the story: no organization, no war!
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RECRUITING OFFICER: It's the God's truth.

SERGEANT: Of course, a war's like any good deal: hard to get going.
But when it does get moving, it's a pisser, and they're all scared of peace,
like a dice player who can't stop —'cause when peace comes they have to
pay up. Of course, until it gets going, they're just as scared of war, it's
such a novelty!

RECRUITING OFFICER: Hey, look, here's a canteen wagon. Two
women and a couple of fellows. Stop the old lady, Sergeant. And if
there's nothing doing this time, you won't catch me freezing my as in the
April wind any longer.

A harmonica is heard. A canteen wagon rolls on, drawn by two young
fellows. MOTHER COURAGE is sitting on it with her dumb daughter,
KATTRIN.

MOTHER COURAGE: A good day to you, Sergeant!

SERGEANT (barring the way): Good day to you! Who d'you think you
are?

MOTHER COURAGE: Tradespeople.
She sings:

Stop all the troops: here's Mother Courage!
Hey, Captain, let them come and buy!

For they can get from Mother Courage
Boots they will march in till they die!
Your marching men do not adore you
(Packs on their backs, lice in their hair)
But it's to death they're marching for you
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And so they need good boots to wear!
Christians, awake! Winter is gone!

The snows depart! Dead men sleep on!
Let all of you who still survive

Get out of bed and look alive!

Your men will walk till they are dead, sir,
But cannot fight unless they eat.

The blood they spill for you is red, sir,
What fires that blood is my red meat.
Cannon is rough on empty bellies:

First with my meat they should be crammed.
Then let them go and find where hell is
And give my greetings to the damned!
Christians, awake! Winter is gone!

The snows depart! Dead men sleep on!
Let all of you who still survive

Get out of bed and look alive!



