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ARTHUR SCHNITZLER was born in 1862 into the Jewish professional
bourgeoisie of Vienna and somewhat reluctantly followed his father, a
distinguished laryngologist, into a medical career. After his father’s death
in 1893, however, Schnitzler devoted himself largely to literature.
Thanks to his love-tragedy Flirtations and his series of one-act plays
about a Viennese man-about-town, Anatol, he acquired a reputation as
the chronicler of Viennese decadence which, to his annoyance, stayed
with him all his life, despite the variety and originality of his later works.
Round Dance, written in the late 189os, exposes sexual life in Vienna with
such witty frankness that it could not be staged till after the First World
War, when it provoked a riot in the theatre and a prosecution for
indecency. Elsewhere Schnitzler explores love, sexuality, and death,
sometimes in polished one-act plays such as The Green Cockatoo, The
Last Masks, and Countess Mizzi, sometimes in extended social comedies
such as The Vast Domain, always with a sharp, non-judgemental aware-
ness of the complexity and mystery of the psyche. The ironic comedy
Professor Bernhardi, based on his and his father’s medical experiences,
examines the conflict between the secular state and the Church in a
period increasingly poisoned by anti-Semitism. His prose fiction ranges
from the early stream-of-consciousness narrative Lieutenant Gustl (1900),
which led him to be deprived of his officer status for satirizing the army,
to the enigmatic Dream Story (1926), recently adapted by Stanley
Kubrick as Eyes Wide Shut, and the exploration of a consciousness sink-
ing into madness, Flight into Darkness (1931). Schnitzler died in 1931,
one of the most famous German-language authors of his day.
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INTRODUCTION

ALTHOUGH Schnitzler came to literature relatively late, with his first
play, Das Mdirchen, performed only when he was 31, his early successes
coloured his reputation for the rest of his life. He was constantly
described, much to his irritation, as the author of Anatol (1888—91), a
series of one-act plays about a young Viennese man-about-town (a
sexually hyperactive Bertie Wooster figure), and of the love-tragedy
Flirtations (Liebelei, written 1894). Yet his subsequent works included
some so innovative in form as to place him among the pioneers of
literary modernism, and so satirical in content as to call forth
censorship, lawsuits, and denunciation. Foremost among them are his
cyclical drama Round Dance (Reigen, written 1896—7) and the story
Lieutenant Gustl (Leutnant Gustl, 1900), which not only anticipates
Joyce’s Ulysses in its use of interior monologue but also, by using this
technique to satirize the idiocy of an army lieutenant and the cult of
duelling, created a scandal which cost Schnitzler his rank as an officer
of the reserve (that is, liable to be called up in the event of war). ‘No
writer has ever received so much abuse in the course of his career as I
have,” he wrote (diary, 19 November 1917). Up to his death in 1931 he
wrote a range of plays and prose narratives, including two full-length
novels, which have given him an assured place not only among the
significant writers of turn-of-the-century Vienna but among the major
modernist writers in the German language.

In recent decades Schnitzler’s oeuvre has been enlarged by import-
ant posthumous publications. An autobiography covering his early
life, My Youth in Vienna (Jugend in Wien), appeared in 1968. But the
great discovery has been his diaries. Their existence in manuscript was
well known to scholars, but nobody could be found to finance their
publication until the Austrian Academy of Sciences agreed to support
a complete edition.! They run from 19 March 1879, when Schnitzler
was 16, to 19 October 1931, two days before his death. An industrious
person has calculated that over this period of 52 years there is an entry
for 16,079 days (though 164 of these entries consist only of the date),
and that from 1900 to 1931 only g2 days lack an entry.? Many entries

' Arthur Schnitzler, Tagebuch, ed. Werner Welzig and others, 10 vols. (Vienna, 1981—
2000). Quoted as ‘Diary’ with date of entry.

? Bettina Riedmann, ‘Ich bin Jude, Osterreicher, Deutscher’: Judentum in Arthur
Schnitzlers Tagebiichern und Briefen (Tlibingen, 2002), 3.
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are merely brief records of activities, social meetings, plays seen or
books read, but others give more insight into Schnitzler’s emotions
and his judgements of his acquaintances, and some are sustained
reflections on his psychological constitution and the (usually difficult)
state of his relationships. Even when concise, the diaries have a strong
personal flavour; besides being an invaluable source for cultural and
literary history, they convey some sense of what it was like to be
Schnitzler; and recent studies of Schnitzler draw on them with
gratitude and fascination.

Schnitzler was born into a medical family of Jewish origin. His
father, Johann Schnitzler, was a prominent laryngologist, and his
mother, Louise Markbreiter, was a doctor’s daughter. His brother
Julius, three years his junior, became a surgeon, and his sister Gisela,
five years younger, married the rhinologist Markus Hajek. It was taken
for granted that Arthur too should study at Vienna’s famous Medical
School and follow his father’s career. Unfortunately, as his diaries
make clear, Schnitzler found medicine uncongenial. Though it sharp-
ened his vision and cleared his mind, it did not suit his ‘artistic nature’
(9 May 1886), and he loathed the prospect of walking the wards and
examining patients’ sputum. He had many rows with his father, who
was annoyed by his lack of application, his dandified elegance, his
literary leanings, and his affairs with women. Although Schnitzler
worked in the clinic run by his father, and helped to edit his father’s
medical journal, Johann Schnitzler’s death in 1893 gave Arthur a
welcome opportunity to leave the clinic and confine himself to private
practice.

Paternal authority, however, was hard to escape. The year after his
father’s death, Schnitzler experienced auditory hallucinations in
which voices uttered meaningless sentences, the only distinct voice
being that of his father (24 October 1894). Two years later he began to
suffer from tinnitus, which became a lifelong affliction, and it may not
be extravagant to suspect a psychosomatic connection: having refused
to listen to his father’s voice during his lifetime, Schnitzler was
condemned to hear it incessantly after his death.

Even while officially a full-time physician, Schnitzler was more
intrigued by psychology. Like his contemporary Freud, he took an
interest in the hypnotic experiments conducted by Jean-Martin
Charcot in Paris. Adopting this method, he succeeded in curing some
cases of aphonia (in which patients had lost their voice for no discern-
ible organic cause), and went on to induce local anaesthesia and
conduct minor operations, including once the painless extraction of a
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tooth, while his patients were hypnotized. He also, more mischiev-
ously, instructed patients under hypnosis to murder him or a col-
league, ensuring that they had no weapon more dangerous than a blunt
paper-knife. Not surprisingly, these tricks aroused criticism, and he
abandoned hypnosis. He retained, however, his interest in what
another Viennese contemporary, Hugo von Hofmannsthal, called the
‘cavernous kingdom of the self’* and what his own character Friedrich
Hofreiter calls the ‘vast domain’ of the soul. In his fiction this interest
underlies the interior monologues of Lieutenant Gustl and Friulein
Else (1924), the latter recording the thoughts and feelings of a young
woman in the crisis-ridden hours preceding her suicide; the explor-
ation of the unconscious in Dream Story (1926); and his last story,
Flight into Darkness (Flucht in die Finsternis, 1931), told from inside the
mind of a man descending into paranoia.

The parallels between Schnitzler and Freud have been much dis-
cussed: most famously by Freud himself. On Schnitzler’s sixtieth
birthday, Freud sent him a confessional letter, explaining that he had
refrained from seeking Schnitzler’s acquaintance from an uneasy feel-
ing that Schnitzler was a kind of double, whose beliefs corresponded
uncannily to his own: ‘Your determinism as well as your scepticism—
what people call pessimism—your preoccupation with the truth of the
unconscious and of the instinctual drives in man, your dissection of
the cultural conventions of our society, the dwelling of your thoughts
on the polarity of love and death; all this moves me with an uncanny
feeling of familiarity.”* Schnitzler himself had followed Freud’s work,
reading The Interpretation of Dreams as soon as it came out. Moreover,
both belonged to Vienna’s extensive network of highly educated,
liberal-minded Jewish families, and had many personal links. Schnitz-
ler’s brother Julius played cards with Freud every Saturday, and it was
his brother-in-law Markus Hajek who examined the cancerous growth
on Freud’s jaw (and recognized it as such, according to Ernest Jones,
so belatedly as to make the patient’s condition worse).’ Freud invited
Schnitzler to his house on 16 June 1922, and other pleasant meetings
followed, but Schnitzler shows his ambivalence by writing: ‘His whole
character attracted me, and I sense a certain desire to talk with him
about all the abysses of my work (and my existence)—but I don’t think

* Hugo von Hofmannsthal, letter to Hermann Bahr, 19o4, in his Briefe 19oo—1909
(Vienna, 1937), 155.

* Letters of Sigmund Freud, 1873-1939, ed. Ernst L. Freud, trans. Tania and James
Stern (London, 1961), 345.

5 Ernest Jones, Sigmund Freud: Life and Work, 3 vols. (London, 1953—7), iii. 98—9.
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I will’ (diary, 16 August 1922). Psychoanalysts seemed to Schnitzler
always close to monomania, especially when they talked about com-
plexes and symbols. There is a touch of monomania, though, in the
care Schnitzler takes to record his dreams. The more than 600 dreams
recounted, often at some length, make the diaries invaluable as a
chronicle not only of conscious but also of unconscious experience.

Schnitzler differed from Freud, however, in his involvement in the
cultural life of turn-of-the-century Vienna. In the 189os he belonged
to the circle of writers known as ‘Young Vienna’ who met in the Café
Griensteid] (demolished in 1897, thus occasioning Karl Kraus’s satir-
ical attack on Young Vienna, The Demolition of Literature, but restored
in 1990); they also included the versatile critic, playwright, and novel-
ist Hermann Bahr, the precocious poet and dramatist Hugo von
Hofmannsthal, Felix Salten (later famous for writing both the animal
tale Bambi and the classic pornographic novel Josefine Mutzenbacher
which was often misattributed to Schnitzler), and numerous others.
While their antagonist Kraus championed the vigorous and masculine
spirit of Berlin Naturalism, Bahr, the impresario of Young Vienna,
argued that Naturalism, the unsparing registration of contemporary
life in minute detail, now needed to be transferred from outer to inner
experience and must take a psychological turn. Hofmannsthal’s lyrical
dramas and reflective poems illustrated this programme, as did
Schnitzler’s studies of indecision and complex motivation.

The psychological insights in Schnitzler’s stories and plays derive
also from the erotic experience which bulks so hugely in the diaries.
The phrase ‘sweet maid’, used in Round Dance, first served Schnitzler
to describe Jeanette Heeger, whom he accosted one evening in 1887. It
suggests a young woman from the working class or lower middle class
who, while working as a shop assistant, seamstress, or possibly actress,
has emotionally undemanding, erotically enjoyable relationships with
upper—class young men, as Mizi does with Theodor in Flirtations. But
the case of Jeanette indicates, as does Schnitzler’s play, that such rela-
tionships were partly a male fantasy. Jeanette’s sensuality so fascinated
Schnitzler that he took to recording in his diary the number of
orgasms (occasionally eight a night, usually about fifty a month) he
enjoyed with her and other girlfriends. Not only is there something
strange about this urge to turn experiences into facts, and facts into
figures, but Schnitzler’s diary reports that he soon got bored with
Jeanette and broke off the relationship. After a brief, unsuccessful
marriage, she took to prostitution; Schnitzler once passed her in the
street, ignoring her desperate cry ‘Arthur!’ (diary, 7 September 1893).
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Schnitzler’s relationships always overlapped. While still enjoying
Jeanette he began a relationship with a patient, Marie Glimer, which
lasted intermittently for some ten years. During it, he had a stormy
affair with the famous actress Adele Sandrock, known as Dilly, who
played the leading lady in his drama The Fairy-Tale (Das Mirchen,
1891). Dilly was an emancipated woman, like the Actress in Round
Dance, who had no hesitation about taking the sexual initiative. She
resembled the ‘interesting women’ who so torment Fritz in Flirtations.
Schnitzler wrote that play during their affair, and when it was over,
Dilly played what might seem the incongruous role of Christine. By
then, to his relief, Schnitzler had passed her on to Felix Salten, and
another patient, Marie Reinhard, had become his great (though not
exclusive) love. In 1897 Schnitzler spent an afternoon arranging both
care for the child Marie was going to bear him, and a lodging for secret
rendezvous with Rosa Freudenthal, with whom he had begun a pas-
sionate affair that summer: he felt the situation would suit a farce
(diary, 31 August 1897). But the farce turned serious. Marie’s child
was stillborn. Schnitzler records his unexpected emotion on seeing the
dead baby and kissing its cheek (diary, 24 September 1897). Two years
later Marie herself died. Schnitzler visited her grave every year. He
also fictionalized the story in his novel The Road into the Open (Der Weg
ins Freie, 1908). Whether doing so was therapeutic, or whether turning
his experience into fiction simply continued the brooding on the past
that becomes increasingly evident in the diaries, is an open question.

Not long after Marie’s death, Schnitzler, perhaps on the rebound,
began a relationship with Olga Gussmann, twenty years his junior,
who became his wife and the mother of two children, Heinrich and
Lili. Marriage gave Schnitzler some unforeseen happiness. ‘Every feel-
ing can be anticipated, except one’s feeling for one’s own child,” he
wrote (diary, 15 February 1907). But the marriage was not easy.
Schnitzler was clearly a difficult character. What he calls ‘hypo-
chondria’, the self-tormenting temperament that made him bait his
girlfriends with jealous remarks about their previous lovers, also
soured his marriage. Olga for her part felt, rightly or wrongly, that by
marrying Schnitzler she had sacrificed her own career as a singer.
Eventually she began an affair with Wilhelm Gross, a pianist, closer to
her own age. Her marriage to Schnitzler was officially dissolved in
1921. The prolonged marital crisis is recorded in long and painful
diary entries: Schnitzler mentions that every morning for over a year
he would wake up weeping with anger. It also affected the children.
Heinrich (‘Heini’) was older and more resilient, but Lili, her father’s
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pet, took to behaving strangely (for example, secretly cutting off her
pigtail and claiming that a stranger had removed it in the street) and
developed alarming fantasies about sex and violence. She fell madly in
love with an Italian Fascist officer whom she met on holiday in Venice,
and insisted on marrying him; after a year of unhappy marriage, she
shot herself with his pistol. Here Schnitzler’s diary becomes eloquent
through its very concision.

By a strange irony, Schnitzler had anticipated this situation—the
suicide of a beloved daughter, the despair of her surviving father—
over thirty years before in Flirtations, a play which illustrates the
pervasiveness of death in his literary work. His first major story, Dying
(Sterben, written 1892), tells impassively how the slow death of an
invalid degrades his character and alienates his lover. Most often,
however, death in Schnitzler comes suddenly, as an accident or, sur-
prisingly often, in a duel. In part, Schnitzler intended to deride the
code of honour which required an officer (including officers of the
reserve, like Fritz and Theodore in Flirtations) to avenge an insult
unless it came from someone whose lower social standing disqualified
him from giving satisfaction. The rules of duelling were codified in
handbooks and regulated by courts of honour. An officer who killed
his opponent in a duel could expect to be pardoned by the Emperor.

Schnitzler’s preoccupation with death, however, extends far beyond
social criticism. It is a prominent theme throughout modern German
literature, from Thomas Mann’s Death in Venice (Der Tod in Venedig,
1912) to Hermann Broch’s The Death of Virgil (Der Tod des Vergil,
1945). Hofmannsthal’s early play The Fool and Death (Der Tor und der
Tod, 1894) presents Death both as a judge of how one has lived and as
promising an experience of Dionysiac intensity; Rilke deplores the
mass-produced character of death in the modern city and advocates an
individualistic concentration on a death of one’s own; and Heidegger
urges living towards death as the condition of authentic existence.
Schnitzler’s secular, liberal background immunized him against the
suggestions of mysticism that haunt these constructions, and his med-
ical training helped him to look clear-sightedly at how death happens.
But what fascinates him is the discrepancy between this terminal,
incommensurable event and the life that goes on around it. In Flirta-
tions, the messenger of death, the gentleman who challenges Fritz to a
duel, interrupts a party which continues after his departure. In Profes-
sor Bernhardi the death of a hospital patient whom we never see insti-
gates a series of scandals. And in The Vast Domain (Das weite Land) the
suicide of Korsakow, another character who dominates the play in
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which he does not appear, is discussed in an atmosphere of tennis
doubles and sexual pairing. Schnitzler differs from his contemporaries
in facing the modern situation in which the decline of religious ritual
has left death exposed as a monstrous and inadmissible fact.

Of the present selection, the play that places death most firmly in
the foreground is The Last Masks (Die letzten Masken). Dying in a
hospital ward, the failed writer Karl Rademacher wants to vent his
bitterness against his successful rival Weihgast. To help him practise,
his fellow-patient Jackwerth, an actor, plays the part of Weihgast, so
that Rademacher can unload his anger, culminating in the revelation
that he was the lover of Weihgast’s wife. But all this is rehearsal for a
premicre that never comes. When Weihgast does arrive, full of phoney
eloquence, Rademacher has not the heart to take revenge. On Weih-
gast’s departure, he prepares to die. But what was the last mask?
Rademacher’s anger or his resignation?

Death and love coexist also in Flirtations. Of the two young men,
Theodore advocates shallow and trouble-free relationships (though
even he makes obsessive allusions to Mizi’s past affairs), while Fritz is
drawn not only to stormy, dramatic relationships but to wanton games
with danger. Conversely, the exuberant Mizi despises men and warns
Christine against emotional involvement, while Christine, on a very
brief acquaintance, has become fatally devoted to Fritz. She does not
know of his affair with a married woman, yet this woman, who never
appears in the play, dominates its events.

The time scale covers six days. On the first, Fritz went to the
theatre, where Mizi and Christine, from their cheap seats in the gal-
lery, observed him in a box with a party including a lady in black
velvet. Instead of joining them and Theodore for supper after the play,
he stood them up, and, we learn, had a convivial dinner with the lady
(his lover) and her supposedly unsuspecting husband. Act One is set
on the evening of the following day. Earlier, Fritz and Theodore have
been out to the country; then, in the afternoon, his lover visited Fritz,
in mortal terror in case her husband had discovered their relationship
and was watching from the street. Fritz, left alone, is still recovering
from this scene when Theodore arrives, soon followed by Mizi and
Christine. The lady’s fears were justified, for the impromptu party is
interrupted by a visit from the injured husband, who returns his wife’s
letters and requires Fritz to fight a duel. The intruder has been seen
as an ‘allegorical Death figure’.® There is an echo of the ghostly

® Martin Swales, Arthur Schnitzler: A Critical Study (Oxford, 1971), 186.
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Commendatore who interrupts Don Giovanni’s dinner in Mozart’s
opera. But the real disruption comes from the fury and loathing which
the injured husband can barely control and which burst out in an
inarticulate shriek, revealing the elemental passions hidden under
polite formulae.

On the third day (Act Two) Fritz pays a surprise visit to Christine in
her humble suburban room. Childishly vulnerable in her affection, she
can elicit from him only the admission that ske loves him, and when
she tries to find out something about his life, he tells her only that he is
briefly leaving for his parents’ country estate. He knows, but she does
not, that a duel has been arranged for early the following morning. In
Act Three, set on the sixth day, Christine, wondering why Fritz has
not returned, faces a series of evasions. First Mizi cynically (but still
ignorantly) warns her that Fritz and Theodore have probably aban-
doned them; then her father, knowing of Fritz’s death, tries to prepare
her for a life without him, but only makes her suspicious. Theodore
reports Fritz’s death but pretends not to know the reason for the duel;
Christine voices suspicions about another woman which she has no
doubt long nourished, and which are accurate. It would be funny, were
it not for the tragedy of the situation, that Theodore commits one
blunder after another. He tells Christine that Fritz ‘talked about you
too’, offers the useless consolation ‘He was certainly very fond of you’,
talks self-pityingly about his own emotional state, and explains that
Fritz’s funeral was attended only by his closest friends and relatives.
Christine suffers not only grief but humiliation, realizing that her
devotion to Fritz was undervalued even by him. Yet Schnitzler’s
double optic permits us not only to respond to her pathos and anger
but to feel, as Dagmar Lorenz suggests, that she has been trying to live
by theatrical conventions of unconditional love which have their place
in melodrama but prove fatal in reality, or at least in a realist play.’ In
this spirit, she affirms that she will never love anyone else, darkly
hinting that she wants to visit his grave only to die there.

Flirtations confirms the judgements passed by an acute critic, the
novelist and psychoanalyst T.ou Andreas-Salomé, after reading
Schnitzler’s earlier dramas. She praised his lightness of touch: ‘One
feels, as when dancing, that the heaviness of an object has been lifted.’
She also noted how negative was Schnitzler’s portrayal of men: ‘Man

" Dagmar C. G. Lorenz, ‘The Self as Process in an Era of Transition’, in Lorenz
(ed.), A Companion to the Works of Arthur Schnitzler (Rochester, NY, 2003), 129—47
(p- 133).
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and woman, thus opposed, almost resemble sickness versus health.”®
Like Fedor Denner, the ostensibly enlightened but in fact hopelessly
selfish lover in The Fairy-Tale, which Lou read, Fritz is a morbid, self-
destructive character whose mood is lightened only when he is with
the natural, spontaneous Christine. In an echo of Goethe’s Faust, Fritz
enjoys the simplicity of Christine’s room, as Faust is enraptured by
the simple neatness of Gretchen’s room. Nature is invoked when they
also spend time in a park on the edge of the city, where children play
and lilac blooms. Its antithesis is the sombre, deathly black worn by the
married lady at the theatre and shown on stage in Theodore’s funereal
garb in Act Three.

Death again broods over the ten interlocked scenes of Round Dance.
Not only is it referred to in the first scene, where the Soldier thinks
that falling into the Danube might be the best thing, and the last,
where the Count, seeing the Prostitute asleep, is reminded of sleep’s
allegorical brother Death. But for readers in the 18gos the sexual
roundabout would inevitably have suggested the danger of venereal
infection, especially since syphilis would resist medical treatment for
another decade. Reviewing a medical study of syphilis in 1891, Schnitz-
ler stressed that, despite myths to the contrary, syphilis spread most
readily through extramarital sexual intercourse.” He was himself
rightly afraid of infection, though such fears did not prevent him from
picking up prostitutes (diary, 12 March 1896).

In each of the expertly composed scenes, however, we observe the
contrast between before and after the sexual act. Schnitzler owned a
copy of Hogarth’s engravings ‘Before’ and ‘After’, where prior resist-
ance is contrasted with subsequent satisfaction (diary, 1 July 1917)."
Flattery and cajolery are used to get partners into bed. Masks are
donned: the Young Master asserts his devotion in high-flown language,
the Husband warns his wife with affected prudery against consorting
with immoral women, and confesses his own past misdemeanours in a
way that perhaps adds energy to his own love-making; when picking
up the Sweet Maid he falls into colloquial Viennese which makes his
marital language sound even more false in retrospect. We also hear
lines repeated: the Sweet Maid tells the Husband and the Poet almost
the same story about having been in a chambre séparée only with her
friend and the friend’s fiancé; the Poet applies the term ‘divine

% Unpublished letter to Schnitzler, 15 May 1894, quoted in Ulrich Weinzierl, Arthur
Schnitzler: Lieben Triumen Sterben (Frankfurt a.M., 1994), 92.

? Schnitzler, Medizinische Schrifien, ed. Horst Thomé (Vienna, 1988), 249—50.

1" See Jenny Uglow, Hogarth: A Life and a World (London, 1997), 178-81.
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simplicity’ to both her and the Actress. After the act, the men often
turn cool and distant, rebuffing the women’s emotional appeals, some-
times with the help of a post-coital cigarette. As soon as the Young
Master and the Young Wife have had their delayed sex, she starts
panicking about the time and about what she will tell her husband.
Despite saying this must be the last time, she readily agrees to dance
with him the next day and arrange another assignation (and as W. E.
Yates points out, she has brought her own button-hook with her for
getting dressed again)." And when she has gone, the Young Master
says with the self-satisfied air of one recording a social triumph: ‘So
here I am, having an affair with a respectable married woman.” The
professional vanity of the Poet and the Actress soon blurs their sexual
enjoyment. The scene between the Actress and the Count brings a
variation because she has to seduce him. That between the Prostitute
and the Count brings another: there is no coupling on stage, and the
Count likes to think that none has happened, that he has only kissed
her tenderly on the eyes, but it turns out that he did have sex with her
before falling asleep: the sex drive is all-powerful.

Schnitzler’s erotic realism includes an unsparing portrayal of male
sexuality. The husband, idealizing his wife but letting himself go with
the Sweet Maid, illustrates the conflict between affection and sensual-
ity described by Freud in ‘On the Universal Tendency to Debasement
in the Sphere of Love’ (1912) which polarizes male images of women
between madonnas and whores. Similarly, the Young Master suf-
fers erectile failure on his first attempt to copulate with a ‘respectable’
woman. Small wonder that the play was initially banned and then,
when performed in 1921, provoked a scandal.

While Round Dance follows the sexual daisy-chain or chain-gang
through a wide range of society, Schnitzler elsewhere writes with par-
ticular fascination, but no great respect, about the aristocracy. The
Green Cockatoo (Der griine Kakadu) is set among the French aris-
tocracy on the eve of the Revolution, Countess Mizzi (Komtesse Mizzi)
among the contemporary Viennese upper class. Both are shown to be
permeated with pretence. The restaurant “The Green Cockatoo’
attracts aristocratic clients by employing actors disguised as revo-
lutionaries to give the diners an agreeable thrill by uttering
bloodthirsty threats. Reality and illusion, however, are difficult to
disentangle. Henri claims to have murdered the Duke of Cadignan for

""" W. E. Yates, Schnitzler, Hofmannsthal and the Austrian Theatre (New Haven, 1992),
134.
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sleeping with his wife, and the landlord believes him. It turns out,
however, that Henri was only acting. He alone did not know that his
wife was unfaithful to him. On learning the truth, he stabs the Duke.
But death, the touchstone of reality, is not immediately effective. The
audience at first take this as part of the performance, and when real
revolutionaries rush in, straight from the fall of the Bastille, they too
are initially thought to be actors.

Countess Mizzi at first seems content with painting. Her father is
puzzled that she has never married, and indeed she once considered
becoming a nun. To the actress Lolo Langhuber, however, Mizzi hints
that she has had a satisfying sex life, and we meet its product, the
natural son she has had with Prince Ravenstein; we also see her calmly
ending the affair with her art teacher. All this might suggest the civil-
ized management of one’s emotions, but in fact Mizzi feels bitter, with
good reason, towards the Prince for refusing to leave his wife and
accept responsibility for his son, whom Mizzi has never till now been
allowed to know. When she talks in veiled terms to her father about the
callousness with which the boy’s mother has been treated, he replies
even more callously, supposing the mother to have been a lower-class
woman, “These women usually die young anyway.” This brilliant play
exposes selfishness and manipulation with an understated adroitness
worthy of Thackeray.

With The Vast Domain we enter the world of industrialists and
financiers who spend much of their time at the holiday resort of
Baden, near Vienna, or in the Tyrolean Alps. Alongside tennis and
mountaineering, their favourite sport is adultery. Friedrich Hofreiter,
having ended his affair with Adele Natter, takes up with the young
Erna Wahl; his wife Genia, having rejected the pianist Korsakow,
starts an affair with the naval lieutenant Otto von Aigner; the officer
Stanzides takes Friedrich’s place with Adele Natter. Although Genia
suggests that mutual indifference might be the best foundation for a
marriage, and describes love affairs as an amusing game, this sexual
circus is driven by emotions which prove dangerous playthings. The
characters repeatedly discourse on how puzzling emotions are. We fail
to feel what we officially ought to, and we are assailed by unexpected
feelings that initiate fatal actions. Genia’s rejection of Korsakow
prompted his suicide. Although Dr Mauer is Friedrich’s closest
friend, Friedrich has no compunction about starting an affair with the
woman to whom he knows Mauer is attracted. The banker Natter
knows about his wife’s infidelities yet is still hopelessly in love with
her, and cares enough to avenge himself on Friedrich by planting a
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story that Friedrich brought about Korsakow’s death by challenging
him to an American duel and then cheating. (In an American duel, to
remove any advantage arising from superior skill with weapons, both
parties drew lots and the loser was obliged to commit suicide.) When
Friedrich challenges Otto to a duel, he has no strong feelings, simply a
desire not to be made a fool of, but when they face each other
Friedrich knows that one or the other must die.

Not only the ‘vast domain’ of the soul, but the presence of death,
sets the tone of the play. Tom Stoppard did well to entitle his English
version Undiscovered Country, after Hamlet’s soliloquy on suicide.
The play begins just after Korsakow’s funeral. Friedrich has recently
had a narrow escape from death in a motor accident. Further back, he
was in a mountaineering accident in which a friend was killed. In Act
Three, set in the Dolomites, he and his party turn out to have climbed
the Aignerturm, a notoriously dangerous pinnacle. Mountaineering is
associated with sex, both by the legendary sexual conquests of Aigner,
who first climbed the pinnacle, and by the embrace between Friedrich
and Erna outside their mountain hut. Against this background,
Friedrich seems like a grown-up version of Fritz from Flirtations,
compulsively playing with danger.

In Professor Bernhardi, the off-stage death in Act One enables
Schnitzler to address a crucial issue of his time, namely anti-Semitism.
Though Schnitzler encountered no anti-Semitism at school, he
watched as anti-Semitism entered public discourse in the rhetoric of
Georg von Schonerer’s German Nationalist Party, founded in 1882,
and, still more, in the populist speeches of Karl Lueger, who was
Mayor of Vienna from 1897 till his death in 1910. In a letter of 12
January 1899, Schnitzler wrote to the Danish critic Georg Brandes:

Do you ever read Viennese newspapers, reports on Parliament and the City
Council? It is astonishing what swine we live among here; and I keep thinking
even anti-Semites should notice that anti-Semitism, apart from everything
else, has the strange power of drawing forth the meanest and most dishonest
aspects of human nature and developing them to an extreme.'

In his autobiography Schnitzler quotes with particular indignation
from the ‘Waidhofen Resolution’ drawn up by German nationalist
duelling societies which declared Jews to lack honour: ‘Every son of a
Jewish mother, every human being in whose veins flows Jewish blood,

12 Schnitzler, Briefe 18751912, ed. Therese Nickl and Heinrich Schnitzler (Frank-
furt a.M., 1981), 366.
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is from the day of his birth without honour and void of all the more
refined emotions.”"® According to Schnitzler, in turn-of-the-century
Vienna it was impossible to forget that one was a Jew. During and after
the War, things got worse. A notoriously anti-Semitic Jesuit, Father
Abel, asserted in a sermon that the Jews had not done their duty
during the war, were to blame for the country’s misery, and should be
exterminated (diary, 16 July 1918). Schnitzler and others feared pog-
roms. His worst direct experience of anti-Semitism came in 1922
when a public reading he gave in Teplice (in Czechoslovakia) was
broken up by National Socialists, an event described at length in his
diary (3 November 1922).

In Bernhardi Schnitzler draws on his own medical experience and
that of his father. In 1872 Johann Schnitzler helped to found a private
clinic, the Polyclinic, as Bernhardi does the Elisabethinum, and in
1884 he became its director, having already received a professorship
for his medical achievements. He resembled Bernhardi also in having
aristocratic private patients, in what his son calls his ‘amiable, slightly
ironic way of conversing’,'* and in the secular principles which he
formulated thus:

The physician’s religion is humanity, that is, the love of mankind, irrespective
of wealth or poverty, with no distinction of nationality or confession. Accord-
ingly, whenever and wherever the conflicts of classes and races, national
chauvinism and religious fanaticism prevail, he should and must be an apostle
of hulmanity, acting in support of international peace and the brotherhood of
man."

These principles are tested in the play. In Act One, a young woman
is dying from a botched abortion. She has no emotional support; her
lover has disappeared. She cannot live more than another hour, but has
no idea that she is dying, for a camphor injection has put her in a state
of euphoria. A nurse who belongs to a Catholic lay sisterhood fetches a
priest to give the young woman the last rites. Bernhardi thinks it cruel
to take her out of her euphoria and frighten her; he asserts that it is his
duty as a doctor to give his patients a happy death, and he therefore
explicitly forbids the priest to enter the sick-room, touching him
lightly on the shoulder to deter him. What further means of

% Schnitzler, My Youth in Vienna, trans. Catherine Hutter (London, 1971), 128. Cf.
diary, 30 Mar. 1896.

Y My Youth in Vienna, 168.

'S Johann Schnitzlers Bekenntnis zum Arztberuf, 10 Dec. 1884, in Hans-Ulrich
Lindken, Arthur Schnitzler: Aspekte und Akzente (Frankfurt a.M., 1984), 3—4.
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deterrence Bernhardi might have used we never learn, for at that point
the nurse reports that the young woman is dead. Neither Bernhardi
nor the priest has attained his object: the woman died in fear but
without receiving the sacraments. Nevertheless, this confrontation
between a Jewish doctor and a priest is blown up into a huge scandal,
with a question asked in Parliament, an official inquiry, and a court
case in which Bernhardi is sentenced to two months’ imprisonment
and forbidden to practise medicine.

Bernhardi is neither a crusader nor a martyr: released from prison,
he wants only to return to private life, though his associates want him
to use media opportunities to promote his beliefs. Politics are seen as
inherently corrupting, the domain of the eel-like Flint, while the
staunch old liberal Pflugfelder is a forlorn and ineffectual figure. In the
Vienna that Schnitzler shows us, principles exist only in personal life
and the public world is dominated by rhetoricians without inner sub-
stance. His depiction reflects his long-felt contempt for politics as
such: ‘It is the lowest thing and has the least to do with the essence of
humanity’ (diary, 10 May 1896). Yet in supposing that he can exercise
his principles privately without wider repercussions, Bernhardi shows
a naivety which is caricatured in the cluelessness of his protégé
Wenger.

Schnitzler was stimulated to write the play in part by the
‘Wahrmund affair’ (diary, 18 March 1908). In January 1908 Ludwig
Wahrmund (1860-1932), professor of canon law at Innsbruck Uni-
versity, gave a public lecture in which he declared that Catholic dogma
was incompatible with free scholarship; there followed demonstrations
and counter-demonstrations, a question was asked in Parliament,
there was a general strike at the universities; in June, Wahrmund was
transferred to Prague. He secretly accepted 10,000 Kronen annually to
finance research leave for up to two years, and an annual pension of
2,000 Kronen if he retired thereafter. When these payments became
known, Wahrmund gave them up. In place of this discreditable com-
promise, Bernhardi stands by his principles and serves a prison sen-
tence. The affair encouraged Schnitzler to dramatize the conflict
between humanist and Catholic principles.

Above all, professional and public life in the play are dominated by
the Jewish question. Even a disagreement between two doctors about a
patient’s diagnosis turns into a Jewish—Gentile dispute. Here the
detailed stage directions which Schnitzler, like his contemporaries
Shaw and Hauptmann, provides, enable us to recognize degrees of
‘Jewishness’, assimilation, or ‘Austrianness’, from the shambling
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posture of Dr Lowenstein or the ‘beery German’ with occasional Jew-
ish tones uttered by the convert Dr Schreimann to the exaggerated
Austrian accent of Dr Ebenwald. In the lawyer Goldenthal, who is
baptized, ostentatiously Catholic, and sends his son to an exclusive
Jesuit-run school, we have a specimen of a type Schnitzler detested,
the Jew who lacks self-respect and at all costs curries favour with
Christians.

Bernhardi, the enlightened Jewish scientist, is given no ‘Jewish’
traits, a tribute to the universalist humanism which Schnitzler shared
with his father and with Freud. Large questions stemming from the
conflict between science and religion loom over the play. Bernhardi
remarks ironically that the complicated nature of illness might make
one question Providence. His patron Prince Constantine warns him
that a few hundred years earlier he would have been burnt at the stake,
and we have several references to how the Church in the past per-
secuted scientists. Bernhardi’s antagonist the Priest is represented as a
decent man, yet he justifies his conduct in court in a manner too
reminiscent of Flint’s opportunism, by saying that his trivial truth
would have turned into a greater lie. Despite the reconciliation
between the Priest and Bernhardi on a human level in Act Four, the
play is heavily weighted in favour of Bernhardi’s secular humanism.
His attempt to protect his patient is twice defended at length, once by
Cyprian and once by Pflugfelder. Bernhardi’s key word is ‘Gliick’
(happiness). Reflecting on the young woman who is dying, Bernhardi
says sadly that such an experience—the sexual encounter with an
unfaithful, perhaps anonymous lover—was once called ‘Liebesgliick’,
‘the joys of love’: that is, the young girl too wanted to be happy,
following a normal human instinct, and as a doctor he cannot save her
life, but only allow her a few moments of happiness based on an
illusion. Here the scientific search for truth reaches an aporia in which
it seems better to be happily deluded.

Bernhardi was in some ways Schnitzler’s favourite among his plays:
“There are works of mine I like better, but nowhere do I like myself
better than in Bernhardy (diary, 27 March 1918). It is the most open
in its assertion of Schnitzler’s sceptical, humane, though not entirely
tolerant liberalism. But it shares with his other masterpieces the abil-
ity to capture the trivial day-to-day surface of human life (Schnitzler’s
ear for dialogue has few rivals in German-language drama) while
drawing attention to its boundaries: the frontier represented by death,
and the search for an elusive happiness in love. Utopian hopes for
reforming human life receive no encouragement here, but nor are the
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plays cynical. Their most attractive characters combine disillusion-
ment and decency, like the actress Lolo Langhuber (who shows her
natural good feeling by almost her first remark, expressing disgust
at a schoolboy’s morbid interest in murderers), and the doctor
Kurt Pflugfelder, who has shed his father’s liberalism, is indeed a
reformed anti-Semite, but denounces and challenges the proto-fascist
Hochroitzpointner.

Although Schnitzler is an important figure in Modernism, he
remains difficult to classify. His oeuvre is diverse, including two sub-
stantial novels of which one, Therese, is still undervalued, but lacking
any large-scale work to stand beside such massive Modernist monu-
ments as Ulysses, Remembrance of Things Past, or The Magic Mountain.
Nevertheless, in 1914, when apparently Austria was due for the Nobel
Prize for Literature, Schnitzler learnt that the Nobel Committee were
considering dividing the prize between himself and the Viennese
sketch-writer Peter Altenberg (diary, 1 August 1914); but the outbreak
of war prevented the award of any prize that year. In retrospect,
however, the absence of any overwhelming masterpiece fits with the
lightness, variety, and constant experimentation of his work.

Schnitzler’s Modernism is in any case qualified by the form of his
plays, which stand between conservatism and innovation. Bernhardi
owes much to Ibsen, particularly to his An Enemy of the People.'®
Flirtations and The Vast Domain are constructed with skilful crafts-
manship, learned from the French comedy of manners; Flirtations is
also indebted to the classic German domestic tragedy (Lessing’s
Emilia Galotti (1772), Schiller’s Cabals and Love (Kabale und Liebe,
1784), Hebbel’s Maria Magdalena (1844)) which usually features a
cross-class love affair and a close father—daughter relationship. Else-
where Schnitzler developed the potential of the one-act play. After a
brief vogue in the mid-nineteenth century, this form was revived by
the moderns."” It matched their scepticism by its brief, tentative char-
acter, tending to evoke an atmosphere rather than enunciate a world-
view. The Green Cockatoo, Countess Mizzi, and The Last Masks are all
one-acters, the last-named from a series called Living Hours (Lebendige
Stunden), while Round Dance is essentially an artfully linked series of
one-act plays. The one-acter as a genre shows Schnitzler’s especial

1 For a comparison, see Ritchie Robertson, The ‘Jewish Question’ in German Litera-
ture, 1749—1939 (Oxford, 1999), 106—12.

'7 See W. E. Yates, “The Rise and Fall of the One-Act Play’, in W. E. Yates, Allyson
Fiddler, and John Warren (eds.), From Perinet to Jelinek: Viennese Theatre in its Political
and Intellectual Context (Bern, 2001), 115-26.
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dramatic talents: his economy, his command of dialogue, and his focus,
sharpened by his medical training, on the body as the site of the
crucial experiences of life and death. This concentration on essentials
has saved Schnitzler’s best works from dating, even though they are
set in a highly specific milieu, and helps to explain why they have been
adapted in our day by Tom Stoppard (in Undiscovered Country) and
Stanley Kubrick (whose Eyes Wide Shut is based on the late novella
Dream Story).

But Schnitzler also reaches across the generations to address a
widespread mood of the present day. His semi-outsider position as a
Jew (felt more intensely later in his life), and the detachment incul-
cated by his medical training, no doubt contributed to the tolerant
scepticism with which he regarded the many ideologies—Germanic
nationalism, conservatism, Socialism, Zionism—that demanded alle-
giance from his contemporaries. In the literary world around him, he
perceived the petty motives underlying exalted aims: the snobbery
behind his friend Hofmannsthal’s involvement in the Catholicizing
Salzburg Festival, or the ruthless careerism behind the love for
humanity professed by the Expressionist dramatists. Noting that
Hofmannsthal had obtained permission to have a play staged in Salz-
burg Cathedral by making a contribution to the church restoration
fund, Schnitzler denounced his opportunism and added: “That is how
most sacrifices look when you see them close up’ (diary, 17 August
1922). His great theme, in his plays and still more in his prose fiction,
is self-deception. He unmasks it, however, without the scathing vio-
lence of Nietzsche, or the often tiresome self-assurance of Shaw, but
with scepticism about his own claims to offer any final insight. Under-
neath the last mask there is always another. To readers dubious about
grand narratives, and worried about new fanaticisms and new cru-
sades, Schnitzler’s resigned, intelligent tolerance is bound to have a
lasting appeal.



NOTE ON THE TEXT

ALL translations in this volume are based on the texts published in
Arthur Schnitzler, Die Dramatischen Werke, 2 vols. (Frankfurt a.M.:
Fischer, 1962).
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A CHRONOLOGY OF
ARTHUR SCHNITZLER

15 May: Arthur Schnitzler born in Vienna, son of Dr Johann
Schnitzler (1835-93), a laryngologist, and Louise Schnitzler née
Markbreiter (1838-1911).

13 July: birth of AS’s brother Julius (d. 1939).

20 December: birth of AS’s sister Gisela (d. 1953).

AS begins studying medicine at Vienna University.

Graduates from the Vienna Medical School; begins work in the
Allgemeines Krankenhaus (General Hospital).

Becomes editor of the medical journal International Clinical Review
(Internationale Klinische Rundschau), founded by his father.

Becomes an assistant in the Allgemeine Poliklinik, directed by his
father. Visits Berlin and London.

Publishes a paper, ‘On functional aphonia [loss of speech] and its
treatment by hypnotism and suggestion’, in the International Clin-
ical Review. Meets Marie Glimer (1873-1925): their relationship
lasts intermittently till 1899.

The series of one-act plays, Anatol, published in book form.

2 May: death of Johann Schnitzler. AS leaves the Poliklinik and
henceforth confines his medical work to private practice. 14 July:
premicére of the one-act play ‘Farewell Supper’ (‘Abschiedssouper’),
from the Anatol cycle. 1 December: premiere of the play The Fairy-
Tale (Das Mdrchen), with the famous actress Adele Sandrock
(‘Dilly’) as the leading lady; beginning of a relationship between her
and AS that lasts till spring 1895.

12 July: AS meets Marie Reinhard (1871—99), initially one of his
patients; their relationship begins in March 1895. Onset of deafness
and tinnitus, an increasing problem for the rest of AS’s life. The
story Dying (Sterben), AS’s first substantial prose work, appears in
the prominent literary monthly New German Review (Neue deutsche
Rundschau); published in book form in 1895. October: completes
Flirtations (Liebeler).

9 October: premiére of Flirtations in the Vienna Burgtheater, with
Adele Sandrock as Christine.

July and August: journey to Scandinavia; visits Ibsen.

February: completion of Round Dance (Reigen). 24 September:
Marie Reinhard bears AS a stillborn child.
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CHRONOLOGY XXIX

1 March: premicre of The Green Cockatoo (Der griine Kakadu) in the
Burgtheater (with two other one-acters, Paracelsus and The Woman
Friend (Die Gefihrtin). 18 March: death of Marie Reinhard. 11 July:
AS meets the actress Olga Gussmann (1882—-1970), initially a patient.

Reigen privately printed. 25 December: publication of the story Lieu-
tenant Gustl (Leutnant Gustl) in the prominent Vienna newspaper
The New Free Press (Neue Freie Presse); as a satire on an army officer,
it unleashes a scandal, resulting in AS’s being cashiered as a reserve
officer (14 June 19o1).

4 January: premiere of Living Hours (Lebendige Stunden), a cycle of
one-act plays including The Last Masks (Die letzten Masken). 9
August: birth of Olga’s and AS’s son Heinrich.

26 August: marries Olga. First publication of Round Dance by the
Wiener Verlag.

Round Dance banned in Germany.

Publication of the novel The Road to the Open (Der Weg ins Freie),
dealing with the ‘Jewish question’.

5 January: premiere of Countess Mizzi (Komtesse Mizzi) in the
Deutsches Volkstheater. 13 September: birth of Olga’s and AS’s
daughter Lili.

AS buys the house (Sternwartestrasse 71, Eighteenth District of
Vienna) where he will reside for the rest of his life.

9 September: death of Louise Schnitzler. 14 October: premiere of
The Vast Domain (Das weite Land) at the Vienna Burgtheater and
simultaneously at theatres in Prague and throughout Germany.

28 November: premiere of Professor Bernhardi in the Kleines
Theater in Berlin; the play is banned in Austria.

Premiére of the first film based on a work by AS: Elskovsleg, a Dan-
ish version of Flirtations. August: the outbreak of the First World
War finds AS and his family on holiday in Switzerland; AS notes:
‘World War. World ruin. Prodigious and appalling news’ (diary, 5
August).

21 December: first Austrian production of Professor Bernhardi in the
Deutsches Volkstheater.

23 December: first performance of Round Dance in the Kleines
Schauspielhaus in Berlin.

1 February: first performance of Round Dance in Vienna in the
chamber theatre of the Deutsches Volkstheater. Banned by the
Vienna police on 17 February as a threat to public order. 26 June: AS
and Olga have their marriage dissolved.

16 June: first extended meeting between AS and Sigmund Freud.



XXX CHRONOLOGY

1924 Publication of Friulein Else, an innovative story in interior mono-
logue (a technique already used in Lieutenant Gustl).

1925-6  Dream Story (Traumnovelle) published in instalments in a magazine,
The Lady (Die Dame).

1927 15 March: premiére of the silent film Flirtations in Berlin.

1928 26 July: death by suicide of AS’s daughter Lili, a year after her
marriage to an Italian Fascist, Arnoldo Cappellini. Publication of
AS’s second novel, Therese: Chronicle of a Woman’s Life (Therese:
Chronik eines Frauenlebens).

1931 21 October: Schnitzler dies in Vienna.
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Act One

Fritz’s room. Elegant and comfortable.
Fritz, Theodore. Theodore enters first, his coat on his arm, takes
his hat off as he comes in but retains his walking-stick.

FRITZ (talking off stage) No one called then?

VOICE OF SERVANT No, Sir.

FRITZ (entering) We can dismiss the cab, can’t we?

THEODORE Of course, I thought you’d already done so.

FRITZ (going out again, in the doorway) Dismiss the cab, would you.
And... you can leave too now, I won’t be needing you again today.
(He comes in. To Theodore) Won’t you take off your things?

THEODORE (is by the desk) A few letters for you. He throws his coat and
hat onto a chair, but retains his walking-stick.

FRITZ (hastens over to the desk) Ah!...

THEODORE Well now!... You seem positively alarmed.

FRITZ From Papa... (opens the other) from Lensky.

THEODORE Don’t let me interrupt.

Fritz scans the letters.

THEODORE What does your Papa have to say?

FRITZ Nothing much... ’m supposed to go out to the estate at Whitsun
for a week.

THEODORE It would do you a world of good. I’d send you for six
months.

Fritz standing in front of the desk, turns towards him.

THEODORE Certainly!—riding, coach outings, fresh air, dairy
maids—

FRITZ There aren’t any dairies among the maize fields!

THEODORE Well, you know what I mean...

FRITZ Will you come with me?

THEODORE Afraid I can’t.

FRITZ Why not?

THEODORE My dear fellow, my exams are just round the corner! If I
came, it would only be to help you settle in.

FRITZ Don’t worry about me!

THEODORE All you need, you know—I’m quite convinced—is a bit of
fresh air. I noticed it again today. Out there in the real spring
countryside, you were your dear, likeable self again.

FRITZ Thanks.
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THEODORE And now— now you’re going all to pieces. We’re too close
to the torrid zone again.

Fritz makes a gesture of annoyance.

THEODORE You don’t know how cheerful you were out there— you
were your normal sensible self— it was like the good old days...—
And lately, with those two delightful young girls, you were such
good company again, but now of course— all that’s over, and you
seem to find it impossible not to (with ironic pathos)— brood over
that woman.

Fritz gets up irritably.

THEODORE You misjudge me, my friend. I don’t intend to put up
with it much longer.

FRITZ My God, how you go on!...

THEODORE I’m not asking you to (again with pathos) forget that
woman... all I want, (sincerely) my dear Fritz, is that you see this
maudlin affair, which makes one tremble for you, as just a con-
ventional adventure... Look Fritz, one day, when you stop worship-
ping ‘that woman’, you’ll be surprised how much you like her.
You’ll suddenly realize there’s nothing demonic about her, and that
she’s an attractive little woman one can have a good time with, just
like any other pretty young thing with a bit of temperament.

FRITZ Why do you say ‘makes one tremble for me’?

THEODORE Well... to be frank, I am always worrying that one fine day
you might simply decide to run off with her.

FRITZ Is that really what you meant?...

THEODORE (afier a short pause) That’s not the only danger.

FRITZ You are right, Theodore,— there are others.

THEODORE Of course, one has to avoid doing anything stupid.

FRITZ (t0 himself) There are others sure enough...

THEODORE What’s the matter... You’ve something specific on your
mind.

FRITZ Ah no, nothing special... (with a glance toward the window) She
deluded herself once before.

THEODORE How do you mean?... what?... I don’t understand.

FRITZ Ah nothing.

THEODORE What’s all this? Come on, talk sensibly.

FRITZ She’s been having misgivings recently... now and then.

THEODORE Why?— There must be a reason.

FRITZ Not at all. The jitters— (ironically) a guilty conscience, if you
will.

THEODORE You say she deluded herself once before—
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FRITZ That’s right— and again today.

THEODORE Today— But what’s all this supposed to mean— ?

FRITZ (after a short pause) She thinks... we are being watched.

THEODORE What?

FRITZ She gets these frights, you know, real hallucinations. (Near the
window) Through the gap in the curtains here, she thinks she sees
someone standing on the corner, and imagines— (interrupts himself)
Is it possible to recognize a face at this distance?

THEODORE Hardly.

FRITZ That’s what I said too. But then it all gets so awful. She’s afraid
to leave, she gets in a panic, weeps hysterically, wants us to die
together—

THEODORE Naturally.

FRITZ (short pause) Today I was obliged to go downstairs and look
around. All very casually, as if I were going out myself,— of course
there wasn’t a familiar face in sight...

Theodore remains silent.

FRITZ That’s fairly reassuring, don’t you think? People can’t just sink
into the ground, can they?... Well, answer me!

THEODORE What do you want me to say? Of course they can’t sink
into the ground. But they can hide in an entrance hall if need be.

FRITZ I checked inside all of them.

THEODORE That must have looked very innocent.

FRITZ There was no one there. Hallucinations, I tell you.

THEODORE No doubt. But it should teach you to be more careful.

FRITZ But I’d have been sure to notice if he suspected anything.
Yesterday I had supper with them after the theatre— the two of
them together— and I tell you, it was all perfectly sociable and
friendly!— Ridiculous!

THEODORE Please, Fritz— do me a favour, be sensible. Give the whole
damned thing up— for my sake. I get edgy, too, you know... I
understand you’re not the man to make a clean break when it comes
to ending an affair, that’s why I’ve made things easy for you by
giving you the chance to escape into another one...

FRITZ You?...

THEODORE Well, didn’t I take you along on my rendezvous with
Fraulein Mizi just the other week? And didn’t I ask Mizi to bring
her prettiest friend along? And can you deny you found the little
woman very attractive?...

FRITZ Certainly, she was very sweet!... So sweet! And you’ve no idea
how I’ve longed for such tenderness free of pathos, longed to be
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enveloped by such sweetness and tranquillity to help me recuperate
from all the endless torments and histrionics.

THEODORE That’s it precisely! Recuperate! That’s the essence of it.
They are there for our recuperation. That’s why I’ve always been
against your so-called interesting women. Women should not be
interesting but pleasing. You must seek happiness where I have
always found it, where there are no grand scenes, no dangers, no
tragic complications, where the beginning has no special difficulties
and the end no special torments, where one receives the first kiss
with a smile and parts with gentle tenderness.

FRITZ Yes, that’s right.

THEODORE Women are perfectly happy as ordinary healthy human
beings— so what possesses us to make them into angels or demons
at all cost?

FRITZ She’s a real treasure. So sweet, so clinging. I sometimes almost
think she is too nice for me.

THEODORE You are quite incorrigible. If you intend to start taking
her seriously too—

FRITZ Not in the least. We’ve agreed already: recuperation.

THEODORE Just as well, because I’d wash my hands of you. I’ve had
enough of your tragic love affairs. You bore me with them. And in
case you decide to come to me with your famous guilty con-
science, let me explain the simple principle I use: rather me than
someone else. Because it’s as sure as fate that there’ll be someone
else.

The door bell rings.

FRITZ Who can that be?...

THEODORE Have a look— You’ve turned pale again! Well, calm down.
It’s our two sweet young girls.

FRITZ (pleasantly surprised) What?...

THEODORE I took the liberty of inviting them over to your place this
evening.

FRITZ (going out) But— why didn’t you tell me! Now I’ve dismissed
the servant.

THEODORE All the more intimate.

FRITZ’S VOICE (outside) Hello, Mizi!—

Theodore, Fritz, Mizi enters, carrying a package.
FRITZ And where’s Christine?—
Miz1 She’ll be here shortly. Hello, Dori.
Theodore kisses her hand.
Miz1 You must excuse me, Herr Fritz, but Theodore invited us—
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FRITZ Of course, it was a splendid idea. There’s just one thing
Theodore’s forgotten—

THEODORE Theodore has not forgotten anything! (7akes the package
Jfrom Mizi) Have you managed to get everything I jotted down?—

Mi1z1 Of course I have! (70 Fritz) Where shall I put it?

FRITZ Give it to me, Mizi, we’ll leave it on the sideboard for the time
being.

Miz1 I bought something extra, which you didn’t put down, Dori.

FRITZ Give me your hat, Mizi, there— (puts it on the piano along with
her fur boa).

THEODORE (suspiciously) What is it?

MIZI A coffee cream cake.

THEODORE You little glutton!

FRITZ But tell me, why didn’t you and Christine come together? —

Mi1z1 Christine is walking her father to the theatre. Then she’ll catch
the tram here.

THEODORE Such a loving daughter...

M1zl Well yes, especially lately, since they’ve been in mourning.

THEODORE Who was it that died, actually?

Mi1z1 The old gentleman’s sister.

THEODORE Ah, the aunt!

Mi1z1 She was an elderly spinster who had always lived with them—
Well, and so now he feels quite lonely.

THEODORE Christine’s father is a small man, isn’t he, with short grey
hair—

M1Z1 (shakes her head) No, he has long hair.

FRITZ How come you know him?

THEODORE I went to the Theatre in the Josefstadt with Lensky
recently, and I watched the double basses playing.

miz1 He doesn’t play the double bass, he plays the violin.

THEODORE I see, I thought it was the double bass. (70 Mizi, who is
laughing) It isn’t funny, how could I possibly have known that?

Miz1 You’ve a very nice place here, Herr Fritz, very nice indeed!
What’s the view like?

FRITZ That window looks out onto the Strohgassse, and from the
next room—

THEODORE (quickly) Tell me, why are you so formal with each other?
Surely you could call each other ‘du’.

M1zl We’ll drink a pledge to that at supper.

THEODORE A sound principle! Relaxing anyway.— And how is
your dear mother?
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MIZI (turns to him with a sudden expression of concern) Do you know,
she has—

THEODORE Toothache— I know, I know. Your mother is always
having toothache. She should really go and see a dentist some
time.

Miz1 But the doctor says it’s just rheumatic.

THEODORE (laughing) Well then, if it’s just rheumatic—

M1Z1 (with a photo album in her hand) You’ve got such nice things
here!... (Leafing through it) Who’s that then?... But that’s you, Herr
Fritz... In uniform!? Were you in the army?

FRITZ Yes.

M1zl A dragoon!— Were you in the yellow or the black brigade?

FRITZ (smiling) In the yellow.

M1Z1 (dreamily) In the yellow brigade.

THEODORE Look, she’s gone all dreamy! Mizi, wake up!

M1z1I But now you’re a lieutenant in the reserves?

FRITZ That’s correct.

Miz1 You must look splendid in your fur-trimmed uniform.

THEODORE A positively encyclopaedic knowledge!— I say, Mizi, I
was in the army too, you know.

Miz1 Were you also a dragoon?

THEODORE Yes.—

Mi1z1 But why didn’t you tell me all this...

THEODORE I wanted to be loved for my own sake.

Mi1z1 Go on, Dori, next time we go out together somewhere, you must
wear your uniform.

THEODORE In August I’ll be having weapons training anyway.

M1zl God, by August—

THEODORE Of course— eternal love can’t be expected to last as long
as that.

miz1 In May who wants to be thinking about August. Don’t you
agree, Herr Fritz— By the way, Herr Fritz, why did you stand us up
yesterday?

FRITZ How do you mean...

miz1 Well, after the theatre.

FRITZ Didn’t Theodore pass on my apologies?

THEODORE Of course I made your apologies.

Mi1z1 What good are your apologies to me— or more to the point, to
Christine! If one makes an arrangement, one should stick to it.

FRITZ [ would honestly rather have been with you...

M1zl Is that true?...
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FRITZ But I simply couldn’t. You saw for yourself, I was in a box with
acquaintances of mine, and afterwards I couldn’t get away.

Mi1z1 Yes, you couldn’t get away from all those lovely ladies. Do you
think we couldn’t see you from the gallery?

FRITZ I could see you too...

MIz1 You were sitting at the back of your box.—

FRITZ Not the whole time.

Mi1z1 But most of it. You were sitting behind a lady in a black velvet
dress, and you kept on (with a parodic gesture) peeping forward.

FRITZ You were certainly watching me pretty carefully.

M1zI Nothing to do with me! But if I were Christine... How is it
Theodore has time after the theatre? How is it he doesn’t need to
have supper with acquaintances? How is it I don’t need to have
supper with acquaintances?...

The door bell rings.

M1zl That’s Christine.
Fritz hurries out.

THEODORE Mizi, do me a favour, will you.
Mizi a questioning expression.

THEODORE Forget about your military reminiscences— at least for a
little while.

Miz1 But I don’t have any.

THEODORE Come now, one can tell you didn’t learn all that from a
military manual.

Theodore, Mizi, Fritz, Christine holding a bunch of flowers.

CHRISTINE (greets the others with a touch of embarrassment) Good
evening. (They reciprocate. To Fritz) Are you pleased we’ve
come?— You’re not angry?

FRITZ But my dear girll— Sometimes Theodore’s quicker off the
mark than me, that’s all.

THEODORE Your Papa is playing his fiddle by now, I imagine?

CHRISTINE He is indeed; I walked with him to the theatre.

FRITZ Mizi was just telling us.—

CHRISTINE (f0 Mizi) And then Katharina held me up.

Mi1z1 Oh no, that devious woman.

CHRISTINE Oh, I’'m sure she isn’t devious, she is very good to me.

Miz1 But then you trust everyone.

CHRISTINE Why would she be devious with me?

FRITZ Who is this Katharina?

Mi1z1 The wife of a stocking-maker, and she’s always getting worked
up if anyone is younger than she is.
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CHRISTINE She’s still a young woman herself.

FRITZ Let’s forget about Katharina, shall we?— What have you got
there?

CHRISTINE I bought you a few flowers.

FRITZ (takes them from her and kisses her hand) You’re a little angel.
Wait, we’ll put them over there in the vase...

THEODORE Oh no! You obviously have no idea how things are done at
banquets. Flowers must be strewn artlessly about the table... later
of course, after we’ve laid it. What one should really do is let them
flutter from the ceiling. But perhaps that wouldn’t work.

FRITZ (laughing) Hardly.

THEODORE Well, for the time being we’ll put them in here after all.
(Places them in the vase)

Miz1 It’s getting dark already!

FRITZ (has been helping Christine off with her jacket, she has also taken
off her hat, he puts the things on a chair at the back) Let’s light the
lamp at once then.

THEODORE Lamp! Nonsense! We’ll light the candles. That’ll be
much nicer. Come, Mizi, you can help me. (He and Mizi light the
candles; all the candles in the two candelabra on the chest, one candle on
the desk, then two candles on the sideboard)

While this is being seen to, Fritz and Christine talk together.

FrRITZ Well, how are you, my love?

CHRISTINE I’m fine now.—

FRITZ And apart from that?

CHRISTINE I’ve been longing for you so.

FRITZ But we saw each other only yesterday.

CHRISTINE Saw each other... from a distance... (shyly) You know, it
wasn’t very nice of you to...

FRITZ Yes, I know; Mizi already told me. But you’re such a child as
usual. I couldn’t get away. Surely you can understand.

CHRISTINE Tell me... Fritz... who were those people in your box?

FRITZ Acquaintances— It really doesn’t matter what they’re called.

CHRISTINE Who was the lady in the black velvet dress?

FRITZ Well, I can never remember what people wear.

CHRISTINE (flatteringly) Go on!

FRITZ That is... I can remember sometimes— in very special cases.
For example, I remember the dark grey blouse you had on the first
time we went out together. And the black and white bodice you
wore yesterday... to the theatre—

CHRISTINE But I'm also wearing that today!
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FRITZ So you are... it looks quite different from a distance— seriously!
Oh, and your locket, I recognize that too!

CHRISTINE (smiling) When was I wearing it?

FRITZ Let me see— well, that time we walked in the park on the edge
of town, where all those children were playing... wasn’t it...?

CHRISTINE Tell me... Do you ever think about me?

FRITZ Very often, my sweet...

CHRISTINE Not as often as I think about you. I think about you
constantly... all day... and yet I’'m only really happy when I’m seeing
you!

FRITZ Don’t we see each other often enough—

CHRISTINE Often...

FRITZ Certainly. We'll see less of one another in the summer though...
Supposing, for instance, I were to go away for a few weeks, what
would you say then?

CHRISTINE (anxiously) What? You’re going away?

FRITZ No... But even so, it’s possible the mood might one day take me
to spend a week or so alone...

CHRISTINE Whatever for?

FRITZ I’'m merely talking about possibilities. I know the way I am, you
see, | have these moods. And you too might not want to see me for a
few days... I should always understand that.

CHRISTINE I’ll never be in a mood like that, Fritz.

FRITZ One can never tell.

CHRISTINE I’m sure of it... I love you.

FRITZ I love you too, a lot.

CHRISTINE But you are my all, Fritz, for you I could... (ske breaks off)
No, I can’t imagine a time when I wouldn’t want to see you. As long
as I live, Fritz—

FRITZ (interrupts her) My love, please... don’t say things like that... I
can’t stand all those grand sentimental phrases. Don’t let’s talk
about eternity...

CHRISTINE (smiling sadly) Don’t worry, Fritz... I know very well it’s
not forever...

FRITZ You misunderstand me, my sweet. It’s possible of course,
(laughing) that one day we may find we can’t live without each other,
but we can hardly know that in advance now, can we? We are only
human.

THEODORE (indicating the candles) Would you be good enough to take
a look... Don’t they look better than that stupid lamp?

FRITZ You are truly a past master at arranging banquets.
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THEODORE Incidentally, everyone, should we not be thinking about a
little supper?...

Miz1 Yes... Come along Christinel!...

FRITZ Wait, I must show you where to find things.

MIzI First we need a tablecloth.

THEODORE (putting on a foreign accent the way clowns do sometimes) ‘A
tablescloth.’

FRITZ What?...

THEODORE Don’t you remember the clown at the Orpheum?* ‘Sheisa
tablescloth’... ‘He is a trumpet.’ ‘She is a little piccolo.’

Miz1 I say, Dori, when are you going to take me to the Orpheum? You
did promise the other day. But then Christine must come, and Herr
Fritz too. (She takes the tablecloth from Fritz, which he has just
produced from the sideboard) Then we will be the acquaintances in
your box...

FRITZ Yes, yes...

Mi1zI And the lady in the black velvet dress can find her own way
home.

FRITZ You both have this thing about the woman in black, it’s really
so stupid.

Mi1z1 Oh, but it’s not we who have a thing about her... There... and the
cutlery?... (Fritz shows her everything in the open drawer of the
sideboard) Yes... and the plates?... yes, thank you... Well, now we can
manage by ourselves... off you go, off you go, you’ll just be in our
way now.

THEODORE (has meanwhile streiched out lengthways on the divan; Fritz
comes forward and joins him) You don’t mind my...

Mizi and Christine lay the table.

Miz1 Have you seen the photograph of Fritz in uniform?

CHRISTINE No.

MIZI You must have a look. Really smart!... (they go on talking)

THEODORE You see, Fritz, evenings like this are my idea of heaven.

FRITZ They’re very nice.

THEODORE I really feel at ease... Don’t you?

FRITZ [ only wish I always felt like this.

miz1 Herr Fritz, do you know if there’s any coffee in the machine?

FRITZ Yes... You might as well light the spirit lamp now too— that
machine takes hours before the coffee’s ready...

THEODORE (to Fritz) I’d give ten demonic women for one sweet
young girl like that.

FRITZ You can’t compare the two.
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THEODORE We hate the women we love— and only love the women

we’re indifferent about.
Fritz laughs.

M1z1 What was all that? We want to hear too!

THEODORE Nothing for you, ladies. We’re philosophizing. (7o Fritz)
If this were to be our last evening with these two, it wouldn’t make
us any less cheerful, would it?

FRITZ Our last evening... Well that certainly has a melancholy ring to
it. Parting is always painful, even if one has long been looking
forward to it!

CHRISTINE I say, Fritz, where are the dessert spoons?

FRITZ (goes back to the sideboard) Here they are, my love.

Mizi has meanwhile come formard to where Theodore is lying on
the divan, and runs her fingers through his hair.

THEODORE You kitten, you!

FRITZ (opens the package Mizi has brought) Magnificent...

CHRISTINE (fo Fritzz) How nicely you’ve arranged everything!

FRITZ Yes... (lays out the things Mizi has brought,— tins of sardines, cold
meats, butter, cheese)

CHRISTINE Fritz... won’t you tell me?

FRITZ What?

CHRISTINE (very shyly) Who the lady was?

FRITZ No; don’t irritate me. (More gently) Look, we did explicitly
agree: there would be no interrogations. After all, that is what’s so
beautiful. When I’'m with you, the whole world vanishes— full stop.
I don’t ask you any questions either.

CHRISTINE You may ask me anything you like.

FRITZ ButI don’t. I just don’t want to know.

MIZ1 (comes over again) Lord, what a mess you’re making— (takes over
the various dishes, puts them out on plates) There...

THEODORE [ say, Fritz, have you anything to drink in the house?

FRITZ Oh yes, I think I can find something. (Goes into the adjoining
room)

THEODORE (gets up and surveys the table) Splendid.—

Mi1z1 There, I don’t think there’s anything missing now!...

FRITZ (returns with several bottles) Well, here’s something to drink.

THEODORE Where are the roses fluttering from the ceiling?

Miz1 Of course, we forgot the roses! (Ske takes the roses from the vase,
climbs on a chair and scatters them over the table)

CHRISTINE Goodness, she’s in a giddy mood.

THEODORE But not onto the plates...
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FRITZ Where would you like to sit, Christine?

THEODORE Where’s the corkscrew?

FRITZ (fetches one from the sideboard) Here’s one.

Mizi tries to open the wine.

FRITZ You’d better give that to me.

THEODORE Let me do it... (takes the bottle and corkscrew from him)
Meanwhile, you could provide a bit of (imitates playing the piano)
Mi1z1 Yes, yes, that would be nicel... (Ske runs to the piano and opens it,

having put the things lying there onto a chair)

FRITZ (to Christine) Should I?

CHRISTINE Yes do, I’ve been longing to hear you for ages.

FRITZ (at the piano) You play a little too, don’t you?

CHRISTINE (defensively) Oh God.

Miz1 Christine plays beautifully... and she can sing as well.

FRITZ Really? You never told me that!...

CHRISTINE Did you ever ask me?

FRITZ Where did you study singing?

CHRISTINE I didn’t really study. My father taught me a little— but I
don’t have much of a voice. And you know, since my aunt died, the
one who always lived with us, it’s been even quieter at home.

FRITZ So what do you do all day?

CHRISTINE Oh God, I’ve more than enough to do!—

FRITZ About the house— is that right?—

CHRISTINE Yes, And then I copy scores a good deal,—

THEODORE Musical scores?—

CHRISTINE Of course.

THEODORE That must be stupendously well paid. (When the others
laugh) Well, I would pay stupendously high rates for it. I imagine
transcribing scores must be a laborious task!—

Mmiz1 It’s ridiculous, her slaving away like that. (To Christine) If I had a
voice as good as yours, I’d be working in the theatre.

THEODORE You wouldn’t even need a voice... You of course don’t do
anything all day, right?

M1zI Do you mind! I have two little brothers who both go to school,
and I get them dressed in the morning; then later I do their home-
work with them—

THEODORE Not a word of it is true.

Miz1 Well, you don’t have to believe me!— And until last autumn I
even worked in a shop, from eight in the morning till eight at
night—

THEODORE (mocking slightly) Where was that?
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Miz1 In a milliner’s shop. Mother wants me to go back there.

THEODORE (in the same tone) So why did you leave?

FRITZ (to Christine) Well, you must sing something for us!

THEODORE Shouldn’t we perhaps eat first, and then you can play
later?...

FRITZ (standing up, to Christine) Come, my love! (Leads her to the table)

Miz1 The coffee! The coffee’s boiling over already, and we haven’t
even started eating!

THEODORE It doesn’t really matter either way!

Mi1z1 But it’s boiling over! (Blows out the spirit lamp. They sit down at
the table)

THEODORE What will you have, Mizi? But let me tell you some-
thing: the cake comes last!... You have to start with all the savoury
things.

Fritz pours out the wine.

THEODORE Not like that: nowadays it’s done quite differently. Don’t
you know the latest fashion? (Stands up, and affecting a grand man-
ner, to Christine) Vintage Voslau eighteen hundred and... (mumbles
the next lines incoherently. Pours, then turns to Mizi) Vintage Voslau
eighteen hundred and... (as before. Pours, then turns to Fritz) Vin-
tage Voslau eighteen hundred and... (as before. Returning to his seat)
Vintage Voslau... (as before. Sits down)

M1z1 (laughing) He’s always clowning like that.

THEODORE (raises his glass, they all clink) Cheers!

Miz1 To your health, Theodore!...

THEODORE (getting to his feer) Ladies and gentlemen...

FRITZ Come on, not right away!

THEODORE (sits down again) 1 can wait. (They eat)

Miz1 I really love it when there are speeches at table. I have a cousin
who always speaks in rhyme.

THEODORE Which regiment is he in?...

Miz1 Go on, stop teasing... He always speaks off the cuff in rhyme; I
tell you, Christine, he’s absolutely marvellous. And he’s an older
gentleman.

THEODORE Oh, that happens you know, older gentlemen do still
speak in rhyme.

FRITZ But nobody’s drinking. Christine! (He clinks glasses with her)

THEODORE (clinks glasses with Mizi) To the old gentlemen who speak
in rhyme.

M1zl (merrily) To the young gentlemen, even if they never say a
word... to Herr Fritz, for instance... I say, Herr Fritz, if you like we
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could pledge our friendship now— and Christine must also drink a
pledge with Theodore.

THEODORE But not with this wine, this is no wine for drinking
pledges. (Gets up, takes another bottle— goes through the same routine
as before) Jerez de la frontera eighteen fifty— Jerez de la frontera—
Jerez de la frontera

MIZI (sips) Ah—

THEODORE Can’t you wait till we’re all ready to drink?... Well, every-
one... before we formally pledge our friendship, let’s first drink to
our good fortune, to hers, hers... and so on...

Mi1z1 Yes, a good idea! (They drink)

Holding their glasses, Fritz links arms with Mizi, Theodore with
Christine, as is customary when drinking pledges.

Fritz kisses Mizi.

Theodore tries to kiss Christine.

CHRISTINE (smiling) Is this necessary?

THEODORE Absolutely, otherwise it doesn’t count... (kisses her)
There, and now pray be seated!

Miz1 But the room’s getting frightfully hot.

FRITZ That’s from all the candles Theodore lit.

Mi1z1 And the wine. (She leans back in her chair)

THEODORE Come over here, now you can try the piéce de résistance.
(He cuts a little of the cake and pops it in her mouth) There, my kit-
ten— good?—

MIz1 Delicious!... (He gives her more)

THEODORE Well, Fritz, the moment has arrived. Why don’t you play
us something!

FRITZ Would you like me to, Christine?

CHRISTINE Please!—

Miz1 But something jolly!

Theodore fills the glasses.

Mi1z1 No more for me. (Drinks)

CHRISTINE (sipping) This wine’s really strong.

THEODORE (pointing to the wine) Fritz!

Fritz empties his glass, goes to the piano.
Christine seats herself beside him.

Miz1 Herr Fritz, play the ‘Double Eagle’.

FRITZ The ‘Double Eagle’*— how does that go?

Mi1z1 Dori, can you play the ‘Double Eagle’?

THEODORE [ can’t play the piano at all.

FRITZ I know it, but it just won’t come to me.
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Miz1 DIl sing it for you... La... la... lalala... la...

FRITZ Aha, I know the one. (But he doesn’t play it quite correctly)

MI1Z1 (goes to the piano) No, like this... (plays the tune with one finger)

FRITZ Yes, yes... (he plays, Mizi sings along)

THEODORE Brings back sweet memories, what?...

FRITZ (plays it wrong again and stops) 1t won’t work. I just don’t have a
good ear. (He improvises)

M1Z1 (after the first few bars) That’s all rubbish!

FRITZ (laughs) Don’t swear, that’s my composition!—

MIz1 But one can’t dance to it.

FRITZ Well, try it and see...

THEODORE (f0 Mizi) Come on, let’s have a go. (He takes her by the
waist, they dance)

Christine stands by the piano watching the keys. The door bell rings.
Fritz suddenly stops playing: Theodore and Mizi continue
dancing.

FRITZ That was the door bell... (to Theodore) Did you invite anyone
else?

THEODORE Certainly not— you don’t have to open.

CHRISTINE (fo Fritz) What’s the matter?

FRITZ Nothing...

The bell rings again.
Fritz gets up, but doesn’t move.

THEODORE You are simply not at home.

FRITZ But the piano can be heard all down the passage... One can also
see the lights on from the street.

THEODORE Why are you being so ridiculous? You are simply not at
home.

FRITZ It just makes me nervous.

THEODORE Well, what do you expect it’s going to be? A letter!— Or a
telegram— You won’t be getting visitors at (looking at his watch)
nine o’clock at night.

The bell rings again.

FRITZ Oh confound it, I’ll have to go and see— (goes out)

M1zl Nobody is being very jolly— (bangs out a few notes on the piano)

THEODORE Come now, stop that!— (7o Christine) What’s the matter?
Does the bell make you nervous too? —

Fritz comes back with an assumed air of calm.

THEODORE and CHRISTINE (fogether) Well, who was it?— Who was it?

FRITZ (with a forced smile) You must be good enough to excuse me for
a minute. If you wouldn’t mind going in here.



18 FLIRTATIONS, ACT ONE

THEODORE What’s up?

CHRISTINE Who is it?!

FRITZ Nothing, my love, I must just have a word with a certain gentle-
man in private... (Opening the door into the adjoining room, he ushers
the girls in; Theodore as he follows them gives Fritz a questioning look)

FRITZ (in an undertone, with a horrified expression) It’s him!...

THEODORE Ah!...

FRITZ Go inside, go inside.—

THEODORE Now please, don’t do anything stupid, it may be a trap...

FRITZ Getin... get in...

Theodore goes into the next room. Fritz walks swifily across the
room out into the passage, leaving the stage empty for a few
moments. Then he re-enters, making way for an elegant
gentleman of about thirty-five.— The gentleman appears in a
yellow overcoat, wearing gloves, and holding his hat in his hand.
Fritz, Gentleman.

FRITZ (as they enter) Sorry to keep you waiting... after you...

GENTLEMAN (i a casual tone) Oh, that’s all right. ’m sorry to have
disturbed you.

FRITZ Not at all. Won’t you have a— (poinis to a chair)

GENTLEMAN But I see I have indeed disturbed you. A little get-
together, what?

FRITZ A few friends.

GENTLEMAN (sitting down, still affably) A fancy dress party perhaps?

FRITZ (embarrassed) How do you mean?

GENTLEMAN Well, your friends seem to have ladies’ hats and shawls.

FRITZ Ah yes... (smiling) There might be a lady friend or two as well...
(Stlence)

GENTLEMAN Life can be great fun sometimes... certainly... (He looks
hard at the other man)

FRITZ (holds his gaze for a while, then looks away) ... Might I ask to
what I owe the honour of your visit.

GENTLEMAN Certainly... (calmly) My wife forgot her veil while she
was here with you.

FRITZ Your wife with me?... her... (smuling) This is rather an odd
joke...

GENTLEMAN (suddenly getting up, very loudly, almost wildly, supporting
himself on the back of the chair with one hand) — She forgot it, Sir.

Fritz rises, and the two of them stand face to face.

GENTLEMAN (raises his fist as if to strike Fritz;,— in fury and revulsion)

Oh...!
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Fritz preparing to defend himself, takes a short step back.

GENTLEMAN (after a long pause) Here are your letters. (He takes a
packet from his coat pocket and throws it onto the desk) In return I
request the ones that you received...

Fritz gesture of denial.

GENTLEMAN (violently, with meaning) 1 don’t want them found in
your possession— later.

FRITZ (very loudly) They won’t be found.

Gentleman looks at him. Pause.

FRITZ Is there anything more I can do for you?...

GENTLEMAN (contemptuously) Anything more— ?

FRITZ ’m at your disposal...

GENTLEMAN (bows coolly) Good.— (He casts his eye round the room,
when he again sees the set table, ladies’ hats etc., his face becomes
convulsed, as though he were on the point of another outbreak of
Jury.)

FRITZ (who notices this, repeats) 1 am completely at your disposal.— 1
shall be at home tomorrow until noon.

Gentleman bows and turns to go.

FRITZ (accompanies him to the door, though the gentleman protests. Once
he has left, Fritz goes to the desk and stands there a while. Then he
rushes to the window and peeps out through a chink in the blind, follow-
ing the gentleman down the pavement with his gaze. Then he leaves the
window, halts for a moment staring at the ground, then goes to the door
of the adjoining room, opens it halfway and calls out) Theodore...
could I see you for a moment.

Fritz, Theodore.
This scene should be very rapid.

THEODORE (excitedly) Well...

FRITZ He knows.

THEODORE He knows nothing. You must have fallen for his trick.
Don’t tell me you admitted it. You’re a fool, I tell you... You’re a—

FRITZ (pointing to the letters) He brought my letters back.

THEODORE (stunned) Oh... (afier a pause) Ive always said, one should
never write letters.

FRITZ It must have been him in the street outside this afternoon.

THEODORE So what happened?— Get on with it.

FRITZ You must do me a great favour, Theodore.

THEODORE I will smooth matters over.

FRITZ There’s no question of that now.

THEODORE Well then...
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FRITZ It’s for the best, one way or another... (breaking off) — but we
mustn’t keep the girls waiting any longer.

THEODORE Let them wait. What were you going to say?

FRITZ It would be good if you could contact Lensky before tomorrow.

THEODORE Right away, if you wish.

FRITZ You won’t catch him now... but he’s sure to drop by the coffee
house between eleven and twelve... perhaps both of you could then
come over here...

THEODORE Come now, don’t make a face like that... in ninety-nine
cases out of a hundred these things turn out all right.

FRITZ They’ll make sure this case does not turn out all right.

THEODORE For goodness sake, remember last year the affair
between Doctor Billinger and young Herz— that was exactly the
same.

FRITZ Spare me, you know yourself,— he might as well have shot me
here in this room,— it would have come to the same thing.

THEODORE (pretending) Ah, now that’s really splendid! That’s what I
call a terrific attitude... And I suppose Lensky and I don’t count for
anything? You think we’d agree to—

FRITZ Spare me the rhetoric, please!... You’ll simply accept whatever
terms are offered.

THEODORE Ah,—

FRITZ Why pretend, Theodore. As if you didn’t know...

THEODORE Nonsense. Anyway, it’s all in the hands of fate... You
could just as well end up killing him...

FRITZ (without listening to him) She had a premonition. We both had a
premonition. We somehow knew...

THEODORE Come now, Fritz...

FRITZ (goes to the desk and locks away the letters) What can she be
doing at this moment? Could he have... Theodore... tomorrow you
must find out what has happened to her.

THEODORE I will do my best...

FRITZ And make sure there are no unnecessary postponements...

THEODORE It can hardly take place before the day after tomorrow.

FRITZ (almost tremulously) Theodore!

THEODORE Come now... chin up.— There’s something to be said for
inner conviction too, don’t you agree— and I’'m convinced every-
thing will turn out all right. (Tualks himself into a better mood) I don’t
know why myself, but I just have this firm conviction!

FRITZ (smiling) What a good-natured fellow you are!— But what are
we going to say to the girls?
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THEODORE That is not important surely. We can simply send them
packing.

FRITZ Oh no. In fact, we should try to be as merry as possible.
Christine mustn’t suspect anything. ’ll sit down at the piano again,
while you go and call them in. (Theodore, looking dissatisfied, turns to
do s0) So what are you going to tell them?

THEODORE That it’s none of their business.

FRITZ (having resumed his seat at the piano, turns toward him) No, no—

THEODORE That it concerns a friend— that should do the trick.

Fritz plays a few chords.
THEODORE (opening the door) This way, ladies.
Fritz, Theodore, Christine, Mizi.

Miz1 At last! Has he gone?

CHRISTINE (hurrying to Fritz) Who was it, Fritz?

FRITZ (at the piano, continuing to play) She’s getting curious again.

CHRISTINE Please, Fritz, do tell me.

FRITZ My love, I honestly can’t tell you, it concerns people you don’t
know at all.

CHRISTINE (wheedling) Come on, Fritz, tell me the truth!

THEODORE She’s not going to leave you in peace, of course... Just
make sure you don’t tell her anything! You promised him!

Miz1 Don’t be such a bore, Christine, let them do as they please!
They’re just trying to impress us!

THEODORE I must finish that waltz with Fraulein Mizi. (With the
emphasis of a clown) Conductor— a little music if you please.

Fritz plays while Theodore and Mizi dance; after a few beats:

Mi1z1 I can’t go on! (She falls back in an armchair)

Theodore kisses her, sits on the arm of her chair.
Fritz still at the piano, takes Christine’s hands and gazes at her.

CHRISTINE (as if awakening) Why aren’t you playing?

FRITZ (smiling) Enough for today...

CHRISTINE You see, that’s how I’d like to be able to play...

FRITZ Do you play a lot?...

CHRISTINE I don’t get round to it much; there’s always something to
be done in the house. And then, you see, we have such a miserable
upright piano.

FRITZ I’d like to try it some time. I’d love to see your room anyway
some time.

CHRISTINE (smiling) It’s not as nice as your place!...

FRITZ And there’s one other thing I’d like: for you to tell me more
about yourself... much more... I know so very little about you.
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CHRISTINE There’s not much to tell really— I don’t have any
secrets— unlike some people...

FRITZ Haven’t you loved anyone before?

Christine just looks at him.
Fritz kisses her hands.

CHRISTINE And I’ll never love anybody else...

FRITZ (with an almost pained expression) Don’t say that... don’t
say that... how can you tell’... Is your father very fond of you,
Christine? —

CHRISTINE O God!... And to think that I once used to tell him every-
thing.—

FRITZ Well, my love, don’t reproach yourself... Now and then one just
has secrets— that’s the way of the world.

CHRISTINE If only I were sure you’re fond of me— then everything
would be all right.

FRITZ Well, aren’t you sure?

CHRISTINE If you always talked to me in this tone of voice, perhaps...

FRITZ Christine! But you’re sitting so uncomfortably.

CHRISTINE Oh don’t worry— I’'m all right. (She leans her head against
the piano)

Fritz stands up and strokes her hair.

CHRISTINE Oh, that feels so nice.

Quiet in the room.

THEODORE Where are those cigars, Fritz?—

Fritz goes over to where he’s standing at the sideboard looking for
them.
Mizi has fallen asleep.

FRITZ (holds out a small box of cigars to him) And some black coffee!
(He pours out two cups)

THEODORE Anyone else for black coffee?

FRITZ Mizi, shall I pour you a cup...

THEODORE Let her sleep...— By the way, you’d better not have coffee
yourself tonight. You should go to bed early and get a good night’s
rest.

Fritz looks at him and laughs bitterly.

THEODORE Ah well, like it or not, that’s how matters stand... now it’s
a question of being not as grand or melancholy, but as sensible as
possible... that’s crucial... in these matters.

FRITZ You’ll come over tonight with Lensky, won’t you?

THEODORE Nonsense! Tomorrow morning is quite soon enough.

FRITZ Please.
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THEODORE Very well...

FRITZ And will you see the girls home?

THEODORE Yes, right away in fact... Mizil... up you get!—

M1z1 You’re drinking black coffee— ! I’d like some too!—

THEODORE Here you are, my dear...

FRITZ (going to Christine) Are you tired, my lover...

CHRISTINE You’re so sweet, when you talk like that.

FRITZ Really tired?—

CHRISTINE (smiling) — It’s the wine.— I’ve got a bit of a headache
too...

FRITZ Well, in the fresh air that will soon clear!

CHRISTINE Are we off now? Will you see us home?

FRITZ No, my love. ’'m staying here... I have a few things still to see to.

CHRISTINE (whose memory is coming back) Now... what have you to see
to at this late hour?

FRITZ (almost severely) Look, Christine, you must really get out of this
habit!— (Gently) 'm completely whacked you see... Earlier today,
Theodore and I spent two whole hours in the country—

THEODORE Ah, and delightful it was too. Next time we’ll all have a
country jaunt together.

Miz1 Yes, that will be fun! And both of you can wear your uniforms.

THEODORE That’s what I call a feeling for nature!

CHRISTINE So when shall we see each other again?

FRITZ (a little nervously) 'l write to you.

CHRISTINE (sadly) Goodbye then. (Turns to go)

FRITZ (notices her sadness) We’ll see each other tomorrow, Christine.

CHRISTINE (happily) Really?

FRITZ In the park... beside the tram-lines like last time... at— let’s say
at six... perhaps? Is that all right with you?

Christine nods.

MI1zI (to Fritz) Are you coming with us, Fritz?

THEODORE She has a flair for using ‘du’— !

FRITZ No, 'm staying at home now.

Miz1 Lucky you! To think of the long trek home we have...

FRITZ But Mizi, you’re not going to leave all this nice cake behind.
Wiait, I'll wrap it up for you— all right?

M1z1 (to Theodore) Would that be polite?

Fritz wraps up the cake.

CHRISTINE She’s like a little girl...

MIZ1 (to Frirz) Wait, for that I’ll help you put the candles out. (Puts
out one candle after another, the candle on the desk remaining lighted)
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CHRISTINE Shouldn’t I open the window for you?— it’s so stuffy.
(She opens the window and looks out at the house opposite)

FRITZ Well, there we are. I’ll light the way for you.

M1z1 Are the lights out on the stairs already?

THEODORE Of course.

CHRISTINE Ah, isn’t the fresh air from the window marvellous!...

M1zl A May breeze... (by the door, Fritz with the candle in his hand)

Well, thank you, kind Sir, for the reception!—

THEODORE (urging them) Out you go. Out you go...
Fritz shows the others out. The door remains open, their voices
are heard talking in the hall. The apartment door is heard
opening.

miz1 Tut! Tut!—

THEODORE Mind the stairs.

Mi1z1 Thank you for the cake...

THEODORE Shush, you’ll wake the neighbours up!—

CHRISTINE Good night!

THEODORE Good night!
Fritz is heard in the hall, closing and locking the apartment
door.— As he returns and puts the candle on the desk, the front
door downstairs is heard opening and closing.
Fritz goes to the window and waves goodbye.

CHRISTINE (from the street) Good night!

M1z1 (likewise, cheekily) Good night, joy of my life...

THEODORE (scolding) Look here, Mizi...
His words and her laughter are heard as their footsteps recede.
Theodore whistles the tune of the ‘Double Eagle,” which fades
away last. Fritz continues to look out for a few seconds, then
sinks into the armchair near the window.
Curtain.



Act Two

Christine’s room. Modest and pleasant.
Christine is just getting dressed to go out. Katharina enters, after
knocking on the outside door.

KATHARINA Good evening, Fraulein Christine.

CHRISTINE (who is standing in front of the mirror, turns round) Good
evening.

KATHARINA Are you just going out?

CHRISTINE I’m not in any hurry.

KATHARINA Well, my husband sent me to ask if you’d like to go out
for supper with us in the Lehner Garden,* as there will be music
there today.

CHRISTINE Thank you, Frau Binder... I can’t today... another time,
perhaps?— You’re not offended, are you?

KATHARINA Not a bit... why should I be? You’ll be able to enjoy
yourselves much better on your own.

Christine gives her a look.

KATHARINA Your father’s already at the theatre, is he?...

CHRISTINE Oh no; he’ll be coming home first. The show doesn’t start
till half past seven now!

KATHARINA Of course, I keep forgetting. In that case I might as well
wait, ’ve been wanting to ask him about free tickets to the new
play... Surely they’ll be available by now?...

CHRISTINE Certainly... no one wants to be indoors, now the evenings
are so lovely.

KATHARINA The likes of us never get to go... unless we happen to
know someone in the theatre... But don’t let me hold you up,
Friulein Christine, if you really must be going. My husband will be
very sorry of course... as will someone else...

CHRISTINE Who?

KATHARINA Herr Binder’s cousin will be coming naturally... and did
you know, Friulein Christine, he’s now got a permanent position?

CHRISTINE (indifferently) Ah.—

KATHARINA With a very good wage as well. And such an upright
young man. And he does admire you so—

CHRISTINE Well— goodbye, Frau Binder.

KATHARINA People could say what they liked to him about you— he
wouldn’t believe a word of it...
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Christine grves her a look.

KATHARINA Some men are like that...

CHRISTINE Good day, Frau Binder.

KATHARINA Good day... (in a slightly less malicious tone) Don’t be late
for your rendezvous, Friulein Christine.

CHRISTINE What do you really want from me?—

KATHARINA Nothing, nothing, you’re quite right of course! One’s
only young once!

CHRISTINE Goodbye.

KATHARINA But let me give you a piece of advice, Friulein Christine:
you might be a little more cautious!

CHRISTINE What’s that supposed to mean?

KATHARINA Look— Vienna is a big enough town... so why d’you have
to have your rendezvous a hundred yards from home?

CHRISTINE That’s none of your business.

KATHARINA When Herr Binder told me, I refused to believe him. He
was the one who spotted you, you see... Go on, I said to him, you
must have been mistaken. Friulein Christine is not the kind of girl
to go walking with smart gentlemen at night, and if she did she’d
have more sense than to do so just up our street! Well he said, you
can ask her yourself! And it’s hardly surprising, he said, she never
comes to see us any more, and yet she goes the rounds with that slut
Mizi, what sort of company is that for a respectable young girl?—
Men are so vulgar, Friulein Christine!l— And of course he would
have to go and tell Franz all about it straight away; but Franz got
very angry— would vouch for Friulein Christine any day, and any-
one saying anything against her would have him to reckon with.
And how much of a home bird you were, and how kind you’d
always been to your old maiden aunt— God rest her soul— , and
how modestly and retiringly you lived, and so on... (Pause) Perhaps
you’ll come and listen to the music with us after all?

CHRISTINE No...

Katharina, Christine: Enter Weiring with a sprig of lilac in his
hand.

WEIRING Good evening... Ah; it’s Frau Binder. Well now, how are
you?

KATHARINA Very well, thank you.

WEIRING And little Lina?— And your husband?...

KATHARINA All in good health, thank goodness.

WEIRING Well, that’s fine then.— (70 Christine) Still at home in
beautiful weather like this— ?
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CHRISTINE I was just going out.

WEIRING You couldn’t do better! The air outside is something won-
derful today, isn’t it, Frau Binder? I just came through the park on
the edge of town— the lilac’s in full bloom— really glorious! I even
stepped outside the law a bit! (Presents the sprig of lilac to Christine)

CHRISTINE Thank you, Father.

KATHARINA Be thankful the watchman didn’t catch you.

WEIRING Go past yourself some time, Frau Binder— it smells just as
nice as if I never plucked that sprig.

KATHARINA But if everybody took that attitude—

WEIRING Well, that would certainly be wrong!

CHRISTINE Goodbye, Father!

WEIRING If you’d like to wait a few minutes, you could walk me to the
theatre.

CHRISTINE L... I promised Mizi I would call for her...

WEIRING I see.— Well, perhaps that’s best. Youth belongs to youth,
you know. Goodbye, Christine...

CHRISTINE kisses him. Then Goodbye, Frau Binder! (Exit; Weiring
gazes fondly after her)

Katharina, Weiring.

KATHARINA She seems to have struck up quite a close friendship with
this Fraulein Mizi.

WEIRING Yes.— I’'m really glad Tina’s made a few contacts and
doesn’t sit at home all day now. What’s the poor girl getting out of
life!...

KATHARINA That’s true.

WEIRING I can’t tell you, Frau Binder, how much it pains me some-
times when I get home from my rehearsal— and she’s just sitting
here and sewing— then in the afternoon, we’ve hardly finished our
meal when she sits down again to copying those scores...

KATHARINA Ah well, millionaires are better off than the likes of us of
course. But how is her singing coming on?—

WEIRING Not much doing there. In a private room her voice is
adequate, and she sings well enough to please her father— but one
can’t make a living out of that.

KATHARINA What a pity.

WEIRING I’m glad she’s realized it herself. At least she will be spared
the disappointments. I could get her an audition for the chorus in
our theatre of course—

KATHARINA Certainly, with a figure like hers!

WEIRING But that has no long-term prospects.
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KATHARINA Girls are always a worry! To think that in five or six years
time, my little Lina too will be a fully grown woman—

WEIRING But won’t you sit down, Frau Binder!

KATHARINA Oh, thank you, but my husband will be calling for me
shortly— I just came by to invite Christine...

WEIRING Invite her— ?

KATHARINA Yes, to come and listen to the music in the Lehner
Garden. I thought it would cheer her up a little— she certainly
could do with it.

WEIRING It wouldn’t do her any harm at all— especially after such a
sad winter. So why won’t she go out with you— ?

KATHARINA I don’t know... Perhaps because Herr Binder’s cousin
will be coming with us.

WEIRING Ah, very likely. She can’t stand him, you know. She told me
so herself.

KATHARINA Why ever not? Franz is a decent enough fellow— and
now he’s even got a permanent position, and these days that’s a real
blessing for a...

WEIRING For a... penniless girl—

KATHARINA It’s a blessing for any girl.

WEIRING Now, tell me, Frau Binder, does a blooming girl like her
exist just to wed a fellow who happens to have a permanent
position?

KATHARINA Still, it would be wise! One can’t wait around for a count,
and even if one did come along, he’d probably bow out before he
ever proposed marriage... (Weiring is standing by the window. Pause)
Oh well... That’s why I always say, you can’t be too careful with a
young girl— especially when it comes to the company she keeps—

WEIRING Is there nothing for it, but to throw away one’s youth? — and
what does a poor girl have to show for all her virtue, if— after years
of waiting— a stocking-maker is all that comes along!

KATHARINA Herr Weiring, even if my husband is a stocking-maker,
he is a good and honest man whom I’ve never had reason to com-
plain about...

WEIRING (soothingly) But Frau Binder— you don’t think I meant you!
You didn’t throw your youth away now, did you?

KATHARINA [ don’t remember anything about those days.

WEIRING Don’t say that— You can tell me anything you like now—
memories are the best part of life.

KATHARINA I don’t have any memories at all.

WEIRING Come, now...
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KATHARINA And even if a woman does have the kind of memories
you’re thinking of, what is she left with?... Regrets.

WEIRING Well, and what is she left with— if she— doesn’t have any
fond memories at all— ? If her whole life has just slipped by (very
simply, without any pathos) one day much like another, without
happiness or love— is that supposed to be better?

KATHARINA Indeed, Herr Weiring, one only has to think of your own
sister!... It still distresses you, Herr Weiring, to even hear her
mentioned...

WEIRING Yes, it does indeed distress me...

KATHARINA Of course it does... When two people have been so
devoted to each other... I’ve always said, it’s not that easy to find a
brother like you.

Weiring makes a deprecating gesture.

KATHARINA Indeed it’s true. After all, at such a young age, you had to
act as both father and mother to her.

WEIRING True enough, true enough—

KATHARINA At least that must be some sort of consolation. Knowing
one has always been the guardian and benefactor of a poor thing
like that—

WEIRING Yes, I once fondly imagined so myself— while she was still
young and pretty,— and God only knows I thought myself very
wise and noble. But later, as grey hair and wrinkles gradually
appeared, and day followed day, until youth itself had slipped away
and— one scarcely notices these things— the young maiden turned
into an old maid,— then I began to realize what I had done!

KATHARINA But Herr Weiring—

WEIRING I can still see her sitting opposite me of an evening by the
lamp, looking at me with her quiet smile of resignation,— as if she
still had something she wished to thank me for;— and I— well, I
just wanted to throw myself on my knees, and beg her forgiveness
for having protected her so well from every danger— and from
every happiness!

Pause.

KATHARINA And yet many a woman would be happy if she’d always

had a brother like you beside her... and nothing to regret...
Katharina, Weiring, Mizi enters.

Mi1z1 Good evening!... It’s quite dark already... one can hardly see.—
Ah, Frau Binder. Your husband’s downstairs waiting for you, Frau
Binder... Isn’t Christine at home...

WEIRING She went out quarter of an hour ago.
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KATHARINA Didn’t you see her? I thought she had arranged to meet
you?

Mi1Z1 No... anyway we missed each other... You and your husband are
off to the music in the park, he tells me— ?

KATHARINA Yes, he’s always raving about it. But I say, Fraulein Mizi,
that’s a charming little hat you’re wearing. New, is it?

Miz1 Not a bit.— Don’t you recognize the shape? It was all the rage
last spring; just the trimming’s new.

KATHARINA Did you trim it yourself?

Miz1 Certainly.

WEIRING So clever with her hands!

KATHARINA But of course— I keep forgetting you were in that mill-
iner’s shop for a whole year.

Mi1z1 I shall probably have to go back again too. That’s what mother
wants— so there’s not much I can do about it.

KATHARINA How’s your mother, by the way?

Mi1z1 Not too bad— she gets a bit of toothache— but the doctor says
it’s just rheumatic...

WEIRING Well, it’s high time I was off...

KATHARINA DI’ll come down with you, Herr Weiring...

Miz1 T’ll come too... You’d better take your coat, Herr Weiring, it’ll
get quite chilly later.

WEIRING Do you think so?

KATHARINA Certainly... How can anybody be so careless.

The above— Christine.

M1zl Here she is.

KATHARINA Back from your walk already?

CHRISTINE Yes. Hello, Mizi... ’ve such a splitting headache... (sits
down)

WEIRING What?...

KATHARINA It’s probably the weather...

WEIRING Goodness, Christine, what’s the matter!... Light the lamp
for us, would you, Fraulein Mizi.

Mizi proceeds to do so.

CHRISTINE ButI can do that myself.

WEIRING Let me have a look at your face, Christine!

CHRISTINE But Father, it’s nothing, I’'m sure it’s just the weather.

KATHARINA Some people just can’t take spring weather.

WEIRING You’ll stay here with Christine now, won’t you, Fraulein
Mizi?

Miz1 Of course I'll stay...
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CHRISTINE But it’s really nothing, Father.

Mi1Z1 My mother makes such a fuss over me when I have headaches...

WEIRING (to Christine, who s still sitting) Can you really be that
tired?...

CHRISTINE (getting up from the armchair) There I am, back on my feet.
(Smiling)

WEIRING Well now— you’re looking better already. (70 Katharina)
She looks quite different when she smiles, doesn’t she...? Well,
goodbye, Christine, my dear... (kisses her) And make sure that
little head of yours is better by the time I get home!... (He is at the
door)

KATHARINA (in an undertone to Christine) Did you two have a quarrel?

Christine’s reluctance is apparent.
WEIRING (from the door) Frau Binder...!
Miz1 Goodbye!...

Weiring and Katharina exeunt.

Mizi, Christine.

MIz1 D’you know what’s caused your headache? All that sweet wine
last night. P’'m surprised I haven’t felt anything myself... But it was
good fun, don’t you think...?

Christine nods.

M1z1 They are such smart gentlemen, the two of them— there’s no
denying that now, is there?— And Fritz’s place is really nicely
furnished, quite resplendent! Now Dori’s place... (breaks off) Oh
nothing... I say, is your headache very bad still? Can’t you say
something?... What’s the matter?...

CHRISTINE Do you know what— he never came.

Mi1z1 He stood you up? Well serves you right!

CHRISTINE What’s that supposed to mean? What have I done?

MIZI You spoil him, you’re too good to him. That way a man’s certain
to get arrogant.

CHRISTINE You don’t know what you’re talking about.

Mi1z1 I know very well what ’m talking about. All this time I’ve been
getting more and more impatient with you. He’s late for every
rendezvous, he doesn’t see you home, he hob-nobs with strange
women at the opera, and now he stands you up— and you put up
with all of this without a murmur, and then to top it all (mimicking
her) you gaze at him with big sheep’s eyes.—

CHRISTINE Come, don’t talk like this, don’t pretend to be worse than
you are. You know you’re pretty fond of Theodore too.

Miz1 Fond of— certainly I’'m fond of him. But neither Dori nor any
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other man is going to see me make myself miserable over him— the
whole pack of them are not worth that, your men.

CHRISTINE I’ve never heard you talk like this before, never!—

mi1z1 Well, Chrissie— we’ve never talked about these things before.—
What, you think I didn’t respect how you were feeling!... But I’ve
always known that once you were smitten you’d be swept off your
feet. The first time always leaves one pretty shaken!— But then be
thankful that with your first love, you’ve got such a good friend to
see you through.

CHRISTINE Mizi!

M1zI Don’t you think 'm a good friend? If I weren’t here to say: my
dear, he’s a man just like the rest and the whole pack of them are
not worth one hour’s misery, you’d go getting all sorts of notions in
your head. But mark my word! One should never believe anything
men say.

CHRISTINE Why do you go on like this— men, men— what do I care
about men! I’'m not interested in other men.— And I won’t be
interested in anybody else for as long as I live.

MIz1 What’s got into you... has he already..”? Of course— it’s
already happened; you see, you should have gone about things
differently...

CHRISTINE Oh do be quiet!

mi1z1 Well, what d’you expect me to say? I can’t do much about it,—
one needs to think about these things a little sooner. One just has to
wait till someone comes along, whose serious intentions are written
on his face...

CHRISTINE Mizi, I can’t bear this sort of talk today. It’s really hurt-
ful.—

M1Zz1 (kindly) There, now—

CHRISTINE I’d rather you left... don’t be offended... but I need to be
alone!

Miz1 Why should I be offended? Well, ’'m off then. I didn’t mean to
upset you, Christine, really... (as she is turning to go) Ah, it’s Herr
Fritz.

The above— Fritz enters.

FRITZ Good evening!

CHRISTINE (joyfully) Fritz, Fritz! (Runs into his arms)

Mizi slips out, with an expression that says, I'm not needed here.

FRITZ (disengaging himself) Well now—

CHRISTINE They’re all saying you’re going to leave me! It’s not true is
it, you won’t— just yet— not just yet...
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FRITZ Who says that?... What’s wrong with you... (stroking her) My
darling!... T thought you might get a fright, if I suddenly came
barging in here.—

CHRISTINE Oh— thank goodness you’ve come!

FRITZ Well then, calm yourself— were you waiting long for me?

CHRISTINE Why didn’t you meet me?

FRITZ I was held up and got there late. I was in the park just now but
didn’t find you— and was on the point of going home. But then I
was suddenly seized by such a yearning for you, such a longing to
see this dear, sweet face...

CHRISTINE (happily) Is that true?

FRITZ And then I suddenly had an incredible urge to see where you
live— yes seriously— I just had to see it— and then I couldn’t bear it
any longer and so came up... you don’t mind, do you?

CHRISTINE Oh God!

FRITZ No one saw me— and I knew of course that your father would
be at the theatre.

CHRISTINE What do I care what people think!

FRITZ So here is— ? (Looks round the room) So this is your room? Very
pretty...

CHRISTINE But you can’t see anything. (Is on the point of removing the
shade from the lamp)

FRITZ No, don’t bother, it would only dazzle me, it’s better like this...
So this is it? This is the window you told me about, where you
always work, is it?— And what a splendid view! (Smiling) Amazing,
the number of roofs one can see across... And over there— tell me,
what is that dark mass over in the distance?

CHRISTINE That’s the Kahlenberg!*

FRITZ I see! You're more nicely situated here than I am.

CHRISTINE Oh!

FRITZ I’d like to live as high up as this, and look out across the roofs, 1
find it all quite beautiful. And it must be quiet in the street?

CHRISTINE Ah, there’s noise enough during the day.

FRITZ Do coaches ever drive past here?

CHRISTINE Not often, but there’s a locksmith’s workshop in the
house opposite.

FRITZ O, that must be unpleasant. (He takes a seat)

CHRISTINE One gets used to it! We no longer hear it.

FRITZ (gets up again quickly) Can this really be the first time I’ve been
here— ? Everything seems so familiarl... It’s all exactly as I
imagined it. (As ke begins to look round the room more closely:)
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CHRISTINE No, you’re not allowed to look at things.—

FRITZ What are these pictures?...

CHRISTINE Stop it!...

FRITZ Ah, I’d like to have a look at these. (He takes the lamp and
tlluminates the pictures)

CHRISTINE ... ‘Parting’— and ‘Homecoming’!

FRITZ [see— Parting’— and ‘Homecoming’!

CHRISTINE I know these pictures are not particularly good.—
There’s one in my father’s room which is much better.

FRITZ What’s that a picture of?

CHRISTINE It’s of a girl looking out of a window, and outside, you see,
it’s winter— and it’s called ‘Forsaken.’—

FRITZ There... (puts the lamp down) Ah, and there’s your library. (Sizs
down next to the little bookcase)

CHRISTINE I’d rather you didn’t look at those—

FRITZ Why not? Ah!— Schiller...* Hauff...* an encyclopaedia... Well
I’ll be blowed!—

CHRISTINE It only goes as far as G...

FRITZ (smiling) Isee... ‘A Book for Everyone’...* You like looking at the
pictures in this one, I suppose?

CHRISTINE Of course I like looking at the pictures.

FRITZ (still seated) Who’s the gentleman on top of the stove?

CHRISTINE (instructively) Now that’s Schubert.

FRITZ (getting up) 1see—

CHRISTINE Because father’s so fond of him. Father used to compose
songs too once, very lovely ones.

FRITZ Not any more?

CHRISTINE Not any more. (Pause)

FRITZ (sits down) It’s so cosy in here!—

CHRISTINE Do you really like it?

FRITZ Very much... What’s this then? (Picks up a vase with artificial
Slowers standing on the table)

CHRISTINE Well, if he hasn’t found something else!...

FRITZ These don’t belong here, child,... they look so dusty.

CHRISTINE They’re certainly not dusty.

FRITZ Artificial flowers always look dusty... In this room you must
have real flowers, all fresh and fragrant. From now on I shall...
(breaks off, turns away to hide his emotion)

CHRISTINE Well what?... What were you going to say?

FRITZ Nothing... nothing...

CHRISTINE (gets up, tenderly) What?—



FLIRTATIONS, ACT TWO 35

FRITZ | was going to say I would send you some fresh flowers
tomorrow...

CHRISTINE And you’re regretting it already?— Of course! Tomorrow
you won’t give me a thought.

Fritz makes a defensive gesture.

CHRISTINE It’s true, it’s out of sight, out of mind with you.

FRITZ What are you talking about?

CHRISTINE O yes, I know it’s true. I can feel it.

FRITZ How can you imagine such a thing.

CHRISTINE You yourself are to blame. Because you’re always keeping
secrets from me!... Because you never tell me anything about
yourself.— What do you do the whole day anyway?

FRITZ Look, my love, that’s all quite simple. I go to lectures—
occasionally— then I drop in at a coffee house... then I read a little...
sometimes I also play the piano— then I chat to whoever it might
be— then I call on friends... it’s all utterly inconsequential. It’s
positively boring to even talk about.— But now I really must be
going, dearest...

CHRISTINE Already—

FRITZ Your father will be here soon.

CHRISTINE Not for ages yet, Fritz.— Stay a little longer— a few more
minutes— please—

FRITZ And then I have to... Theodore is expecting me... I have things
to talk over with him.

CHRISTINE Today?

FRITZ Today, of course.

CHRISTINE You'll be seeing him tomorrow anyway!

FRITZ Tomorrow I may not be in Vienna at all.

CHRISTINE Not in Vienna?—

FRITZ (noticing her anxiety, calmly reassuring) Well, these things hap-
pen, don’t they? I shall just be gone for the day— or perhaps for a
couple of days, my love.—

CHRISTINE Where to?

FRITZ Where to!l... Somewhere— Oh, God, don’t make a face like
that... ’'m going out to the estate to see my parents... there... is that
so very odd?

CHRISTINE You see, you never tell me about them either!

FRITZ I can’t believe you’re such a child... You don’t seem to appreci-
ate how marvellous it is, our being so totally alone together. Tell
me, don’t you feel that at all?

CHRISTINE No, it’s not marvellous your never telling me anything
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about yourself... Look, ’'m interested in everything about you, yes
really... everything,— I want more of you than just the odd hour we
sometimes spend together in the evening. Afterwards you’re gone
again, and I know nothing... Then the whole night goes by and
then another day with all those hours— and I don’t know a thing.
Sometimes it all makes me so sad.

FRITZ Why should you be sad about it?

CHRISTINE Why, because then I get to longing for you so, as if you
weren’t even in the same town, but somewhere else entirely! I feel
as if you’d vanished and were somewhere far away...

FRITZ (a little impatiently) Come now...

CHRISTINE But look, it’s truel...

FRITZ Come over here a minute. (She goes to him) The one thing you
and I do know, is that at this moment we’re in love... (When she tries
to speak) Don’t talk to me about eternity. (More to himself) Perhaps
some moments really do give off an aroma of eternity.— ... This is
the only eternity we can comprehend, the only one that truly
belongs to us... (He kisses her.— Pause.— He gets up.— Expostulating)
Oh, how marvellous it is here, how simply marvellous!... (He stands
by the window) One is so remote from the world, in the very midst
of all these houses... I feel so lonely, so alone with you... (sofily) so
sheltered...

CHRISTINE When you talk like this... I almost believe...

FRITZ What, my love?

CHRISTINE That you love me as much as I dreamed you did— the day
you gave me that first kiss... do you remember?

FRITZ (passionately) Oh, I love you so much!— (He embraces her, then
tears himself away) But now let me go—

CHRISTINE Are you regretting having told me so already? You are
free, you know, quite free— you can leave me when you like... You
haven’t promised me anything— and I haven’t asked you for any-
thing... What becomes of me later— is all the same to me— I have
been happy once, I don’t ask more of life. I just want you to know
that I never loved anyone before, and won’t love anyone again— if
one day you no longer want me.

FRITZ (more to himself) Don’t say that, don’t say that— it sounds... too
beautiful...

There is a knock on the door.

FRITZ (starts) That’ll be Theodore...

CHRISTINE (surprised) Does he know you are here at my place— ?
Christine, Fritz, Theodore enters.
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THEODORE Good evening.— A bit of a nerve, what?

CHRISTINE Do you really have such important things to discuss with
him?

THEODORE Certainly— and ’ve been looking for him everywhere.

FRITZ (in an undertone) Why didn’t you wait downstairs?

CHRISTINE What’s that you’re whispering?

THEODORE (deliberately loud) Why didn’t I wait downstairs?... Well,
if I’d known for sure that you were here... But as I didn’t want to
risk spending two hours walking up and down for nothing...

FRITZ (hinting) Well... So you’ll be leaving with me tomorrow then?

THEODORE (cottoning on) Yes, that’s right...

FRITZ A sound decision...

THEODORE But I’ve been running around so much, I wonder if I
might sit down a minute.

CHRISTINE Please do— (busies herself near the window)

FRITZ (in an undertone) Any news?— Have you discovered how she is?

THEODORE (in an undertone to Fritzz) No. I only came to fetch you
because you’re being so thoughtless. Why needlessly excite yourself
like this! You should be getting some sleep... You need to rest!...
(Christine rejoins them)

FRITZ By the way, don’t you find this room enchanting?

THEODORE Yes, it’s very nice... (To Christine) Are you stuck at home
all day?— It’s very cosy, I might add. A little too high up for my
taste.

FRITZ That’s just what I find so attractive.

THEODORE But now I must carry off your Fritz, we have an early
start tomorrow.

CHRISTINE So you’re really going away?

THEODORE He’ll be back, Friulein Christine!

CHRISTINE Will you write to me?

THEODORE But if he’s coming back tomorrow—

CHRISTINE Ah, I know he’s going to be away much longer...

Fritz winces.

THEODORE (who has noticed this) Does that mean you have to write at
once? I’d never have thought you quite so sentimental... I may
address you as ‘du’, by now, I take it... Well then... give each other a
goodbye kiss, since it’s going to be such a long... (breaks off) Pre-
tend I’m not here. (Fritz and Christine kiss)

THEODORE (takes out a cigarette case and puts a cigarette in his mouth,
then gropes in his overcoat pocket for a match. Not finding one) 1 say,
Christine my dear, you don’t have a match, do you?
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CHRISTINE O yes, there are some over there. (Pointing to a box on the
dresser)

THEODORE None left.—

CHRISTINE D'l fetch some. (Runs quickly into the adjoining room)

FRITZ (gazing afier her, to Theodore) O God, how such moments lie!

THEODORE Moments such as what!

FRITZ [ almost believe I might have found happiness here, that this
sweet young girl (ke breaks off)— but this moment is all a monstrous
lie...

THEODORE Sentimental rubbish... How you will laugh about it
later.—

FRITZ [ haven’t much time left for that.

CHRISTINE (returns with the matches) Here you are!

THEODORE Thank you... Well, goodbye,— (70 Fritz) What is it
now?—

FRITZ (looks about the room, as though he wanted to take in everything
again) 1t’s hard to tear oneself away.

CHRISTINE Don’t mock.

THEODORE (emphatically) Come on.— Goodbye, Christine.

FRITZ Farewell...

CHRISTINE Goodbye!— (Theodore and Fritz exeunt)

CHRISTINE (stands there looking depressed, then goes to the door which is
standing open; half aloud) Fritz...

FRITZ (comes back one last time and clasps her to his heart) Farewelll...

Curtain.



Act Three

The same room as before. It is about midday.
Christine alone. She is sitting at the window:— she sews a little,
then lays her work aside.
Lina, the nine-year-old daughter of Katharina, enters.
LINA Good day, Friulein Christine!
CHRISTINE (very distracted) Hello, child, what do you want?
LINA Mother sent me to ask if I may pick up the tickets for the theatre
now.—
CHRISTINE Father is not home yet, my child; do you want to wait?
LINA No, Fraulein Christine, I’ll come by again after we’ve eaten.
CHRISTINE Fine.—
LINA (about to go, turns round again) And mother sends her greetings
to Friaulein Christine, and asks if she’s still got a headache?
CHRISTINE No, my child.
LINA Adieu, Friulein Christine!
CHRISTINE Adieu!—
As Lina goes out, Mizi appears at the door.
LINA Good day, Friulein Mizi.
Mmiz1 Hello, little monkey!
Lina exit.
Christine, Mizi.
CHRISTINE (gets up as Mizi enters and goes towards her) So are they
back?
M1zl How should I know?
CHRISTINE And you don’t have a letter or anything for me— ?
Mmiz1 No.
CHRISTINE And you haven’t had one either?
Mi1z1 What would we have to say to each other?
CHRISTINE They’ve been gone since the day before yesterday!
mi1z1 Well, that’s not really all that long! There’s no need to make
such a fuss over it. I don’t understand you... What a sight you are.
You’ve been crying your eyes out. Your father is bound to notice
something’s wrong when he gets home.
CHRISTINE (simply) My father knows everything.—
M1Z1 (almost frightened) What?—
CHRISTINE I told him.
Mi1z1 That was another clever move. But of course, with you one can
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see it all in your face anyway.— Does he also know who it is, by the
way?

CHRISTINE Yes.

M1z1 And did he curse?

Christine shakes her head.

M1zl So what did he say?—

CHRISTINE No... He went away quietly, as usual.—

Miz1 Even so, it was stupid of you to say anything. You’ll see... Do you
know why he didn’t say anything— ? Because he thinks Fritz is
going to marry you.

CHRISTINE Why do you even mention that!

Miz1 Do you know what I think?

CHRISTINE Well, what?

Mi1z1 That they made up that whole story about going on a trip.

CHRISTINE What?

M1z1 Perhaps they haven’t gone away at all.

CHRISTINE They’ve gone— I know.— I went past his place last night
and the blinds are let down; he isn’t there.—

Miz1 Well, maybe you’re right. They must have gone away after all.—
But they won’t be coming back— not to us, at least.—

CHRISTINE (anxiously) Don’t say that—

M1zl Well, it’s possible, isn’t it!—

CHRISTINE You say that so calmly—

Miz1 Ah well— what if it happens today or tomorrow— or in six
months’ time, it all comes to the same thing in the end.

CHRISTINE You don’t know what you’re saying... You don’t know
Fritz,— he’s not the way you think— I could tell when he was here
in my room. Sometimes he pretends he doesn’t care— but he really
does love me... (as though anticipating Mizi’s answer)— Yes, yes—
not forever, I know— but such feelings don’t just end all of a
sudden— !

Miz1 I don’t know Fritz that well.

CHRISTINE He’ll come back, Theodore will come back too, I’'m sure!

Mizi: gesture which says: I don’t care much either way.

CHRISTINE Mizi, do something for me.

Miz1 Don’t get so het up— well what is it then?

CHRISTINE Go over to Theodore’s and take a look, it’s so close by...
You can ask if he’s back yet, and if he’s not, perhaps someone in the
building will know when he’s expected.

MIzI I’m not running after any man.

CHRISTINE But he needn’t ever know about it. Perhaps you’ll meet
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him accidentally. It’s almost one o’clock;— now is when he goes to
lunch—

M1zl Why don’t you go and inquire at Fritz’s house?

CHRISTINE I wouldn’t dare— he can’t stand that sort of thing... And
he’s certainly not there yet. Theodore may be there already and
know when Fritz is due back. Please, Mizi!

Miz1 You’re so childish sometimes—

CHRISTINE Do it for me! Go and see! There’s nothing to it.—

miz1 Well, if it means so much to you, all right I’ll go. But it won’t be
any use. They are sure not to be there yet.

CHRISTINE And you’ll come straight back... all right?...

Miz1 Oh well, mother will just have to wait a little with the meal.

CHRISTINE Thank you, Mizi you’re so good...

Mi1z1 Of course 'm good;— now you be sensible... promise?... well I
won’t be long!

CHRISTINE Thank you!—

Mizi exit.

Christine, later Weiring.

Christine alone. She tidies up the room. She puts away the sewing
things etc. then she goes to the window and looks out. A minute
later Weiring comes in, though she does not notice him at first. He
is deeply agitated and anxiously observes his daughter standing at
the window.

WEIRING She doesn’t know yet, she doesn’t know yet... (He remains
standing in the doorway, not daring to take another step)

Christine turns round, notices him and gives a start.

WEIRING (tries to smile. He comes further into the room) Christine... (as
if calling her to him)

Christine goes to him and tries to prostrate herself before him.

WEIRING (won’t allow this) Come now,... Christine, what’s all this?
Let’s (with resolve) let’s forget all about it, shall we?

Christine raises her head.

WEIRING Come now... me— and you!

CHRISTINE Father, didn’t you understand this morning?...

WEIRING But what do you expect, Christine?... I have to tell you what
I think about it! Don’t you agree? Well then...

CHRISTINE Father, what do you mean?

WEIRING Come here, my child... and listen patiently. Now look, I
listened patiently to what you had to say too.— We shall have
to—

CHRISTINE Please don’t talk this way, Father... if you’ve thought it
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over and decided you cannot forgive me, then throw me out— but
don’t talk this way...

WEIRING Just listen to me quietly, Christine! Afterwards you can still
do as you please... ook, after all you’re very young, Christine.—
Have you never thought... (very hesitantly) that perhaps the whole
thing might be a mistake—

CHRISTINE Why are you saying this, Father’— I know what I’ve
done— and I don’t expect anything— from you or anybody else, if it
has been a mistake... I’ve already said to you, throw me out, but...

WEIRING (interrupting her) How can you talk such nonsense... even if
it was a mistake, is that any reason for someone as young as you are
to despair?— Just think for a moment how wonderful life is. Just
think how much there is to enjoy, how much youth and happiness
still lie ahead of you... Look at me, I don’t have the world at my
doorstep any longer, yet even for me life is still worth while— and
there’s so much to look forward to. Just think how you and I will be
together— how we’ll arrange our lives— just you and me... how
you’ll again take up your singing— now the good weather’s here,
and how, come the holidays, we’ll drive out into the country for the
day— yes— oh, there are so many wonderful things... so many.—
It’s just nonsense to give up everything, because one has to
surrender one’s first happiness, or what one mistook for it—

CHRISTINE (anxiously) Why... must I surrender it...?

WEIRING And was it ever truly happiness? Do you think, Christine,
you needed to tell your old father this today? I knew it all along.—
And T also knew you’d tell me. No, he never meant happiness to
you!... Do you think I don’t know your eyes? They would not have
been so tearful or your cheeks so pale if you had loved someone
who deserved it.

CHRISTINE How can you... What do you know... What have you
heard?

WEIRING Nothing, nothing at all... but you’ve already told me what
he’s like... A young fellow like that— What does he know?— Does
he have the least appreciation of what just falls into his lap like
that— does he know the difference between impurity and purity—
and as to all your simple-minded love— how much understanding
did he show of that?

CHRISTINE (more and more anxious) You’ve been to see...— You were
at his place?

WEIRING What are you talking about! He’s left town, hasn’t he?
Come now, Christine, I haven’t taken leave of my senses, I still have
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eyes in my head! Look, child, forget the whole thing! Forget it!
Your future lies somewhere else entirely! You can, you shall still be
happy, as you deserve to be. And one day you will also find someone
who knows how to appreciate you properly—
Christine has hurried to the dresser to get her hat. The ensuing
exchange is very rapid.

WEIRING What are you doing? —

CHRISTINE Leave me alone, I must go...

WEIRING Where are you going?

CHRISTINE To him... to him...

WEIRING What’s come over you...

CHRISTINE You are keeping something from me— let me go.—

WEIRING (firmly restraining her) Now come to your senses, child. He
isn’t here at all... he may have gone on a long trip... stay with me,
why do you want to go there now... Tomorrow or perhaps this
evening I’ll go over with you. You can’t go out on the street like
that... you look a sight.

CHRISTINE Will you come with me then— ?

WEIRING I promise.— But stay here for the moment, just sit down
and pull yourself together. It almost makes one laugh, to see you in
this state... and all for nothing, nothing at all. Can’t you stand living
with your father any longer?

CHRISTINE What do you know?

WEIRING (increasingly at a loss) What am I supposed to know... I know
I love you, that you’re my only child, that you ought to stay with
me— that you always should have stayed with me—

CHRISTINE Enough—— leave me alone— (she tears herself away
Jrom him and opens the door, behind which Mizi appears)

Weiring, Christine, Mizi, then Theodore.

M1z1 (gives a little cry as Christine nearly collides with her) You gave me

such a fright...
Christine shrinks back when she sees Theodore.
Theodore remains standing in the door; he is dressed in black.

CHRISTINE What... what’s happened... (Ske receives no answer; she
looks Theodore in the face, but he avoids her eye) Where is he, where is
he? (With mounting anxiety— she looks at their sad, embarrassed
Saces, but still recerves no answer) Where is he? (To Theodore) Answer
me!

Theodore tries to speak.

CHRISTINE (looks at him intently, looks round at the others, understands

the expression on their faces, and afier her face has announced that
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the truth has gradually dawned on her, she gives a terrible
scream) Theodore!... He is...
Theodore nods.

CHRISTINE (clutches her temples, seems unable to take it all in, goes up to
Theodore, seizes him by the arm— like a mad woman) ... He is...
dead...? ... (as if asking herself)

WEIRING My child—

CHRISTINE (repulses him) Well, say something, Theodore.

THEODORE You know everything.

CHRISTINE I know nothing... I don’t know what’s happened... don’t
you think... I should now hear everything... how did it happen...
Father... Theodore... (t0 Mizi) You know too...

THEODORE A chance misfortune—

CHRISTINE What, what?

THEODORE He fell.

CHRISTINE What does that mean: He...

THEODORE He fell fighting a duel.

CHRISTINE (cries out) Ahl... (She is on the verge of collapsing, but Weir-
ing holds her up, signalling to Theodore that he should leave now)

CHRISTINE (notices and grabs Theodore) Wait... I must know every-
thing. Do you think you should conceal things from me now...

THEODORE What else do you want to know?

CHRISTINE Why— why did he fight a duel?

THEODORE I don’t know the reason.

CHRISTINE With whom, with whom— ? Surely you must know who
killed him?... well, well—

THEODORE No one you know...

CHRISTINE Who, who?

Mmiz1 Christine!

CHRISTINE Who? You tell me then... (t0 Mizi)... You, Father (no
answer. She tries to leave. Weiring holds her back) I must be allowed to
find out who killed him, and what for— !

THEODORE It was... a trifling matter...

CHRISTINE You are not telling me the truth... why, why...

THEODORE My dear Christine...

CHRISTINE (as if intending to interrupt, goes up to him— says nothing at
Sirst, looks at him and then suddenly screams) Over a woman?

THEODORE No—

CHRISTINE Yes— over a woman... (turning to Mizi) for that woman—
for the woman he had been in love with— And her husband— yes,
yes, her husband killed him... and I... What am I then? What was I
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to him...? Theodore... don’t you have anything for me... didn’t he
jot down anything...? Didn’t he entrust you with a few words for
me...? Didn’t you find anything... a letter... or a note...

Theodore shakes his head.

CHRISTINE And the night... he was here, when you called for him...
he already knew, he already knew that he perhaps might never see...
And he went away to get himself killed for another woman— No,
no,— I just can’t believe it... didn’t he know how much he meant to
me... did he...

THEODORE He did know.— On the last morning as we drove out... he
talked about you too.

CHRISTINE He talked about me too! About me too! And what else did
he talk about? About how many other people, how many other
things, that meant just as much to him as I did?— About me too!
Oh God!... And about his father and his mother and his friends and
his room and springtime in the city, and everything else which was
part and parcel of his life and had to be left behind along with me...
he talked to you about all that... and about me too...

THEODORE (moved) He was certainly very fond of you.

CHRISTINE Fond!— Him?— I was nothing to him but a pastime— yet
for another woman he was prepared to die— ! And I- adored
him!— Didn’t he know that?... Did he never notice that I gave him
everything it was in my power to give him, that I would have
died for him— that he was my Lord and God, my happiness and
bliss? And yet he could leave me with a smile, leave this room, and
get himself shot for another woman... Father, Father— can you
understand that?

WEIRING Christine! (Beside her)

THEODORE (20 Mizi) 1 say, you really could have spared me this...

Mizi gives him an angry look.

THEODORE I’ve had enough commotions... in the last few days...

CHRISTINE (with sudden resolve) Theodore, take me there... I want to
see him— I want to see him one last time— his face— Theodore,
take me there.

THEODORE (hesitates, resisting) Well...

CHRISTINE Why not?— Surely you can’t refuse me that— Surely I
may see him one last time— ?

THEODORE It’s too late.

CHRISTINE Too late?— It’s too late... to see his corpse? Goodness—
(she fails to comprehend)

THEODORE He was buried this morning.
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CHRISTINE (with the utmost expression of horror) Buried... Without my
knowing anything about it? They shot him... and laid him in his
coffin and buried him in the ground— and I wasn’t even allowed to
see him one last time?— He’s been dead for two whole days— and
yet you didn’t come to tell me— ?

THEODORE (much moved) In the last two days I’ve had to... You’ve no
idea, the things I’ve had to see to... Remember, it was also my duty
to inform his parents— I had a lot to cope with— and my own
feelings on top of everything...

CHRISTINE Your...

THEODORE Besides, the funeral... was a very quiet affair... Only the
closest relatives and friends...

CHRISTINE Only the closest— ! And what about me— ?... What am I
then?...

M1z1 That’s what the others would have wondered too.

CHRISTINE What am I then— ? Less than all the others— ? Less than
his relatives, less than... you?

WEIRING My child, my child. Come to me, to me... (He embraces her.
To Theodore) Go now... leave her alone with me!

THEODORE I am very... (in a tearful voice) I had no idea...

CHRISTINE No idea of what?— That I loved him?— (Weiring draws
her to him. Theodore looks straight ahead. Mizi stands beside Christine)

CHRISTINE (freeing herself from Weiring) Take me to his grave!

WEIRING No, no—

Miz1 Don’t go, Christine—

THEODORE Christine... later... tomorrow... wait until you’re calmer—

CHRISTINE Tomorrow?— When ’m calmer?!— and within a month
I’ll have consoled myself, right?— And in six months I’ll be able to
laugh again as usual, right— ? (Laughing out loud) And when will
my next lover be arriving?...

WEIRING Christine...

CHRISTINE Well stay here then... I can find the way myself...

THEODORE Don’t go.

Miz1 Don’t go.

CHRISTINE Indeed it’s better... if ... leave me alone, leave me alone.

WEIRING Christine stay...

M1zl Don’t go!— You might just find the other woman there—
praying.

CHRISTINE (stares fixedly ahead) 1 have no wish to pray there... no...
(she rushes out... leaving the others at first speechless)

WEIRING Follow her, quick.
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Theodore and Mizi go after her.

WEIRING I can’t cope, I can’t cope... (He walks painfully from the door
to the window) What does she want... what does she want... (He
looks out of the window into the void) She’ll never come back— she’ll
never come back! (He sinks to the floor sobbing loudly)

Curtain.
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ROUND DANCE
(Reigen)



CAST

PROSTITUTE
SOLDIER
CHAMBERMAID
YOUNG MASTER
YOUNG WIFE
HUSBAND
SWEET MAID
POET

ACTRESS
COUNT



I THE PROSTITUTE AND THE SOLDIER

Late evening. By the Augarten Bridge.*
Soldier enters whistling, on his way home.
PROSTITUTE Come here, my handsome angel.
Soldier turns round then continues on his way.
PROSTITUTE Don’t you want to come with me?
SOLDIER Ah, so I’'m the handsome angel?
PROSTITUTE Of course, who else? Go on, come with me. I live just
down the road.
SOLDIER I don’t have time. I must get back to barracks!
PROSTITUTE You’ll still get back to barracks in good time. It’s nicer at
my place though.
SOLDIER (close to her) That may be.
PROSTITUTE Shh. A policeman may come by at any moment.
soLDIER Ridiculous! Policeman! Besides, I’ve got my bayonet!
PROSTITUTE Go on, come with me.
SOLDIER Leave me alone, I’ve got no money.
PROSTITUTE I don’t want money.
SOLDIER (stops short. They are by a street lamp) You don’t want
money? Who are you anyway?
PROSTITUTE Civilians have to pay up. But a fellow like you can always
come with me for nothing.
SOLDIER Perhaps you’re the one Huber told me about.
PROSTITUTE I don’t know any Huber.
SOLDIER You must be the one. You know—the coffee house in the
Schiffgasse—he went home with you from there.
PROSTITUTE I’ve gone home with many from that coffee house, you
know... oh! oh!—
SOLDIER Come on then, let’s go, let’s go.
PROSTITUTE So now you’re in a hurry?
SOLDIER Well, what’s the point in dawdling? And I’ve got to be back
at the barracks by ten.
PROSTITUTE How long have you been in the army?
SOLDIER What’s that got to do with you? Is your place far?
PROSTITUTE Ten minutes’ walk.
SOLDIER That’s too far. Give us a kiss.
PROSTITUTE (kisses him) For me that’s the best part anyway, if I really
like someone!
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SOLDIER Not for me. I can’t come with you, it’s too far.

PROSTITUTE D’ll tell you what, come tomorrow afternoon.

SOLDIER Good. Give me your address.

PROSTITUTE But then maybe you won’t come.

SOLDIER IfIsayI will!

PROSTITUTE D’you know what, if my place is too far tonight— how
about down there... look... (points towards the Danube)

SOLDIER What’s that?

PROSTITUTE It’s nice and quiet down there too... no one comes past
as late as this.

SOLDIER Ah. That wouldn’t be right.

PROSTITUTE It’s right enough with me at any time. Go on, stay a
while. Who knows if we’ll be alive tomorrow.

SOLDIER Come on then— but hurry!

PROSTITUTE Watch out, it’s dark down there. If you slip, you’ll end
up in the Danube.

SOLDIER Best place for me anyway.

PROSTITUTE Hey, slow down a bit. There’s a bench here somewhere.

SOLDIER You know your way around here.

PROSTITUTE I’d like to have a fellow like you for a sweetheart.

SOLDIER You’d find me a bit too jealous.

PROSTITUTE I’d soon get you out of that.

SOLDIER Ha—

PROSTITUTE Not so loud. Sometimes, policemen do wander down
here. D’you think we’re in the middle of Vienna?

SOLDIER Over here, come over here.

PROSTITUTE What’s the idea, if we slip we’ll end up in the water.

SOLDIER (has taken hold of her) Ah, that’s good—

PROSTITUTE Watch you don’t slip.

SOLDIER Don’t worry...

PROSTITUTE It would have been better on the bench.

SOLDIER One place is as good as another... Come on, climb up here.

PROSTITUTE What’s the big hurry—

SOLDIER I’ve got to get back to barracks, ’'m late anyway.

PROSTITUTE I say, what’s your name?

SOLDIER What’s that got to do with you?

PROSTITUTE Mine’s Leocadia.

SOLDIER Ha!— That’s a name I’ve never heard before.

PROSTITUTE I say!

SOLDIER Well, what is it?
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PROSTITUTE I say, at least give me something for the house porter!
sOLDIER Hal... Thought you could con me, did you. Bye! Leocadia...
PROSTITUTE You rotten bastard!—

He disappears.

II THE SOLDIER AND THE CHAMBERMAID

The Prater.* Sunday evening.
A road leading away from the Wurstelprater off into dark
narrow paths. One can still hear the confused music from the
Wurstelprater, as well as a vulgar polka played by a brass band
coming from the dance floor.
The Soldier. The Chambermaid.
CHAMBERMAID Come on, tell me why you have to leave so early.
Soldier embarrassed, laughs stupidly.
CHAMBERMAID It was wonderful. I do love dancing.
Soldier clasps her round the waist.
CHAMBERMAID (yields) We are not dancing now. Why are you holding
me so tight?
SOLDIER What’s your name? Kathy?
CHAMBERMAID You always have some Kathy on the brain.
SOLDIER Wait, [ remember now... Marie.
CHAMBERMAID [ say, how dark it is. ’m getting really frightened.
SOLDIER No need to be afraid when you’re with me. I’m no pushover,
by God!
CHAMBERMAID But where is this leading? There’s nobody about.
Come, let’s go back!— Goodness, it’s so dark!
SOLDIER (draws on his Virginia cigar, making the end glow) There, it’s
lighter now! Ha! Ha! Oh, you little darling!
CHAMBERMAID Ah. What are you doing? If I’d known you’d be like
this!
SOLDIER D’ll be damned if any of the girls at Swoboda’s* today were
better padded, Friulein Marie.
CHAMBERMAID Do you sample all the girls like this?
SOLDIER Only what one notices while dancing. And one notices a fair
bit! Ha!
CHAMBERMAID You danced much longer with that blonde girl than
with me— the one with the lopsided face.
SOLDIER She’s an old acquaintance of a friend of mine.
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CHAMBERMAID You mean the corporal with the turned-up
moustache?

SOLDIER Ah no, my friend was the civilian, you know, the one who sat
next to me at table and spoke in a hoarse voice.

CHAMBERMAID Ah, I know who you mean. He was a cheeky fellow,
right enough.

SOLDIER Did he do anything to you? I’ll show him! What did he do to
you?

CHAMBERMAID Oh, nothing— I just noticed the way he was carrying
on with the other girls.

SOLDIER [ say, Friulein Marie...

CHAMBERMAID You're going to burn me with that cigar.

SOLDIER Apologies!!— Friulein Marie. ILet’s call each other
‘du’.

CHAMBERMAID But we’re not that well acquainted.

SOLDIER Plenty of people who can’t stand each other do so.

CHAMBERMAID Well perhaps next time, if we... But Herr Franz—

SOLDIER So you noticed my name?

CHAMBERMAID But, Herr Franz...

SOLDIER Just call me Franz, Marie.

CHAMBERMAID Now don’t you get too cocky— but shh, what if
someone were to come!

SOLDIER Well even if they did, one can hardly see two steps
ahead.

CHAMBERMAID But for heaven’s sake, where’s this leading?

SOLDIER Look, two others just like us.

CHAMBERMAID Where? I can’t see anyone.

SOLDIER There... up ahead of us.

CHAMBERMAID Why do you say: two others just like us?—

SOLDIER Well, I mean they like each other too.

CHAMBERMAID But do be careful, what’s this here, I nearly tripped
just now.

SOLDIER Ah yes, it’s the boundary fence into the meadow.

CHAMBERMAID Don’t push like that, ’m going to topple over.

SOLDIER Shh, not so loud.

CHAMBERMAID Look, I'm really going to scream in a minute.— But
what are you doing... but—

SOLDIER There’s nobody for miles around.

CHAMBERMAID Let’s go back to where the other people are.

SOLDIER We don’t need other people, what, Marie, all we need... is
this... ha ha.
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CHAMBERMAID But, Herr Franz, please, for heaven’s sake, look, if 1
had... known... oh... oh... come!...

SOLDIER (blissfully) My God, that was really something... ah....

CHAMBERMAID ... I can’t see your face at all...

SOLDIER Ah, so what— my face...

SOLDIER [ say, Fraulein Marie, you can’t just lie there in the grass.

CHAMBERMAID Well, help me up then, Franz.

SOLDIER Come on then.

cHAMBERMAID O God, Franz.

SOLDIER Well, what’s wrong with Franz then?

CHAMBERMAID You’re a wicked man, Franz

SOLDIER All right, all right. I say, wait a minute, will you.

CHAMBERMAID Why are you letting go my hand?

SOLDIER [ suppose I'm allowed to light my cigar?

CHAMBERMAID It’s so dark.

SOLDIER Don’t worry, it’ll be light again tomorrow morning.

CHAMBERMAID Tell me then at least, do you love me?

SOLDIER Well, you must have felt that, Friulein Marie, ha!

CHAMBERMAID Where are we going now?

SOLDIER Back of course.

CHAMBERMAID Not so fast, [ beg you.

SOLDIER What’s the matter now? I don’t like walking in the dark.

CHAMBERMAID Tell me, Franz, do you love me?

SOLDIER [ just told you I love you!

CHAMBERMAID Well then, will you give me a kiss?

SOLDIER (magnanimously) There... Listen— one can hear the music
again.

CHAMBERMAID I suppose you want to go and dance some more?

SOLDIER Of course, what else?

CHAMBERMAID You see, Franz, it’s just that I have to get back.
They’ll be cursing me already, my mistress is such a... she’d much
prefer me not to go out at all.

SOLDIER Well, go home then.

CHAMBERMAID I just thought, Herr Franz, you might see me home.

SOLDIER See you home? Ah!

CHAMBERMAID Go on, it’s so sad, walking home alone.

SOLDIER Where do you live then?

CHAMBERMAID It’s not far at all— in the Porzellangasse.

SOLDIER Is that so? Well, that’s a fair way... but it’s too early for me
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yet... with overtime I’ve got a bit of time still... I don’t have to be
back at the barracks before twelve. I’'m going to dance some more.

CHAMBERMAID I know, of course, now it’s her turn— that blonde
with the lopsided face!

sOLDIER Hal— Her face isn’t that lopsided.

CHAMBERMAID My God, men are really wicked! So you do it with
just anyone then, do you?

SOLDIER That would be overdoing things a bit!—

CHAMBERMAID Please, Franz, not tonight— stay with me, just for
tonight—

SOLDIER Yes, yes, all right. But I’m still going to dance a little longer.

CHAMBERMAID I’'m not going to dance with anybody else tonight!

SOLDIER Look, there it is...

CHAMBERMAID What?

SOLDIER Swoboda’s of course! How quickly we’ve got back. The
band’s still playing that same piece... tadarada tadarada... (sings
along) Well, if you want to wait, I’ll walk you home... if not... then
I’ll be seeing you—

CHAMBERMAID Yes, I’ll wait.

They enter the dance hall.

SOLDIER Tell you what, Fraulein Marie, order yourself a glass of
beer. (Turning to a blonde just dancing past with a young fellow, in
very formal German) May I have the honour, Friulein?

III THE CHAMBERMAID AND THE YOUNG MASTER

Hot summer afternoon.— The parents are already in the country.
The cook is out on her day off.-— The Chambermaid is in the
kitchen writing to her soldier lover. The bell rings from the Young
Master’s room. She gets up and goes to the Young Master’s room.
The Young Master is lying on the divan, smoking and reading a
French novel.

CHAMBERMAID You rang, Sir?

YOUNG MASTER Ah yes, Marie, quite right, I rang, now... what was
it... yes, of course, could you let the blinds down, Marie... It’s
cooler when the blinds are down... yes...

The Chambermaid goes to the window and lets down the blinds.

YOUNG MASTER (continues reading) What are you doing, Marie? Oh
yes, of course. But now one can’t see at all to read.



ROUND DANCE 57

CHAMBERMAID You're always so hard-working, Sir.

YOUNG MASTER (formally ignores this) That will be all then. (Marie exit)
The Young Master tries to continue reading; soon he drops the
book and rings again.

Chambermaid appears.

YOUNG MASTER Oh, Marie... yes, now what was I going to ask... oh

yes... is there any cognac in the house?

CHAMBERMAID I think it might be locked away.

YOUNG MASTER Well then, who has the key?

CHAMBERMAID Lini has the key.

YOUNG MASTER Who is Lini?

CHAMBERMAID She’s the cook, Herr Alfred.

YOUNG MASTER Well, go and tell Lini then.

CHAMBERMAID But it’s Lini’s day off today.

YOUNG MASTER I see...

CHAMBERMAID Should I get you some from the coffee house, Sir?

YOUNG MASTER Ah no... it’s hot enough as it is. I don’t need any
cognac. I'll tell you what, Marie, bring me a glass of water. Pst,
Marie— make sure you let the tap run until it’s nice and cold.—

The Chambermaid withdramws.

The Young Master watches her go; at the door the Chambermaid
turns round towards him; the Young Master looks in the air.—
The Chambermaid turns on the tap and lets it run. While
waiting, she goes into her little closet, washes her hands and
adjusts her curls before the mirror. Then she brings the Young
Master his glass of water. She goes over to the divan.

The Young Master half sits up, the Chambermaid hands him the
glass, their fingers touch.

YOUNG MASTER Ah, thank you.— Well, what’s the matter?— Careful
now; put the glass back on the tray... (He lies back and stretches
himself) What time is it?—

CHAMBERMAID Five o’clock, Sir.

YOUNG MASTER [ see, five o’clock.— That will be all.—

The Chambermaid withdraws; at the door she turns round; the
Young Master has been watching her; she notices and smiles.

The Young Master lies there for a while, then suddenly gets up. He
goes as far as the door, then back again and stretches out on the
divan. He again tries to read. After a few minutes he rings again.
Chambermaid reappears and doesn’t try to hide her smile.

YOUNG MASTER I say, Marie, I meant to ask you something. Was
Doctor Schiiller here this morning, by any chance?
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CHAMBERMAID No, no one came this morning.

YOUNG MASTER [ see, that’s very strange. So Doctor Schiiller wasn’t
here then? Do you know Doctor Schiiller?

CHAMBERMAID Certainly. He’s the tall dark gentleman with the full
beard.

YOUNG MASTER Yes, that’s right. You’re sure he wasn’t here?

CHAMBERMAID No, nobody was here, Sir.

YOUNG MASTER (resolutely) Come here, Marie.

CHAMBERMAID (comes a bit closer) Yes, Sir.

YOUNG MASTER Closer... that’s right... ah... I was just thinking...

CHAMBERMAID What’s the matter, Sir?

YOUNG MASTER Thinking... I was just thinking— about your
blouse... what sort is it?... Well, come a bit closer. I'm not going to
bite you.

CHAMBERMAID (comes up to him) What's wrong with my blouse?
Don’t you like it, Sir?

YOUNG MASTER (stretches out to feel the blouse and at the same time pulls
the Chambermaid down close to him) Blue? That’s a really pretty blue.
(Simply) You dress very nicely, Marie.

CHAMBERMAID But Sir...

YOUNG MASTER Well, what is it?... (He has opened her blouse. Matter-
of~factly) You have beautiful white skin, Marie.

CHAMBERMAID You’re trying to flatter me, Sir.

YOUNG MASTER (kissing her breasts) Surely that didn’t hurt.

CHAMBERMAID Oh no.

YOUNG MASTER Because you’re sighing so! What are you sighing
for?—

CHAMBERMAID Oh, Herr Alfred...

YOUNG MASTER And what nice slippers you have...

CHAMBERMAID But Sir... look... it’s so light...

YOUNG MASTER You don’t need to feel embarrassed in front of me.
You’ve no need to be embarrassed in front of anyone... when you’re
as lovely as this. My word, yes; Marie, you are... Do you know, even
your hair smells fragrant.

CHAMBERMAID Herr Alfred...

YOUNG MASTER Don’t make such a fuss, Marie... I’ve seen you
responding very differently. The other night when I came home
late and got myself a glass of water; the door to your room was open
and... well...

CHAMBERMAID (covers her face) O God, I didn’t know you could be
so naughty, Herr Alfred.
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YOUNG MASTER [ saw a great deal too... this... and this... and this...
and—

CHAMBERMAID But, Herr Alfred!

YOUNG MASTER Come, come... like this... yes, that’s right.

CHAMBERMAID But what if someone were to ring now—

YOUNG MASTER Stop this shilly-shallying, will you... if it comes to
that we just won’t open...

The doorbell rings.
YOUNG MASTER Goodness gracious... And what a noise the fellow’s
making.— Perhaps he rang earlier and we didn’t notice.
CHAMBERMAID Oh, I was listening the whole time.
YOUNG MASTER Well, hurry up and have a look— through the
peep-hole, mind.
CHAMBERMAID Herr Alfred... but you’re really... well... so naughty.
YOUNG MASTER Please, go and see who it is...
The Chambermaid goes out.
The Young Master hastily raises the blinds.
CHAMBERMAID (reappears) Whoever it was has gone away. There’s no
one there now. Perhaps it was Doctor Schiiller.
YOUNG MASTER (is disagreeably affected) Just as well.
The Chambermaid approaches him.
YOUNG MASTER (withdraws from her) Oh, Marie,— ’m off to the
coffee house now.
CHAMBERMAID (fenderly) Already... Herr Alfred.
YOUNG MASTER (severely) Look, ’m off to the coffee house now, all
right. If Doctor Schiiller should come—
CHAMBERMAID He won’t come today now.
YOUNG MASTER (more severely) If Doctor Schiiller does come, I, well,
I... Pm— in the coffee-house.— (Goes into the other room)
The Chambermaid takes a cigar from the table, pockets it and
leavves.

IV THE YOUNG MASTER AND THE YOUNG WIFE

Evening.— A sitting room furnished with vulgar elegance in a
house in the Schwindgasse. The Young Master has just come in,
and with his hat and overcoat still on, he proceeds to light the
candles. Then he opens the door into the adjoining room and looks
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in. The light from the candles in the sitting room stretches across
the parquet floor to a four-poster bed against the back wall. A
reddish light falls on the bed curtains from the fireplace in the
corner of the bedroom. The Young Master also inspects the
bedroom. He takes a siphon from the dresser and sprays the
pillows with a fine mist of violet-scented perfume. Then he goes
through both rooms with the siphon repeatedly squeezing the little
bladder, so that everything soon smells of violets. Then he takes
his hat and overcoat off. He sits down in the blue velvet armchair,
lights a cigarette and smokes. After a short while he gets up again
and checks that the blinds are closed. Suddenly he goes into the
bedroom again and opens the drawer of the commode. He feels
inside and finds a tortoise-shell hair comb. He casts around for
somewhere to hide it, and finally puts it in the pocket of his
overcoat. Then he opens a cupboard in the sitting room, takes out
a stlver tray with a bottle of cognac and two liqueur glasses and
puts them on the table. He goes back to his coat and this time takes
out a little white box of confectionery. He opens it and puts it
beside the cognac, then goes back to the cupboard and takes out
two plates and some cutlery. He takes a candied chestnut from the
box and eats it. Then he pours himself a glass of cognac and swigs
it down hastily. Then he looks at his watch. He paces up and
down the room.— He pauses for a while in front of the large wall
mirror and combs his hair and little moustache with his pocket
comb.— He now goes to the hall door and listens. Nothing is
stirring. The doorbell rings. The Young Master starts a little. Then
he sits down in the armchair and only gets up when the door opens
and the Young Wife enters.

The Young Wife, heavily veiled, closes the door behind her, and
stands there a moment with her hand to her heart, as if trying to
overcome her tumultuous emotions.

YOUNG MASTER (approaches her, takes her left hand and imprints a kiss

on her white glove with its black stitching. He says softly) Thank you.

YOUNG WIFE Alfred— Alfred!
YOUNG MASTER Come, Frau Emma, come...
YOUNG WIFE Leave me alone a moment— please... oh please, Alfred!

(She continues to stand at the door)

The Young Master stands in front of her, holding her hand.

YOUNG WIFE Where am I really?
YOUNG MASTER At my place.
YOUNG WIFE This house is so awful, Alfred.
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YOUNG MASTER But why? It’s a very respectable house.

YOUNG WIFE I met two gentlemen on the stairs.

YOUNG MASTER Acquaintances?

YOUNG WIFE I don’t know. Possibly.

YOUNG MASTER Pardon me, dear Emma— but surely you recognized
your own acquaintances.

YOUNG WIFE But I couldn’t see a thing.

YOUNG MASTER Well, even if they’d been your best friends,— they
could hardly have recognized you. Even I... if I weren’t expecting
you... with that veil—

YOUNG WIFE There are two.

YOUNG MASTER Won’t you come a bit closer?... And at least take off
your hat!

YOUNG WIFE What are you thinking of, Alfred? I told you: five
minutes... No, not a moment longer... I swear—

YOUNG MASTER What about your veil—

YOUNG WIFE There are two.

YOUNG MASTER Very well then, both veils—

YOUNG WIFE Do you love me, Alfred?

YOUNG MASTER (deeply hurt) Emma— how can you ask...

YOUNG WIFE It’s so hot in here.

YOUNG MASTER But you’ve still got your fur stole on— you’re sure to
catch a cold like this.

YOUNG WIFE (at last steps into the room and throws herself into the
armchair) P’'m exhausted.

YOUNG MASTER Allow me. (He takes off her veil, takes the hai-pin out
of her hat, and puts hat, pin and veil aside)

Young Wife allows him to.
The Young Master stands in front of her, shaking his head.

YOUNG WIFE What’s the matter?

YOUNG MASTER You’ve never been more beautiful.

YOUNG WIFE How so?

YOUNG MASTER Alone... alone with you— Emma— (He gets down on
his knees beside her chair, takes both her hands and covers them with
kisses)

YOUNG WIFE And now... you must let me go. I’ve done what you
asked me.

The Young Master lays his head in her lap.

YOUNG WIFE You promised you’d be good.

YOUNG MASTER Yes.

YOUNG WIFE It’s really stifling in here.
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YOUNG MASTER (gets up) You’ve still got your stole on.
YOUNG WIFE Put it with my hat.
The Young Master takes her stole from her and puts it on the
divan too.
YOUNG WIFE And now— adieu—
YOUNG MASTER Emma— ! Emmal—
YOUNG WIFE Your five minutes were up long ago.
YOUNG MASTER Not even one yet!—
YOUNG WIFE Alfred, tell me exactly now, what time is it?
YOUNG MASTER It’s precisely a quarter past six.
YOUNG WIFE I should have been at my sister’s long ago.
YOUNG MASTER You can see your sister any time...
YOUNG WIFE O God, Alfred, why did you talk me into this.
YOUNG MASTER Because I... adore you, Emma.
YOUNG WIFE How many others have you said that to before?
YOUNG MASTER Since setting eyes on you, none.
YOUNG WIFE What a frivolous person I am! Who would have foretold
this of me... even a week ago... even yesterday...
YOUNG MASTER Though you’d already promised me the day before,
if you recall...
YOUNG WIFE You kept on pestering me so. And I didn’t want to
come. God is my witness— I really didn’t want to come... Yesterday
I was quite determined not to... Do you know, last night I even
wrote you a long letter?
YOUNG MASTER I didn’t receive anything.
YOUNG WIFE I toreitupagain. Oh, I wish I’d sent that letter off to you.
YOUNG MASTER It’s better this way.
YOUNG WIFE O no, it’s shameful... of me. I can’t understand myself.
Adieu, Alfred, let me go.
The Young Master embraces her and covers her face with
passionate kisses.
YOUNG WIFE Is this... how you keep your word...
YOUNG MASTER One more kiss— just one more.
YOUNG WIFE The last one. (He kisses her; she returns his kiss, their lips
remain pressed together for some time)
YOUNG MASTER Shall I tell you something, Emma? For the first time
I know what true happiness is.
The Young Wife sinks back in an armchair.
YOUNG MASTER (seats himself on the arm of the chair and puts his arm
lightly round her neck) ... or rather, I now know what true happiness
could be.
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The Young Wife sighs deeply.
The Young Master kisses her again.

YOUNG WIFE Alfred, Alfred, what are you doing to me!

YOUNG MASTER Don’t you think— it’s really quite cosy here... and
we’re so safe!l It’s ten times nicer than all our meetings out of
doors...

YOUNG WIFE Oh, don’t remind me of them.

YOUNG MASTER I too shall always remember them with infinite
pleasure. Every minute I’ve been allowed to spend beside you is for
me a cherished memory.

YOUNG WIFE Do you remember the Industrialists’ Ball?

YOUNG MASTER Do I remember...? I sat next to you at supper, so
close beside you. And your husband ordered the champagne...

The Young Wife looks at him reproachfully.

YOUNG MASTER I was only going to talk about the champagne. By
the way, what about a glass of cognac, Emma?

YOUNG WIFE Just a drop, but first give me a glass of water.

YOUNG MASTER Let me see... Now where’s the— ah yes... (He draws
back the curtain and goes into the bedroom)

The Young Wife watches him.
The Young Master returns with a carafe of water and two tumblers.

YOUNG WIFE Where were you?

YOUNG MASTER In the... next room. (Pours out a glass of water)

YOUNG WIFE Now I’m going to ask you something, Alfred— and you
must swear to tell the truth.

YOUNG MASTER I swear.

YOUNG WIFE Did any other woman ever come here?

YOUNG MASTER But Emma— this house was built at least twenty
years ago!

YOUNG WIFE You know what I mean, Alfred... with you! For you!

YOUNG MASTER With me— here— Emma! How could you think such
a thing?

YOUNG WIFE So you did... how shall I... But no, I’d rather not ask.
It’s better I don’t ask you. It’s my fault anyway. Everything has to
be atoned for.

YOUNG MASTER But what’s the matter? What’s wrong with you?
What must be atoned for?

YOUNG WIFE No, no, no, I mustn’t come to my senses... otherwise I’d
be so ashamed I’d just sink into the ground.

YOUNG MASTER (holding the carafe, shakes his head sadly) Emma, if
only you knew how sorry I feel for you.
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The Young Wife pours herself a glass of cognac.

YOUNG MASTER Let me tell you something, Emma. If you are
ashamed of being here— if you don’t care about me— if you can’t
feel that you mean all the world to me— then you’d better go.

YOUNG WIFE Yes, that’s what I’ll do.

YOUNG MASTER (taking her by the hand) But if you could only under-
stand that I can’t live without you, that kissing your hand means
more to me than all the caresses all the women in the world could...
Emma, ’m not like other men, who know how a lady should be
courted— perhaps I’m too naive... I...

YOUNG WIFE What if you really are like other men?

YOUNG MASTER Then you wouldn’t be here— because you’re not like
other women.

YOUNG WIFE How do you know that?

YOUNG MASTER (has meanwhile drawn her to the divan and seated
himself beside her) 1 have thought about you. I know you are
unhappy.

The Young Wife looks pleased.

YOUNG MASTER Life is so empty, so worthless— and then— so
short— so horribly short! The only possibility of happiness is... to
find somebody who’ll love one—

The Young Wife takes a candied pear from the table and pops it in
her mouth

YOUNG MASTER Give me half! (Ske offers it him between her lips)

YOUNG WIFE (takes hold of the Young Master’s hands, which have begun
to wander) What are you doing, Alfred... Is this how you keep your
promise?

YOUNG MASTER (swallowing the pear, more boldly) Life is so short.

YOUNG WIFE (weakly) But that’s no reason—

YOUNG MASTER (mechanically) Of course.

YOUNG WIFE (more weakly) Look, Alfred, you did promise to be
good... And it’s so light...

YOUNG MASTER Come, come, my one and only... (He gets up from the
divan)

YOUNG WIFE What are you doing?

YOUNG MASTER It’s not light at all in there.

YOUNG WIFE Is that another room through there?

YOUNG MASTER (draws her with him) A really nice one... and it’s dark.

YOUNG WIFE Perhaps we’d better stay in here.

The Young Master is by now beyond the dividing curtain and
inside the bedroom with her, unlacing her bodice.
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YOUNG WIFE You are so... O God, what are you doing to me!—
Alfred!

YOUNG MASTER [ am worshipping you, Emma!

YOUNG WIFE Well, wait a moment, at least give me a minute... (weakly)
Go away... and then Il call you.

YOUNG MASTER Can I help you— can you help me— (He gets tangled
up)... can you— I— help?

YOUNG WIFE You’ll tear my things.

YOUNG MASTER Aren’t you wearing a corset?

YOUNG WIFE I never wear a corset. Frau Odilon* doesn’t wear one
either. But you could undo my shoe.

The Young Master undoes her shoes and kisses her feet.

YOUNG WIFE (s/ips into bed) Oh, I'm so cold.

YOUNG MASTER Everything will warm up in a minute.

YOUNG WIFE (laughing softly) Do you think so?

YOUNG MASTER (disagreeably affected, to himself) She shouldn’t have
said that. (Undresses in the dark)

YOUNG WIFE (tenderly) Come, come, come.

YOUNG MASTER (his mood restored by this) Coming—

YOUNG WIFE There’s such a smell of violets here.

YOUNG MASTER You are my sweet violet... Yes— (joining her)— you.

YOUNG MASTER I’m obviously too much in love with you... indeed...
I’m quite beside myself.

YOUNG WIFE ...

YOUNG MASTER These last few days I’ve been almost driven mad. I
had an inkling this might happen.

YOUNG WIFE Don’t worry about it.

YOUNG MASTER Of course not. It’s to be expected, if one...

YOUNG WIFE Don’t... don’t... You are all excited. Just calm down...

YOUNG MASTER Do you know Stendhal?*

YOUNG WIFE Stendhal?

YOUNG MASTER His ‘De I’Amour’?

YOUNG WIFE No, why do you ask?

YOUNG MASTER There’s a story in there that’s really quite revealing.

YOUNG WIFE What sort of story?

YOUNG MASTER Well, there’s this group of cavalry officers who have
got together—

YOUNG WIFE I see.
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YOUNG MASTER And they tell each other stories about their amorous
adventures. And each of them relates how, with the woman he loved
best, most passionately that is... he, his— in short how each of them
experienced the same problem with this favourite woman as I had
just now.

YOUNG WIFE I see.

YOUNG MASTER It’s very common.

YOUNG WIFE I'see.

YOUNG MASTER That’s not the end of the story. Only one of the
officers claims... that this had never happened to him in his life: but
then Stendhal adds that he was a notorious braggart.

YOUNG WIFE I see.

YOUNG MASTER And yet it’s so frustrating, that’s the stupid thing,
even though it’s not important.

YOUNG WIFE Certainly. But after all, you know... you did promise
you’d be good.

YOUNG MASTER Don’t laugh at me, that doesn’t make things any
easier.

YOUNG WIFE No, no, I'm not laughing. What Stendhal has to say is
really interesting. I always thought this only happened with older...
or with very... you know, men who have lived it up a lot...

YOUNG MASTER What curious ideas you have. That has nothing to do
with it. By the way, I completely forgot the nicest story in Stendhal.
One cavalry officer even tells how he spent three whole nights, or
was it six... I can’t remember, with a woman he’d been yearning for
some weeks— désirée— as one might say— and all they did each
night was simply cry for joy... both of them...

YOUNG WIFE Both of them?

YOUNG MASTER Yes. Does that surprise you? To me it’s so very
understandable— especially when two people are in love.

YOUNG WIFE But there must be many who don’t cry.

YOUNG MASTER (irritably) Certainly... that case was exceptional, of
course.

YOUNG WIFE Ah— I thought Stendhal was saying, all cavalry officers
in that situation cry.

YOUNG MASTER You see, now you’re making fun of me again.

YOUNG WIFE You’re imagining things! Don’t be so childish, Alfred!

YOUNG MASTER Well, it just gets on my nerves. And I also have the
feeling you’re thinking about it the whole time. And that really is
embarrassing.

YOUNG WIFE I’m not thinking about it at all.
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YOUNG MASTER Of course. If only I were sure you loved me.

YOUNG WIFE Do you want more proof than this?

YOUNG MASTER You see... you’re always making fun of me.

YOUNG WIFE But how? Come, give me your sweet little head.

YOUNG MASTER Ah, that feels so good.

YOUNG WIFE Do you love me?

YOUNG MASTER O, I'm so happy.

YOUNG WIFE But you don’t have to cry about it too.

YOUNG MASTER (withdrawing from her, extremely irritated) There you
go again. And I asked you specially...

YOUNG WIFE When I say there’s no need to cry for happiness...

YOUNG MASTER You said: cry about it too.

YOUNG WIFE You’re overwrought, my love.

YOUNG MASTER I know that.

YOUNG WIFE But you shouldn’t be. ’m even glad that it... that we’ll
be as it were parting as good friends.

YOUNG MASTER There you go again already.

YOUNG WIFE Don’t you remember! That was one of our very first
discussions. We were just going to be good friends and nothing
more. Oh, that was so nice... it was at my sister’s, in January during
the grand ball, while we were dancing the quadrille... Heavens
above, I should have left ages ago... my sister is expecting me—
what am I going to say to her... Adieu, Alfred—

YOUNG MASTER Emma— ! Are you going to abandon me like this!

YOUNG WIFE Well now!—

YOUNG MASTER Just five more minutes...

YOUNG WIFE All right. Five more minutes. But will you promise... not
to move?’... Yes?... I'll give you one more farewell kiss... Shh...
quiet... don’t move, I said, or ’ll get up at once, my sweet... sweet...

YOUNG MASTER Emma... my adora...

YOUNG WIFE My Alfred—

YOUNG MASTER Ah, it’s heaven, just lying in your arms.

YOUNG WIFE But now I really must be off.

YOUNG MASTER Oh, let your sister wait.

YOUNG WIFE I must get home. It’s far too late to go and see my sister.
What time is it?

YOUNG MASTER How should I know?

YOUNG WIFE Look at your watch of course.

YOUNG MASTER It’s in my waistcoat pocket.

YOUNG WIFE Well go and get it then.



68 ROUND DANCE

YOUNG MASTER (heaves himself to his feet) Eight.

YOUNG WIFE (gets up hastily) Goodness gracious... Quick Alfred, give
me my stockings. What am I going to say? They’re bound to be
expecting me at home by now... eight o’clock...

YOUNG MASTER When shall I see you again?

YOUNG WIFE Never.

YOUNG MASTER Emma! Don’t you love me any more?

YOUNG WIFE That’s precisely why. Give me my shoes.

YOUNG MASTER Never again? Here are your shoes.

YOUNG WIFE There’s a button-hook in my bag. Please, hurry...

YOUNG MASTER Here’s the button-hook.

YOUNG WIFE Alfred, this could cost both of us our necks.

YOUNG MASTER (very disagreeably affected) How do you mean?

YOUNG WIFE Well, what am I to say if he asks me where I’ve been?

YOUNG MASTER To your sister’s.

YOUNG WIFE If only I could lie.

YOUNG MASTER Well, you’ll just have to.

YOUNG WIFE Anything for a man like you. Ah, come here... let me
kiss you one more time. (She embraces him)— And now— leave
me alone, go into the other room. I can’t get dressed with you here.

The Young Master goes into the sitting room and gets dressed. He
eats some of the confectionery and drinks a glass of cognac.

YOUNG WIFE (calls out afier a while) Alfred!

YOUNG MASTER My darling.

YOUNG WIFE Just as well we didn’t cry over it.

YOUNG MASTER (smiling with a touch of pride) How can you be so
flippant—

YOUNG WIFE But what are we going to do if we chance to meet in
company one day?

YOUNG MASTER Chance to meet— one day... Surely you’ll be at the
Lobheimers’ tomorrow?

YOUNG WIFE Yes. You too?

YOUNG MASTER Of course. May I ask you to put me down for the
cotillion?

YOUNG WIFE Oh, I shan’t be going. How can you expect me to?— I
would just... (she comes fully dressed into the sitting room, and helps
herself to a chocolate cake...) sink into the ground.

YOUNG MASTER Well then, tomorrow at the Lobheimers’, that’s
settled.

YOUNG WIFE No, no... I shall cry off, 'm sure to—

YOUNG MASTER All right, the day after tomorrow... here.
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YOUNG WIFE Can’t you be serious?

YOUNG MASTER About six.

YOUNG WIFE There are cabs here on the corner, aren’t there?—

YOUNG MASTER As many as you want. Well then, here at six the day
after tomorrow. Do say yes, my darling.

YOUNG WIFE ...We'll talk about it during the cotillion tomorrow.

YOUNG MASTER (embraces her) My angel.

YOUNG WIFE Don’t ruin my hair now.

YOUNG MASTER Tomorrow at the Lobheimers’ and then, the day
after in my arms!

YOUNG WIFE Farewell...

YOUNG MASTER (suddenly concerned again) And what are you going to
tell— him tonight?—

YOUNG WIFE Don’t ask... don’t ask... it’s just too awful.— Why do I
love you so!— Adieu.— I'’ll have a fit if I meet someone on the stairs
again— Pah!—

The Young Master kisses her hand again.
The Young Wife departs.

YOUNG MASTER (is left behind alone. He sits down on the divan. He
smiles and says to himself) So here I am, having an affair with a
respectable married woman.

V THE YOUNG WIFE AND THE HUSBAND

A comfortable bedroom.
1t is half past ten at night. The Young Wife is lying in bed reading.
The Husband enters the room in his dressing gown.
YOUNG WIFE without looking up Aren’t you working any more?
HUSBAND No, 'm too tired. And besides...
YOUNG WIFE Well?—
HUSBAND I suddenly felt so lonely sitting at my desk. I found myself
longing for you.
YOUNG WIFE (looks up) Really?
HUSBAND (sits beside her on the bed) Don’t read any more tonight.
You’ll ruin your eyes.
YOUNG WIFE (closes the book) So what’s the matter?
HUSBAND Nothing, my dear. ’m in love with you! You know that!
YOUNG WIFE Sometimes one might almost forget it.
HUSBAND Sometimes one needs to forget it.
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YOUNG WIFE Why?

HUSBAND Because otherwise marriage would be something less than
perfect. It would... how shall I say... it would lose its sanctity.

YOUNG WIFE Oh...

HUSBAND Believe me— it is so... If in the five years we’ve been
married we hadn’t occasionally forgotten we’re in love— we would
no longer be so.

YOUNG WIFE That’s too lofty for me.

HUSBAND As it is, we’ve had perhaps ten or twelve love affairs, all
with each other... Doesn’t it seem like that to you as well?

YOUNG WIFE I can’t say I’ve been counting!—

HUSBAND If we’d savoured our first one to the very dregs, if I’d
surrendered to my passion for you from the very start, we’d have
fared no better than a million other couples. Our relationship
would by now be over.

YOUNG WIFE Ah... so that’s what you think?

HUSBAND Believe me— Emma— for the first few days of our
marriage, I was afraid that’s what would happen.

YOUNG WIFE Me too.

HUSBAND You see? Wasn’t I right? That’s why now and then it’s good
to live as just good friends together.

YOUNG WIFE [ see.

HUSBAND That way we can keep on having new honeymoons,
because I never let the honeymoons...

YOUNG WIFE Go on for months.

HUSBAND Precisely.

YOUNG WIFE And so now... another period of being just good friends
would seem to have expired— ?

HUSBAND (drawing her to him tenderly) That may well be.

YOUNG WIFE But supposing... it were different for me.

HUSBAND It isn’t any different for you. You’re the cleverest and most
charming little woman in the world. I am very happy to have found
you.

YOUNG WIFE It’s sweet, the way you pay court to me— now and then.

HUSBAND (gets into bed too) For a man who’s seen a little of the
world— here, put your head on my shoulder— the significance of
marriage is more of a mystery than for you young ladies from good
families. You come to us pure and... at least to a certain degree
ignorant, and consequently you have a much clearer vision of the
true nature of love than we do.

YOUNG WIFE (laughing) Oh!
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HUSBAND Certainly. For we become uncertain and confused by the
manifold experiences we’ve had to go through before marriage. Of
course you hear a lot, and know more than you should, and prob-
ably read too much about these things as well, but still you don’t
have a true grasp of what we men actually experience. We become
utterly disgusted by what is commonly called love; but then what
sort of creatures are we obliged to turn to!

YOUNG WIFE What sort of creatures are they then?

HUSBAND (kisses her on the forehead) Be thankful, my dear, that you’re
ignorant of such matters. Besides, they are unfortunate wretches
for the most part— so let’s not be the first to cast a stone.

YOUNG WIFE Come now— all this pity.— It doesn’t seem to me called
for in the least.

HUSBAND (with fine indulgence) Ah but they deserve it. You young
ladies from good families waiting calmly in the shelter of your
parents’ home for someone respectable to ask your hand in mar-
riage;— you have no idea of the poverty that drives these wretches
into the arms of sin.

YOUNG WIFE So do they all do it just for money?

HUSBAND I wouldn’t say that. I don’t only mean material poverty of
course. There is also— if I may say so— such a thing as moral
poverty; a deficient sense of what’s permissible, and more espe-
cially of what is noble.

YOUNG WIFE But why should they be pitied?— They have quite a
good life, after all.

HUSBAND You have some curious notions, my dear. Don’t forget such
wretches are doomed by nature to fall lower and lower. There is no
stopping them.

YOUNG WIFE (nestling close to him) Evidently they quite enjoy falling.

HUSBAND (painfully affected) How can you talk like that, Emma. I’d
have thought that for you respectable women in particular, nothing
could be more repellent than women who are not so.

YOUNG WIFE Of course, Karl, of course. I was just being flippant. Go
on, tell me more. It’s so nice when you talk like this. Talk to me.

HUSBAND What about?

YOUNG WIFE Well— about these wretched creatures.

HUSBAND What’s got into you?

YOUNG WIFE Well, you know I’ve asked you often enough, ever since
the very beginning in fact, to tell me all about your youth.

HUSBAND Why are you so interested in that?

YOUNG WIFE Well, you are a man, aren’t you? And isn’t it rather
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unfair that I don’t know anything about your past?—

HUSBAND You don’t think me so tasteless as to— Enough of this,
Emma... it’s a sort of desecration.

YOUNG WIFE And yet who knows... how many more young ladies you
have held in your arms like this.

HUSBAND Don’t use the word ‘ladies’. It’s you who are the lady.

YOUNG WIFE But you must answer me one question... otherwise... no
more honeymoon.

HUSBAND The way you talk... kindly remember you’re a mother...
and it’s our little girl asleep through there...

YOUNG WIFE (cuddling up to him) But I’d like a boy as well.

HUSBAND Emmal!

YOUNG WIFE Go on, don’t be such a... of course I'm your wife... but I
also want to be... your lover occasionally too.

HUSBAND Do you?...

YOUNG WIFE But— first my question.

HUSBAND (indulgently) Well?

YOUNG WIFE Was... a married woman— one of them?

HUSBAND Why?— What d’you mean?

YOUNG WIFE You know.

HUSBAND (a little uneasily) What makes you ask?

YOUNG WIFE [ would like to know whether... that is— such women
do exist... I know. But whether you...

HUSBAND Do you know any such woman?

YOUNG WIFE Why, I wouldn’t know myself.

HUSBAND Are there any such women among your friends, by any
chance?

YOUNG WIFE Well, how can I confirm that for certain— or deny it?

HUSBAND Have any of your friends ever... People discuss all sorts of
things in certain situations— I mean, when women are alone
together— has anyone admitted to you that they— ?

YOUNG WIFE (uncertainly) No.

HUSBAND Do you have any suspicions about any of your friends...

YOUNG WIFE Suspicions... oh... suspicions.

HUSBAND Evidently so.

YOUNG WIFE Of course not, Karl, ’'m quite sure not. When I think
about it— I can’t believe any of them capable of such a thing.

HUSBAND None of them at all?

YOUNG WIFE None of my friends.

HUSBAND Promise me one thing, Emma.

YOUNG WIFE Well?
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HUSBAND That you won’t associate with any woman you in the least
suspect of... not leading a completely blameless life.

YOUNG WIFE Do I really need to promise that?

HUSBAND Of course I realize you’d never associate with such women
knowingly yourself. But fate might contrive things so that you... In
fact it’s often precisely women of far from unsullied reputation
who seek out the company of decent women, partly to enhance
their social standing, but also from a... how shall I put it... a certain
homesickness for virtue.

YOUNG WIFE [ see.

HUSBAND Yes, I think what I just said is absolutely true. Homesick-
ness for virtue. Because take my word for it, all these women are
thoroughly unhappy.

YOUNG WIFE Why?

HUSBAND What a question, Emmal— How can you ask?— Just
imagine the kind of existence these women are obliged to lead. Full
of lies, deceit and baseness, not to speak of danger.

YOUNG WIFE Yes indeed. You're right about that.

HUSBAND Truly— they pay dearly for their bit of happiness... their
bit of...

YOUNG WIFE Pleasure.

HUSBAND Why pleasure? What makes you call it pleasure?

YOUNG WIFE Well— it must be something— ! Otherwise they
wouldn’t do it, surely.

HUSBAND It’s nothing but... a drug.

YOUNG WIFE (thoughtfully) A drug.

HUSBAND No, it’s not even a drug. Whatever it is— it’s paid for
dearly, that much is certain!

YOUNG WIFE So... you yourself took part in all this once— didn’t
you?

HUSBAND Yes, Emma.— It’s my most painful memory.

YOUNG WIFE Who was it? Tell me? Do I know her?

HUSBAND What are you talking about?

YOUNG WIFE Was it quite some time ago? Was it long before you
married me?

HUSBAND Don’t ask. Please, don’t ask.

YOUNG WIFE But Karl!

HUSBAND She is dead.

YOUNG WIFE Seriously?

HUSBAND Yes... it sounds almost ridiculous, but I have a feeling all
these women die young anyway.
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YOUNG WIFE Did you love her very much?

HUSBAND One doesn’t love women who lie.

YOUNG WIFE So why...

HUSBAND A drug...

YOUNG WIFE Is that so?

HUSBAND Don’t let’s discuss it any more, please. All that’s over long
ago. I’ve only loved one woman— and that’s you. One can only love
where purity and truth reside.

YOUNG WIFE Karl!

HUSBAND Oh, how safe, how good one feels in such arms. Why didn’t
I know you as a child? ’'m sure I would never have looked at
another woman then.

YOUNG WIFE Karl!

HUSBAND And you’re so beautifull... beautiful!... Oh come... (He
turns the light out)

YOUNG WIFE Do you know what tonight reminds me of?

HUSBAND What, my love?

YOUNG WIFE Of... of... of Venice.

HUSBAND Our first night...

YOUNG WIFE Yes... you were So...

HUSBAND What— ? Go on, say it!

YOUNG WIFE You were so loving tonight.

HUSBAND Loving, of course.

YOUNG WIFE Ah... If only you’d always...

HUSBAND (in her arms) What?

YOUNG WIFE My sweet Karl!

HUSBAND What did you mean? If only I’d always...

YOUNG WIFE Well, you know.

HUSBAND Well, what would happen, if I always...

YOUNG WIFE Then I’d always know you loved me of course.

HUSBAND Yes. But you’ll have to know it without that sometimes.
One can’t always be the loving husband, one also has to venture
forth into the hostile world* sometimes, one has to fight the
good fight! Don’t ever forget that, my child! There’s a time for
everything in marriage— that is what’s so beautiful. There are
not that many people who, after five years, still— remember their
Venice.

YOUNG WIFE Certainly.

HUSBAND And now... good night... my child.

YOUNG WIFE Good night!



ROUND DANCE 75

VI THE HUSBAND AND THE SWEET MAID

A private room in the Riedhof™* Subdued comfortable elegance.
The gas stove is burning.
The Husband, the Sweer Maid.
On the table the remains of a meal can be seen— cream puffs,
Sfruit, cheese. In the glasses, a white Hungarian wine.
The Husband is smoking a Havana cigar, leaning back in one
corner of the divan.
The Sweet Maid is sitting in an armchair beside him, as she
spoons whipped cream out of the cream puff and slurps it up with
evident satisfaction.
HUSBAND Taste good?
SWEET MAID (without pausing) Mmbh!
HUSBAND Would you like another?
SWEET MAID No. I’ve had too many already.
HUSBAND You’ve finished your wine. (He replenishes her glass)
SWEET MAID No more, Sir... please, 'l just leave it anyway.
HUSBAND You’re being so formal again.
SWEET MAID Well— you see, Sir— it’s hard to get out of the habit.
HUSBAND You see.
SWEET MAID What?
HUSBAND Just say, you see, and forget the Sir,— Come and sit over
here with me.
SWEET MAID In a moment... I’ve not quite finished.
The Husband gets up, goes behind the chair and embraces the
Sweet Maid, turning her head towards him.
SWEET MAID Well, what is it?
HUSBAND I want you to kiss me.
SWEET MAID (gives him a kiss) You’re very forward, Sir... oh sorry, I
forgot.
HUSBAND Have you only just noticed that?
SWEET MAID Oh no, I suspected as much earlier... even on the street,
Sir.
HUSBAND There you go again.
SWEET MAID You must have a fine opinion of me.
HUSBAND But why?
SWEET MAID My coming to a private room with you at once like this.
HUSBAND Well, one can hardly say at once.
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SWEET MAID But you do have a way of asking nicely.

HUSBAND You think so?

SWEET MAID And besides, what does it matter?

HUSBAND Certainly.

SWEET MAID Whether one goes walking or—

HUSBAND It’s much too cold for walking anyway.

SWEET MAID Of course it was too cold.

HUSBAND But in here it’s nice and warm, don’t you find? (He resumes
his seat, putting his arm round the Sweet Maid and drawing her down
beside him)

SWEET MAID (weakly) Ah well.

HUSBAND Now tell me something... You’d noticed me earlier, hadn’t
you?

SWEET MAID Of course. In the Singerstrasse already.

HUSBAND I don’t mean today. But when I followed you the day before
yesterday, and the day before that.

SWEET MAID I get followed quite a bit.

HUSBAND I can imagine. But I wondered if you’d noticed me.

SWEET MAID Well, Sir... oh, sorry... do you know what happened to
me recently? My cousin’s husband followed me in the dark, but
didn’t recognize me.

HUSBAND And did he approach you?

SWEET MAID How can you say that? Do you think everyone’s as
forward as you?

HUSBAND But it does happen.

SWEET MAID Of course it happens.

HUSBAND Well, what do you do when it does?

SWEET MAID Well, nothing.— I just don’t respond.

HUSBAND Hmm... But you responded to me.

SWEET MAID Are you angry then?

HUSBAND (kisses her hard) Your lips taste of whipped cream.

SWEET MAID Oh, they’re sweet by nature.

HUSBAND Have many others told you that?

SWEET MAID Many others! I don’t know what you imagine!

HUSBAND Come on, be honest. How many others have kissed that
mouth of yours?

SWEET MAID Why bother asking then? You won’t believe me anyway,
if T tell you!

HUSBAND Why not?

SWEET MAID Well then, guess!

HUSBAND I would say— but you mustn’t be angry?!
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SWEET MAID Why should I be angry?

HUSBAND All right then, I would guess... twenty.

SWEET MAID (disengaging herself from him) Well— why not a hundred
while you’re about it?

HUSBAND But it was only a guess.

SWEET MAID Well, it was a poor one.

HUSBAND All right, ten.

SWEET MAID (offended) Why not! A girl who lets herself be accosted
in the street and taken to a private room at once!

HUSBAND Don’t be so childish. What does it matter whether one
wanders about the streets or sits inside a room... Anyway, we’re in a
restaurant here. The waiter could come in at any minute— nothing
really to get so upset about...

SWEET MAID That’s what I’ve just been thinking too.

HUSBAND Have you been in one of these private rooms before?

SWEET MAID Well, to tell the truth: yes.

HUSBAND I like that, you know, at least you’re honest.

SWEET MAID But not— the way you’re imagining again. I was invited
by a friend and her fiancé once during Carnival this year.

HUSBAND It wouldn’t be a tragedy if you’d been to one with— your
sweetheart—

SWEET MAID Of course it wouldn’t be a tragedy. But I don’t have a
sweetheart.

HUSBAND Come on.

SWEET MAID I swear, I haven’t.

HUSBAND But you’re not going to persuade me that I’'m the...

SWEET MAID What?... I haven’t had one— for more than six months
now.

HUSBAND I see... But before that? Who was he?

SWEET MAID Why are you so curious?

HUSBAND D’m curious because I’'m fond of you.

SWEET MAID [s that true?

HUSBAND Certainly. You must be aware of that. So tell me. (Draws her
close to him)

SWEET MAID What am I supposed to tell you?

HUSBAND How many times do I have to ask. I’d like to know who he
was.

SWEET MAID (laughing) Well, a man of course.

HUSBAND Well then— so— tell me about him?

SWEET MAID He looked a bit like you.

HUSBAND I see.
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SWEET MAID If you hadn’t looked a bit like him—

HUSBAND What then?

SWEET MAID Well, don’t ask me then, if you can see already that...

HUSBAND (understands) So that’s why you didn’t mind when I
approached you.

SWEET MAID I suppose so.

HUSBAND Now I really don’t know whether I should be pleased or
annoyed.

SWEET MAID Well, if I were you, I would be pleased.

HUSBAND Perhaps so.

SWEET MAID And the way you speak reminds me so much of him...
and the way you look at me...

HUSBAND What was his occupation?

SWEET MAID Your eyes, I can’t believe it—

HUSBAND What was his name?

SWEET MAID No, please don’t look at me like that.

The Husband embraces her and gives her a long fervent kiss.
The Sweet Maid shakes herself and starts to get up.

HUSBAND Why are you getting up?

SWEET MAID It’s time I was going home.

HUSBAND Later.

SWEET MAID No, I really must be going home now. What do you
suppose my mother’s going to say.

HUSBAND You live with your mother?

SWEET MAID Of course I live with my mother. What did you
imagine?

HUSBAND [ see— with your mother. Do you live alone with her?

SWEET MAID Oh yes of course, alone! There are five of us! Two boys
and two more girls.

HUSBAND Don’t sit so far away from me. Are you the eldest?

SWEET MAID No, I’'m the second. First comes Kathy; she goes out to
work in a flower shop, then I’m next.

HUSBAND And where are you?

SWEET MAID Well, ’m at home.

HUSBAND All the time?

SWEET MAID One of us has to stay at home.

HUSBAND Well— and what do you tell your mother when you— come
home as late as this?

SWEET MAID It doesn’t happen very often.

HUSBAND What about tonight for instance? Your mother will ask you,
won’t she?
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SWEET MAID Of course she’ll ask me. However careful I am— she
always wakes when I come in.

HUSBAND So what will you say to her?

SWEET MAID Well, that I’ve been to the theatre perhaps.

HUSBAND And will she believe that?

SWEET MAID Well, why shouldn’t she believe it? I often go to the
theatre. Only last Sunday I was at the opera with my friend and her
fiancé and my older brother.

HUSBAND Where did you get the tickets?

SWEET MAID But my brother’s a hairdresser!

HUSBAND But what do hairdressers... oh, a hairdresser at the theatre,
you mean.

SWEET MAID Why are you cross-examining me like this?

HUSBAND It all intrigues me. And what does your other brother do?

SWEET MAID He’s still at school. He wants to become a teacher.
Goodness... I don’t believe this!

HUSBAND And then you’ve got another, younger sister?

SWEET MAID Yes, she’s just a little brat still, but even with her one
has to be so careful these days. You’ve no idea how they neglect
young girls at school. Can you imagine! The other day I caught her
on a rendezvous already.

HUSBAND What?

SWEET MAID Yes! She was out walking in the Strozzigasse with a boy
from the school opposite, at seven-thirty in the evening. The little
brat!

HUSBAND And what did you do?

SWEET MAID Well, she got a spanking.

HUSBAND Are you always as severe as that?

SWEET MAID Well, what else is one to do? My older sister is at work,
my mother does nothing but complain;— so everything falls on my
shoulders.

HUSBAND God, how sweet you are! (Kisses her and becomes more intim-
ate) You remind me of someone too.

SWEET MAID Really— of whom?

HUSBAND Oh no one in particular... of the time when... well, of my
youth. Anyway, drink up, my dear!

SWEET MAID So how old are you then? You know... I don’t even know
your name.

HUSBAND Karl.

SWEET MAID I don’t believe it! You’re called Karl?

HUSBAND He was called Karl too?
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SWEET MAID Well that’s quite miraculous... it’s hard to— incredible,
the eyes... the look... (shakes her head)

HUSBAND And you still haven’t told me anything about him.

SWEET MAID He was a wicked man— no doubt about that, otherwise
he wouldn’t have abandoned me.

HUSBAND Were you very fond of him?

SWEET MAID Of course I was.

HUSBAND [ know what he was— a lieutenant.

SWEET MAID No, he wasn’t in the army. They wouldn’t take him. His
father has a house in the... but why do you need to know that?

HUSBAND (kisses her) Your eyes are grey in fact; at first I thought that
they were black.

SWEET MAID Does that mean they’re not pretty enough for you?

The Husband kisses her eyes.

SWEET MAID Don’t, don’t— I really can’t bear that... oh please— Oh
God... no, let me get up... just for a minute— please.

HUSBAND (fenderly) Oh no.

SWEET MAID Please, Karl.

HUSBAND How old are you?— eighteen?

SWEET MAID Over nineteen.

HUSBAND Nineteen... and I am—

SWEET MAID You are thirty...

HUSBAND Plus a few.— Don’t let’s talk about it.

SWEET MAID He was thirty-two already when I met him.

HUSBAND How long ago was that?

SWEET MAID I don’t remember any more... You know, I think there
must be something in the wine.

HUSBAND What makes you say that?

SWEET MAID D’m really quite... you know— my head’s spinning.

HUSBAND Well then hold me tight. There... (he draws her closer to him
and caresses her more and more intimately, she scarcely resisting) I'll
tell you what, my love, we could go now if you like.

SWEET MAID Yes... home.

HUSBAND Well not straight home...

SWEET MAID What do you mean?... Oh no, oh no... ’'m not going
anywhere, what are you thinking of—

HUSBAND Now listen, my love, next time we meet we’ll arrange
things so that... (ke has sunk to the floor and put his head in her lap)
That feels good, oh, that feels so good.

SWEET MAID What are you doing? (She kisses his hair)... You know,
there must have been something in the wine— so sleepy... I say,
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what’s going to happen if I can’t stand up? But, but, listen Karl...
what if someone comes in... please... the waiter.

HUSBAND No waiter... is ever going to come in here... don’t worry...
The Sweet Maid is leaning back with eyes closed in the corner of
the divan.

The Husband is pacing up and down the little room, having
lighted a cigar. Protracted silence.

HUSBAND (to himself, after considering the Sweet Maid for some time)
Who knows what sort of girl she really is— Good heavens... All so
quick... Was rather careless of me... Hm...

SWEET MAID (without opening her eyes) There must have been some-
thing in the wine.

HUSBAND But why?

SWEET MAID Otherwise...

HUSBAND Why do you blame everything on the wine?

SWEET MAID Whe