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DALLIANCE








Liebelei


by Arthur Schnitzler


in an English version


by Tom Stoppard





For Peter Wood





















Characters










Fritz


Theodore


Mizi


Christine


A Gentleman


Frau Binder


Herr Weiring


A Tenor


A Soprano


Fritz’s Manservant


Stage Manager





In addition, at the operetta





Conductor


Musicians


Stage-hands





The play takes place in Vienna in the 1890s





 
















First Performance








Dalliance was first performed at the Lyttelton Theatre, London, on 27 May 1986. The cast was as follows:




Fritz Stephen Moore


Theodore Tim Curry


Mizi Sally Dexter


Christine Brenda Blethyn


A Gentleman Basil Henson


Frau Binder Sara Kestelman


Herr Weiring Michael Bryant


A Tenor Neil Daglish


A Soprano Roz Clifton


Fritz’s Manservant Alan Haywood


Stage Manager Saul Reichlin


Orchestra Manager Steven Law





Directed by Peter Wood


Designed by Carl Toms
























Act One








The reception room of Fritz’s flat.


There is a table to eat at, and a sideboard, etc. There is a piano. There is a divan. French doors at the back give on to a terrace or garden partly visible to us. There are doors to a kitchen and to a lobby leading to the street.


Fritz is discovered practising marksmanship with a duelling pistol. The Manservant is on hand to bring the paper target back to Fritz for his inspection, and to reload the pistol while Fritz takes a second shot with the second of the pair of Pistols. Fritz aims and fires for the second time. The Manservant brings the target for the second time. It is clear from the way Fritz inspects the target that he is not much of a shot. There does not appear to be a hole in the target at all. Before Fritz shoots again, he steps forward for a shorter range, then shoots.


Theodore enters the room from the lobby. He is wearing a coat or cloak. He sees Fritz and calls to him.




Theodore Fritz!


Fritz turns to him, holding the gun.


Don’t shoot!


Fritz I don’t.


Theodore What exactly …?


Fritz Sport. And what …?


Theodore Supper. 


Fritz I’m afraid I …


Theodore It’s all arranged.


Fritz All right. Where are we going? Did you keep the cab?


Theodore No.


Theodore takes off his overcoat and throws it down over a chair.


Fritz Well … why don’t you take your coat off?


Meanwhile the Manservant has put both pistols into a wooden pistol case. Two or three paper targets remain on the ground outside the French windows. The Manservant leaves through the kitchen doors, closing them behind him after saying, ‘Goodnight, sir’, and being ignored. Meanwhile Fritz spots two or three letters, newly arrived, which have been placed on his desk. He seizes the letters anxiously and sifts through them rapidly.


Ah – the post!


Theodore Love letters? I say, you are in a state. Is this the post-coital one hears so much about?


Whatever Fritz might have been expecting is not there. He starts to open the letters.


I always say one should never put it in writing.


Fritz Nothing. One from Lensky … and my father …


Theodore Don’t mind me. What has your father got to say?


Fritz Not much … wants me to go down to the country for a week at Whitsun.


Theodore Very good idea. Six months would be even better. Fresh air, fresh pastures, milkmaids …


Fritz It isn’t a dairy farm.


Theodore Even so.


Fritz Do you want to come?


Theodore ’Fraid I can’t.


Fritz Why not?


Theodore God, I’ve got my anatomy viva, again! – I’d only go to make sure you stayed there.


Fritz Oh, come off it, I’m all right.


Theodore What you need is a change of scene. Really. It was quite apparent the other when-was-it – as soon as you got out into the country on a bright spring day you became quite tolerable.


Fritz Thanks very much.


Theodore Now it’s wearing off again. We’re back in the danger zone. No, really, you’ve no idea how it improved you, getting away from all this, you were really quite sensible. Like old times. Even since then when we went out with those two popsies you were good fun. But all that’s over, now that you can’t stop thinking of ‘that woman’.


Fritz makes an impatient gesture.


If you think I’ll let you ruin my life over a woman you’re very much mistaken.


Fritz My God, you do go on.


Theodore Fritz, I’m not asking you to give her up. I just want you to treat it as a normal affair instead of this grand opera which’ll be the finish of you. Love is for operettas. Honestly, if you could get out of her spell you’d be amazed how much better the two of you would get on. You’d see that there’s nothing fatale about the femme, she’s just another pretty wife put into the world to brighten up your day, just like any other woman who is reasonably young and decent-looking and gets about a bit.


Fritz What do you mean, the finish of me?


Theodore I mean exactly that. I’m terrified you’re going to run off with her one day.


Fritz Oh, that.


Theodore Not only that.


Fritz That’s right, Theo, not only that.


Theodore Just don’t do anything silly.


Fritz It’s not up to me.


Theodore What isn’t?


Fritz Nothing. She’s been wrong before.


Theodore How? What are you talking about?


Fritz She’s been on edge lately … well, on and off.


Theodore Why?


Fritz No reason at all. Nerves. (Smiles.) A guilty conscience if you like.


Theodore You said – she’d been wrong before …?


Fritz Yes. Only today …


Theodore What happened today?


Fritz She thinks we’re being watched.


Theodore Watched?


Fritz She’s seeing things, that’s all. Literally. Hallucinations. She looks through this gap in the curtains and she sees someone or other standing out there on the street corner and she’s convinced – I mean, is it possible to make out a face at this distance?


Theodore Hardly.


Fritz Exactly, that’s what I tell her. But then it’s awful – she’s terrified to set foot outside. She gets quite hysterical and bursts into tears and says she wants to die with me.


Theodore Naturally.


Fritz Today she made me go outside to have a look round, as if I just happened to be stepping out of doors. Needless to say there was no one I knew for miles around. So that disposes of that, wouldn’t you say? Wouldn’t you say, Theo? People don’t just disappear into thin air. Theo?


Theodore What do you want me to say? All right, people don’t disappear into thin air, sometimes they hide in doorways.


Fritz I looked in every one.


Theodore You must have been the picture of innocence.


Fritz There was nobody. As I said – hallucinations.


Theodore Absolutely. Only let it be a lesson to you to be more careful.


Fritz He can’t suspect anything. I would have noticed. I actually had supper with them after the theatre yesterday. They invited me to their musical evening tomorrow, him and her. It was all so ridiculously hail-fellow-well-m– – maybe that means he knows.


Theodore Listen, Fritz – do me a favour – all right, I am asking you to give her up. If only for my sake. Think of my nerves. Now, I know it’s absolutely against your nature and your principles to end an affair before you’ve begun another one, so I’ve been smoothing the sheets, way, rather.


Fritz Oh, have you?


Theodore You haven’t noticed? After I took you on my date with Mizi, and got her to bring along her best friend? And do you deny you took quite a fancy to the little darling?


Fritz She was rather sweet actually … yes, awfully sweet. And you can’t imagine how I long for a little simple affection without all the drama … for someone soothing to stand by me when life gets fraught.


Theodore That’s it exactly. The warrior’s rest. That’s what they’re for. Convalescence. That’s why I’ve always been against these so-called fascinating women. Women have no business to be fascinating, their job is to be pleasant. You must find your happiness in pastures where I look for mine, where there are no dramas and no dangers, no grand opera, easy in and easy out from first kiss to fond parting.


Fritz Yes, that’s right.


Theodore After all, women are perfectly happy being women, so why do we keep trying to turn them into angels and demons, it’s so unhealthy.


Fritz Yes, she really was an angel, Mizi’s friend …


Theodore You’re doing it again.


Fritz No – no –


Theodore You’re hopeless –


Fritz No, I’m with you – convalescence, lie them down in fresh pastures, whatever you say.


Theodore Otherwise I withdraw my support. I’ve had enough of your romantic tragedies. I’m bored with them. And if you feel compelled to demonstrate your famous conscience, I’ll tell you my simple philosophy in these matters: better me than somebody else; and there is always somebody else.


The doorbell rings.


Fritz (startled) Who can that be?


Theodore Well, go and see. Oh God, he’s gone white as a sheet – calm down this minute. It’s the popsies.


Fritz (relieved) What?


Theodore I took the liberty of inviting them round.


Fritz But why didn’t you say so? My man will have gone.


Theodore We will have to do.


Fritz goes out to the front door.


Fritz (outside) Good evening, Mizi.


Mizi enters carrying a parcel, followed by Fritz.


Where’s Christine?


Mizi She’s coming on later. How are you, Dory? I hope you don’t mind, Fritz, but Theodore asked us.


Fritz Delighted. The only thing he forgot was –


Theodore He forgot nothing, (to Mizi) Did you bring everything I wrote down for you?


Mizi Of course. Where should I put it?


Fritz Let me take it. It can go on the sideboard for the moment.


Mizi I brought something extra which wasn’t on your list.


Theodore What is it?


Mizi Chocolate éclairs.


Theodore You shall have your cake.


Fritz Let me have your hat, Mizi – that’s right. So, why didn’t Christine come with you?


Mizi She was taking her rather down to the theatre, then she’s catching the tram back here.


Theodore What a good girl.


Mizi Well, her father’s been a bit down in the dumps since the old lady died.


Fritz Christine’s mother?


Mizi No, her auntie who was living with them. She never knew her mother.


Theodore Christine’s father – little man with long, grey hair?


Mizi No, he’s got short hair.


Fritz How would you know him?


Theodore I was watching the show at the Josefstadt with Lensky the other day and I had a good look at the chap playing the double-bass –


Mizi It’s not a double-bass, it’s a violin.


Theodore Well, I said he was small.


Mizi (to Fritz) You’ve got a nice place here, très élégant, monsieur, really lovely. What’s the view?


Fritz This window, ma’m’selle, looks out on the Stroghgasse. Next door –


Theodore What’s all this coyness? I want us to be on familiar terms, not to say intimate.


Mizi Eat first.


Theodore A very middle-class idea. Still, I suppose it’s reassuring. And how is your mother, if I may be so familiar?


Mizi Would you believe –?


Theodore I would. Toothache. She’s always got toothache. You must tell her about dentists.


Mizi The doctor says it’s her age.


Theodore It is, it is. Everything is our age. Our age is the toothache age, rotten to the teeth.


Mizi picks up a photograph frame.


Mizi Who’s this?


Theodore It doesn’t show in the photographs.


Mizi (to Fritz) Goodness, it’s you, in uniform. Were you in the army?


Fritz Yes.


Mizi A Dragoon! Yellow or black?


Fritz The Yellows.


Mizi A Yellow Dragoon!


Theodore She’s gone. Mizi, wake up!


Mizi So now you’re in the Reserve?


Fritz That’s right.


Mizi I bet you look like something in your breeches.


Theodore You seem to know a lot about it. Listen, Mizi, I’m an officer too.


Mizi A Dragoon?


Theodore Yes.


Mizi Why ever didn’t you say?


Theodore I wanted to be loved for myself.


Mizi Well, next time we go out anywhere together you must wear your uniform.


Theodore I only put it on for funerals. But I’ll be wearing it for August – I’ve got manoeuvres.


Mizi Heavens, it won’t wait till August.


Theodore No, that’s true – our love is eternal, of course, but there is a limit.


Mizi Who thinks about August in May? Isn’t that right, Fritz? Why did you stand us up last night?


Fritz Where?


Mizi After the theatre, of course.


Fritz Didn’t Theo make my excuses?


Theodore Of course I did.


Mizi Excuses are no use to me. I mean to Christine. A promise is a promise.


Fritz I honestly would have much rather been with you.


Mizi Honestly?


Fritz But I couldn’t. I was sharing a box with a couple of friends, and I couldn’t tear myself away.


Mizi You couldn’t tear yourself away all right – who was the lovely lady? Did you think we couldn’t see you through the peephole?


Fritz From behind the curtain?


Mizi You sat right to the back of the box.


Fritz I find it helps if you can’t see the actors.


Mizi You were sitting behind her, the one in the black velvet dress, and you kept leaning forward like this.


Fritz I see you were keeping an eye on me.


Mizi Well, it’s none of my affair. But if I were in Christine’s shoes … How is it that Theo is always free after the theatre – why doesn’t he have to have supper with a couple of friends?


Theodore (meaningfully) Yes, why don’t I have to have supper with a couple of friends?


The doorbell rings.


Mizi That’ll be Christine.


Fritz goes out.


Theodore Mizi, you can do me a favour. Forget your military career, at least for the moment.


Mizi What can you mean?


Theodore You didn’t learn how a Hussar dresses from the army manual.


Fritz and Christine enter, Christine carrying a bunch of roses.


Christine Hello … (to Fritz) Did you mind us coming? You’re not cross?


Fritz My dear girl, Theodore is occasionally the one with a good idea.


Theodore Well, is your father fiddling away?


Christine He certainly is. I took him all the way to the Josefstadt.


Fritz So Mizi said. What have you got there?


Christine I’ve brought you some flowers.


Fritz You’re an angel – Isn’t she an absolute – (catching Theo’s eye) – darling! – Wait, let’s put them in the vase there.


Theodore No, no, you have absolutely no sense of style. Flowers should be scattered carelessly over the table. Except that it should be after the table is laid. Ideally they should fall from the ceiling but I suppose we can’t manage that.


Fritz Hardly.


Theodore I know! – let’s put them in the vase over there! (He puts them in a vase.)


Mizi It’s getting dark, boys and girls, we’ll light the lamp in a moment.


Theodore Lamp? Ridiculous idea! We’ll light candles! That’ll be much prettier. Come on, Mizi, you can give me a hand.


There are two silver candelabra, lacking candles, which Theodore picks up and takes out into the kitchen, ushering Mizi out with him.


Fritz How are you, my pet?


Christine I’m all right now.


Fritz Only now?


Christine I’ve missed you so much.


Fritz You saw me yesterday.


Christine Saw you?


Fritz Through the peephole, Mizi said.


Christine Don’t be unkind.


Fritz You’re such a baby. I couldn’t get away. You could see that.


Christine Yes … but, Fritz – who were the people in the box?


Fritz Friends – what do their names matter?


Christine And the woman in black?


Fritz Oh, my dear girl, I can never remember clothes.


Christine Oh, really!


Fritz Or rather, only in special cases. For instance that dark grey blouse you wore the first time I saw you … oh – and your pendant – I recognize that too!


Christine So when did I wear it?


Fritz It was … well, some time ago, that day we went for a walk in the gardens along by the railway and we watched all those children playing … wasn’t it?


Christine Yes. So you do think of me now and then.


Fritz All the time, my sweet.


Christine I think of you all the time, too, Fritz – every minute – I’m only happy when I can see you.


Fritz We see each other all the time.


Christine All the time?!


Fritz Well, so to speak. Come the summer it will be less. What would you say if I went away for a few weeks?


Christine What …? You’re going away?


Fritz No, but suppose I want to be on my own for a week.


Christine Whatever for?


Fritz I’m only saying suppose – I know what I’m like and sometimes I’m like that. Besides, you might not want to see me for a few days. I’d understand.


Christine I’ll never feel like that, Fritz.


Fritz You can’t be sure.


Christine I am sure. I love you.


Fritz And I … you.


Christine You’re everything to me, Fritz – I’d do any thing, I can’t imagine a time when I wouldn’t want to see you, for ever and ever.


Fritz Dear girl, don’t say that – ever and ever makes me ever so nervous. Don’t let’s speak of eternity.


Christine Oh, don’t worry, Fritz – I know it’s not really for ever.


Fritz I didn’t mean that. Perhaps it’ll happen that we can’t live without each other – but we can’t know … people can’t.


Theodore and Mizi now enter from the kitchen holding the blazing candles.


Theodore Now, will you look at that! Isn’t that nicer than some silly lamp?


Fritz You’re a born romantic, Theo.


Theodore I know. Well, children, what do you think about supper?


Mizi Yes – come on Christine!


Fritz Hang on, I’ll show you where everything is.


Mizi The first thing we need is a tablecloth.


Theodore produces one with a flourish from behind his back or from his sleeve.


Theodore (with an accent) First – ze cloth de table – I ’ave ze very thing – in fact I ’ave ze veritable cloth – ze true cloth – accept no substitutes –


Mizi (laughing) He should be in the music-halls. Dory, when are you going to take me to the Orpheum? You said you would. But Christine has to come too, and Lieutenant Fritz – and then we’ll be the friends in his box.


Fritz Yes … oh yes.


Mizi And the lady in black can go home alone.


Fritz It’s really too silly the way you go on about her.


Mizi Oh she’s nothing to us … Now – cutlery? – good – and plates …?


Fritz Plates! – in the plate cupboard.


Mizi Fine, thank you, we can manage without you now – leave it to us, you’ll only be in the way. (to Christine) Have you seen the photo of Fritz in uniform?


Christine No.


Mizi You should see it – it’s devastating.


Mizi goes into the kitchen. Christine picks up the photograph, looks at it long and lovingly and  eventually replaces it. She notices the men looking bemusedly at her. Embarrassed, she hurries into the kitchen after Mizi.


Theodore You don’t mind, do you? I love evenings like this.


Fritz Yes, they’re very nice.


Theodore I feel so at peace, don’t you? This is the life, isn’t it?


Fritz Well, it’s one of them.


Mizi (off) I say, Fritz – is there any coffee in the machine?


Fritz Yes, but you could make coffee on the primus, the machine takes ages.


Theodore I’ll give you a dozen so-called fascinating women for one unspoiled little popsie.


Fritz They’re not to be spoken of in the same breath.


Theodore Absolutely. The trouble with real women is that we can’t stand the ones who want us, and we’re mad about the ones we can’t have.


Mizi and Christine enter with things for the table. They begin to set out the tableware and the food.


Mizi What’s all that? We want to be let in on it.


Theodore Nothing for your ears, little girls. We’re philosophizing, (to Fritz) If this was our last evening with these two it wouldn’t be any different, would it?


Fritz Our last evening together … well, I don’t know … partings are always a bit sad, even the ones we put in our diaries.


Christine Fritz, where’s the cruet?


Fritz The cruet?


Christine Condiments?


Fritz Condiments! Salt, pepper, oil and vinegar! – in the condiment cupboard!


Theodore (to Mizi) Come here, minx.


Fritz helps Christine. Mizi comes to Theodore. Theodore sprawls on the divan and Mizi joins him there.


Christine You’ve got life organized, haven’t you?


Fritz Yes, haven’t I?


Christine Fritz – won’t you tell me?


Fritz What?


Christine Who the lady was.


Fritz Who was that lady I saw you with last night? No – don’t make me cross. Remember what we said. No questions. That’s what’s so nice about being with you. Nothing else exists. I don’t ask you things.


Christine You can ask me anything.


Fritz (sharply) But I don’t. I don’t want to know anything.


There is an awkward silence. Mizi hurries over to Christine.


Mizi Goodness, what a mess you’re making of that … (She takes things out of Fritz’s hands and arranges the table accordingly.) There we are …


Theodore I say, Fritz, is there anything to drink?


Fritz Oh, yes, I’m sure there’s something. 


Fritz finds a couple of bottles in the sideboard. Theodore surveys the table.


Theodore Excellent.


Mizi I think that’s everything.


Fritz Here we are.


Theodore What about the roses falling from the ceiling?


Mizi Yes, quite right – we forgot the roses.


Mizi takes the flowers out of the vase, stands on a chair and scatters the roses on the table.


There you are!


Theodore Careful! – not on the plates.


Christine Honestly, she’s quite out of hand


Fritz Where would you like to sit, Christine?


Theodore Where’s the corkscrew?


Fritz In the corkscrew drawer.


Theodore Let’s eat first and afterwards Fritz will play for us. What do you say?


Mizi Oh yes, that would be devastating!


Fritz (to Christine) Shall I?


Christine Oh, please! I’ve been wanting you to for ages.


Fritz You play a bit, don’t you?


Christine Oh, heavens …


Mizi She plays beautifully – and she can sing.


Fritz Really? You never told me.


Christine When did you ask?


Fritz Wherever did you learn to sing?


Christine I didn’t learn exactly. Father taught me a bit but I haven’t got much of a voice. And there hasn’t been a lot of singing in the house since my auntie died.


Fritz What do you do with yourself all day?


Christine Heavens, I’ve got lots to do.


Fritz Housework, you mean?


Christine And I copy out scores.


Fritz Music scores?


Christine Yes, of course.


Theodore That must be tremendously well paid.


The others laugh.


Well, I’d pay tremendously well for it. Copying music sounds like a frightful chore.


Mizi And she’s silly to punish herself, (to Christine) If I had your voice I’d have gone on stage years ago.


Theodore You don’t need a voice. And I suppose you do nothing all day, being in the theatre.


Mizi I beg your pardon – a seamstress is the busiest person in the Josefstadt.


Theodore ‘Seams, madam? I know not seams.’


Mizi (puzzled, cross) Are you making fun of me?


Fritz (to Christine) You must sing something for us.


Theodore What will you have, Mizi? And before you say anything the cakes come last. First you have to eat some proper food.





Fritz And drink several glasses of wine, starting with this one. (He starts to pour out the wine.)


Theodore Not like that. That’s not how it’s done nowadays. Don’t you keep up with society? (He takes the bottle and pours the wine with considerable pomp, naming it and proclaiming the vintage in a manner which, however, makes the precise year unintelligible.) Xeres de la Frontera, mil huit cent cinquante … (He repeats the procedure for each glass and then sits down.)


Mizi He’s such a fool.


Theodore Cheers!


Mizi Your health, Theodore.


Theodore (standing) Ladies and gentlemen –


Fritz Not yet!


Theodore (sitting down) Right!


They start to eat.


Mizi I love people who make speeches at the table.


Theodore All of them?


Mizi I’ve got a cousin who does them in rhyming couplets.


Theodore What regiment is he in?


Mizi Oh, do stop it. He recites poetry – he’s devastating, Christine, and not as immature as some people either.


Theodore Well, it’s not uncommon for elderly folk to speak in rhyme.


Fritz You’re not drinking, Christine.


Theodore Here’s to old soldiers, may they live to recite again.


Mizi And to young lieutenants who hardly speak at all, like Fritz. Fritz – we’ll drink a friendship cup if you like – and Christine must do the same with Theodore.


Theodore But not in this wine – this is no wine for our cups. (He takes up the other bottle and goes through the same procedure as before.) Voslauer Auslese … You’ll find this an affectionate little cup, with just a hint of promiscuity.


Mizi (sipping the wine) Ah!


Theodore Can’t you wait till we’ve all got a glass? All right, my friends, before we pledge let’s drink to fortune and that happy chance which – which has brought the four of us and the rest of it.


Mizi That’ll do.


Fritz links arms with Mizi, Theodore with Christine, all with glasses in their hands, as they drink. Fritz kisses Mizi. Theodore tries to kiss Christine.


Christine (smiling) Oh, are we supposed to?


Theodore Certainly, otherwise it doesn’t count. (He kisses Christine.)


Mizi It’s awfully hot in here.


Fritz That’s because of all those candles.


Mizi And the wine.


Theodore picks up an éclair for Mizi.


Theodore Here you are, this is what you get for being a good girl. (He puts the éclair in her mouth.) There … good?


Mizi Very!


Theodore Well, bad girls get two. Come on, Fritz – now’s the moment. Play us something.


Fritz Do you want me to, Christine?


Christine Oh, please!


Mizi Play something devastating.


Theodore fills the glasses.


(drinking) No more for me.


Christine The wine’s so heavy.


Theodore Fritz!


Mizi Lieutenant Fritz – play ‘The False Hussar’.


Fritz ‘The False Hussar’ – how does it go?


Mizi Dory, can’t you play ‘The False Hussar’?


Theodore I can’t play the piano.


Fritz I know it, I just can’t remember it.


Mizi I’ll sing it for you.


Theodore Brings back fond memories no doubt.


Mizi, beginning to sing, leads Fritz into the tune.*  Mizi sings the chorus and then starts the verse with the others, particularly Theodore, contributing the bits they know. When the song reaches the chorus for the second time, Theodore gets up and dances with Mizi. Meanwhile Christine joins Fritz at the piano.









The False Hussar







Sweetheart, please don’t send me away.


Sweetheart, there’s no war on today.


Sweetheart, won’t you dally, do.


Or I’ll die


Or I’ll die for love of you.







Hail and farewell, my gay Hussar.


Handsome and bold and brave you are.


How many girls did you forsake?


Here is one heart that you won’t break!


Even with all your gallantry


Here you will have no victory.


What is it that you’re waiting for?


Shouldn’t you be at war?







Sweetheart, please don’t send me away.


Sweetheart, there’s no war on today.


Sweetheart, won’t you dally, do.


Or I’ll die


Or I’ll die for love of you.








At the end of the second chorus the doorbell is heard. Fritz stops playing. The dancers, however, carry on heedlessly. Then they realize that the music has stopped.


Has somebody shot the piano player?


Fritz That was the door. Did you invite anyone else?


Theodore Of course not. You don’t have to answer it.


Christine What’s the matter?


Fritz Nothing.


Theodore and Mizi pick up the dance to their own accompaniment. The doorbell rings again.


Theodore You’re not at home.


Fritz You can hear the piano out in the hall. And anyone can see the lights from the street.


Theodore What nonsense. You’re simply not at home.


Fritz But it puts me off.


Theodore So what do you think it is – a letter? A telegram?


Fritz Damn it, I’ll have to go and see. (He goes out to the door.)


Mizi How boring! (She thumps the piano keys discordantly.)


Theodore Oh, do stop! (to Christine) What’s the matter? Has the doorbell put you off too?


Fritz re-enters, closing the door behind him.


Christine Who was it?


Fritz Would you be good enough to give me a few moments … Would you mind going into the next room?


Theodore Oh no!


Christine Who is it?


Fritz Nothing, my love – I just have to have a few words with someone.


The two women allow themselves to be shown into the kitchen by Theodore.


Theodore (to Fritz) Get rid of her.


Fritz Go on – get in!


Fritz goes out to the front door. After a few moments the Gentleman enters. He is wearing officer’s uniform.


I must apologize for keeping you waiting. Please …


Gentleman Not at all. I’m sorry to have disturbed you.


Fritz You haven’t at all.


Gentleman Oh, but I can see I have. A little gathering?


Fritz Just a few of the chaps.


Gentleman (still friendly) Sounds a bit dubious.


Fritz (awkwardly) I beg your pardon?


Gentleman They seem to go in for feather boas and picture hats.


Fritz Oh yes. (smiles) One or two of them are a bit dubious.


Gentleman Life can be so amusing sometimes.


Fritz May I make so bold as to inquire to what I owe the honour of this … Why have you come?


Gentleman (calmly) My wife left one of her gloves here …


Fritz Your wife? Here? There must be some mistake.


Gentleman My wife left one of her gloves here – a glove like this one.


The Gentleman slaps Fritz on the face with the glove. Fritz takes a step back. Pause.


Well? I said – well? A Yellow Dragoon.


Fritz snaps to attention.


Fritz I am at your disposal.


Gentleman And I shall dispose of you. (The Gentleman produces a bundle of letters.) Here are your letters. I must ask you to give me those you have received. I wouldn’t want them to be found here … afterwards.


Fritz They won’t be found. (Fritz stares at him. Pause.) Is there anything more I can do for you?


Gentleman Anything more? That you might do for me? (The Gentleman turns to leave, then changes his mind.) You young know-it-alls … take-it-alls … My box, my table, my – You grab – brag – strut – rut like dogs in the street – and you’ll be shot down like dogs.


Fritz I am at your disposal.


Gentleman (bows coldly) Good.


Fritz I am entirely at your disposal. I shall be at home tomorrow until noon.


Gentleman Ah – about tomorrow. My wife’s musical evening.


Fritz Please ask her to forgive me.


Gentleman I’m sure she will miss you.


Fritz Perhaps another time.


Gentleman Yes, perhaps. After all I might miss you too.


The Gentleman turns to leave. Fritz moves to see him out but the Gentleman stops him with a gesture. The Gentleman lets himself out. Fritz stands for a moment and then goes to the window and peers through it. He goes to the kitchen door and opens it a little.


Fritz Theo, a moment.


Theodore enters, closing the door behind him.


Theodore All right?


Fritz It was him.


Theodore Ah! I hope you didn’t do anything silly.


Fritz He knows.


Theodore He knows nothing. He laid a trap for you, and you fell for it. You’re a fool …


Fritz shows Theodore the letters.


Ah. I’ve always said one shouldn’t put it in writing.


Fritz That must have been him outside this afternoon.


Theodore Well, tell me what happened.


Fritz Theodore, I have the honour to ask of you a certain favour –


Theodore Oh, do stop talking like that. I’ll straighten it out.


Fritz It’s got beyond that.


Theodore We’ll see.


Fritz Anyway it would be as well if you … but we can’t keep those poor girls waiting any longer –


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


Fritz It would be as well if you went and got Lensky before the night’s out.


Theodore I’ll go now if you like.


Fritz You won’t get him now. But he’ll be in the café between eleven and twelve – you could both come round then.


Theodore Don’t look like that. Nine times out of ten it all comes out all right.


Fritz This time it won’t. He’ll make sure of that.


Theodore Oh, but think of that business last year between Dr Billinger and Herz – same thing exactly.


Fritz Come on, you know as well as I do he might as well have shot me dead here in this room. It would have come to the same thing.


Theodore Oh, yes – what a wonderful attitude. And Lensky and I count for nothing? Do you think we’ll let –


Fritz I don’t want any of that. Let him have what he wants.


Theodore Fritz –


Fritz What’s the point, Theodore? As if you didn’t know yourself.


Theodore Nonsense. Anyway there’s a lot of luck in these things – you’re just as likely to – almost as likely – there’s a fair chance – oh God!


Fritz She felt it coming. We both did. We knew it.


Theodore Enough of that.


Fritz What in God’s name is she doing at this moment? I wonder if he … Theodore, tomorrow you’ve got to find out what’s going on there.


Theodore I’ll do my best.


Fritz And make sure there’s no delay.


Theodore It can’t be before the day after tomorrow.


Fritz Theodore!


Theodore Don’t despair – I’m positive that everything will turn out all right – don’t ask me why but intuition counts for something. It just struck me, I felt it in my bones – I mean my heart – (Apologetically he ‘shoots’ himself in the head for his faux pas and then realizes how much worse he has made matters) – oh God, sorry!


Fritz and Theodore catch the humour of the moment and laugh together.


Fritz You’re a real friend. But what on earth are we going to tell the girls?


Theodore Does it matter? Let’s get rid of them.


Fritz Oh no. We must be cheerful as can be. I’ll go back to the piano and you call them in. What will you tell them?


Theodore To mind their own business.


Fritz No …


Theodore I’ll tell them it concerns a pal of yours, we’ll think of something. (He opens the door.) Ladies …


Fritz Theo – what a relief, eh?


Mizi and Christine enter.


Mizi At last!


Christine Who was it, Fritz?


Theodore Curiosity killed the cat –


Fritz begins to play the funeral march.


Christine Tell me, Fritz – please.


Fritz Sweetheart, I can’t. It concerns people you don’t know at all.


Christine What people?


Theodore She won’t leave you in peace. Don’t tell her a thing – you gave him your word.


Christine Him? Oh, you mean …


Mizi Leave off, Christine – don’t be a bore. Let them have their little pleasures, they’re only trying to make it sound important.


Theodore Mizi and I have to finish our dance – maestro, music if you please! 


Theodore and Mizi dance for a few moments but the mood has gone wrong.


Mizi I can’t any more.


Theodore kisses her and sits on the arm of the chair. Fritz stays at the piano. He takes Christine’s hands and looks at her.


Christine Why have you stopped?


Fritz Enough for tonight.


Christine That’s how I’d like to be able to play.


Fritz Do you play much?


Christine I don’t get much chance. There’s always so much to do at home. And then we’ve got such a terrible piano.


Fritz I’d like to play it some time, and to see your room.


Christine It’s not as nice as here.


Fritz And there’s something else I want. I want you to tell me everything about yourself. I know so little.


Christine Little is all there is. And I don’t have any secrets either – unlike some people I know.


Fritz Never been in love?


Christine looks at him. Fritz kisses her hand.


Christine And I’ll never love anyone else.


Fritz You mustn’t say that … ever … how can you know? Do you always tell your father everything, Christine?


Christine Not any more.


Fritz Don’t feel bad about it, little one. In the end we all have our secrets. That’s how we live.


Christine If only I knew that you really cared for me, everything would be all right.


Fritz Don’t you know?


Christine When you talk to me like this I think I do.


Fritz Christine … you can’t be comfortable like that.


Christine Oh, no, please, let me stay. I’m all right.


Fritz strokes her hair.


Oh. Oh – that’s nice. (Silence.)


Theodore So, Fritz, where’s the cigar cupboard? (He exits, then comes back immediately with coffee on a tray.) Who’s for black coffee?


Fritz Mizi –


Theodore Let her sleep. And you shouldn’t be drinking black coffee. You ought to get to bed as soon as possible and make sure of a good night’s rest.


Fritz glances at him and laughs bitterly.


Well, that’s the way things are. Whether you’ve behaved well or badly is no longer the point. Behaving sensibly is all that counts.


Fritz You will bring Lensky tonight, won’t you?


Theodore There’s no need. Tomorrow is soon enough.


Fritz I’m asking you.


Theodore Then I will.


Fritz Will you see the girls home?


Theodore Yes – and right now. Mizi – up you get!


Mizi has fallen asleep. She stirs now.


Mizi Is that black coffee? Can I have some?


Theodore Here we are, my dear.


Fritz (to Christine) Tired, little girl?


Christine Oh, I love it when you talk to me like that.


Fritz So tired …


Christine It’s the wine. And it’s given me a bit of a headache.


Fritz Some fresh air will put that right.


Christine Are we going already? Are you coming with us?


Fritz No, darling – I shall stay at home now. I’ve a few things to do.


Christine Now? What could you have to do at this time?


Fritz (almost sternly) Christine, you must stop doing that … (more kindly) Actually I’m dead beat – Theo and I were tramping round the countryside for hours today.


Theodore Oh, it was glorious. We’ll all go out in the country together one day soon.


Mizi Oh, that’ll be devastating – and you’ve both got to put on your uniforms.


Theodore She has a real feeling for nature.


Christine (to Fritz) When will I see you?


Fritz I’ll write.


Christine (sadly) Well, goodbye then.


She turns to go. Fritz notices her sadness.


Fritz Christine. We’ll see each other tomorrow then.


Christine (eagerly) Really?


Fritz The railway gardens. Same as before. Let’s say six o’clock. Will that be all right?


Mizi Aren’t you coming with us, we want to be dragooned!


Theodore The woman’s obsessed.


Fritz No, I’m staying here.


Mizi Lucky you – we’ve got quite a trek.


Fritz Wait, Mizi – you’re leaving nearly all the cakes behind – you must take them home with you.


Mizi Is that allowed?


Christine Honestly, she’s like a child.


Mizi Wait a minute – for that I’ll help you blow out the candles.


Christine Should I open a window? It’s so stuffy in here.


Fritz Yes, we can go out that way. There you are, children.


Mizi Are the street lights out already?


Theodore Of course they are.


Fritz I’ll light the way out for you.


Christine Oh how wonderful to have some air.


Mizi Go on, out you go, quick march – get along with you.


There is a general exit through the French doors. Fritz holds aloft one of the candelabra to light the way. He stands watching as they disappear chattering and laughing together. They pick up the tune of ‘The False  Hussar’ as they go. Standing outside on the terrace, Fritz picks up one of his discarded targets. He walks back into the room, holding up the target, looking for the bullet hole. He moves the target behind the candles for a better look. The target catches fire. He stands holding the candelabra in one hand, and the blazing target in the other, the only light now in the room.










* The tune used in the original National Theatre production was ‘Don’t Be So Naughty’ from Der Obersteiger by Karl Millöcker. The words, however, were invented for the occasion; as was the title.





















Act Two








The living room of the top-floor flat shared by Christine and her father.


It is simply furnished. There are a few books in a bookcase. There is a window with a view over the rooftops. There is also a roof terrace. There is a large stove on which there is a bust of Schubert.


A silver band can be heard playing distantly in the park. Occasionally from nearer at hand a clanking goods train is heard to pass by below.


The room is empty. Then Christine hurries in from within, in the process of getting dressed, carrying a hat and an artificial flower. She hurries to a sewing box and starts sewing the flower on to the hat.


A knock at the door leading to the stairs is followed by Frau Binder calling ‘Herr Weiring!’ Frau Binder enters (and perhaps helps Christine to finish dressing during the first part of the dialogue).




Frau Binder Yoo hoo, Herr Weiring!


Christine Oh – Frau Binder!


Frau Binder Good evening, Christine. (She appraises Christine.) Oh, you look … (She sniffs Christine’s perfume.) Going out?


Christine How are you? – Is everything well downstairs?


Frau Binder Yes, you’re quite a stranger. In fact, my husband was wondering if you’d join us for dinner in the Lehnergarten as it’s the night the band plays.


Christine Thank you very much, Frau Binder, but I can’t this evening. Another time, perhaps. You don’t mind, do you?


Frau Binder Why should I mind? You’ll have a much nicer time without us. Your father’s left for the theatre?


Christine Oh no, he’ll be home soon. It’s a piano rehearsal and the orchestra isn’t called tonight.


Frau Binder In that case I’ll wait for him. I’ve been meaning to ask him for ages for some tickets. I suppose one can get some now?


Christine Oh yes, but why not come to the dress rehearsal in a couple of days? I’ll be there too.


Frau Binder If people like us didn’t have friends in the theatre we’d never get to go. But don’t let me keep you, Christine. My husband will be disappointed of course – not to mention someone else.


Christine Who’s that?


Frau Binder Binder’s cousin is joining us. Did you know Franz has a steady job now, Christine?


Christine Oh, really?


Frau Binder Good money, too. Such a nice young man. And he thinks the world of you, you know.


Christine Well, I have to be off, Frau Binder.


Frau Binder He won’t listen to a word against you – whatever they say. There are men who –


Christine Goodbye, Frau Binder.


Frau Binder Goodbye. Don’t keep the young man waiting!


Christine Is something the matter, Frau Binder?


Frau Binder Nothing at all – you’re quite right, you’re only young once.


Christine Goodbye, then.


Frau Binder Only, you ought to be a bit more discreet.


Christine What do you mean?


Frau Binder Vienna is big enough to hide a multitude of – I mean, why do you have to meet him a hundred yards from your own door?


Christine I don’t think that’s anyone else’s business.


Frau Binder I couldn’t believe my ears when Binder told me. He saw you. Get on with you, I said to him, you’re imagining things. Christine isn’t the sort of girl who romps around in the dark with young men. And if she did get up to something she’d certainly know enough not to do it on her own doorstep. Well, he said, you can ask her yourself. And, he said, who’s to wonder – she doesn’t come in to see us any more, instead she goes about with that Mizi Schlager … hardly fit company for a nice girl. Men have such dirty minds, Christine. And of course he felt it was his duty to tell Franz straight away and Franz turned on him. He’d go through fire for his Christine and anyone who says a word against her gets an earful, about how good you are in the house, how kind you always were to auntie, God rest her soul, how well brought up you are and so on … Won’t you change your mind and come with us to listen to the music?


Christine No.


Christine’s father, Herr Weiring, enters holding a sprig of lilac.


Herr Weiring Good evening – oh, Frau Binder, how are you?


Frau Binder Quite well, thank you.


Herr Weiring And how’s little Lina? And your husband?


Frau Binder Both well, thanks be to God.


Herr Weiring That’s good, (to Christine) Still indoors on such a lovely evening?


Christine I was just on my way.


Herr Weiring That’s right, it’s lovely out in the fresh air. Don’t you think so, Frau Binder? Really marvellous. I’ve just come by the railway gardens. The lilac is out. A magnificent sight. I’ve been guilty of a misdemeanour. (He gives the flower to Christine.)


Christine Thank you, father.


Frau Binder You’re lucky the park-keeper didn’t see you.


Herr Weiring You should go too, Frau Binder. The scent of the lilac is so strong you won’t miss this little sprig.


Frau Binder If everyone thought like that –


Herr Weiring Yes, that would be too bad –


Christine I’ll see you later, father.


Herr Weiring Should I come with you?


Christine Well, I … I promised to see Mizi.


Herr Weiring Ah yes, a much better idea. Youth must be served. Goodbye, then.


Christine Goodbye, Frau Binder.


Christine goes. Her father looks after her tenderly.


Frau Binder She’s very thick with that Mizi.


Herr Weiring I’m glad she has someone to go about with instead of sitting around the house – it’s not much of a life for the poor girl.


Frau Binder Yes, I suppose so.


Herr Weiring I can’t tell you, Frau Binder, how sad it makes me when I come home from a rehearsal and find her sitting here like Cinderella … and after lunch we are hardly up from the table before she’s sat down again with her music scores.


Frau Binder Oh, yes, we’d all rather be millionaires. But what about her singing?


Herr Weiring It won’t get her very far. Her voice is good enough for the family piano – music to a father’s ears – but she’ll never make a living with it.


Frau Binder Such a shame.


Herr Weiring I’m glad she knows it – at least she won’t be disappointed.


Frau Binder Oh, girls are such a worry! I came up to invite her to come and hear the band in the Lehnergarten. I thought it might cheer her up a bit. She could do with it.


Herr Weiring Why didn’t she want to go?


Frau Binder I don’t know. I think perhaps because Binder’s cousin is coming with us.


Herr Weiring Oh that’ll be it – she can’t bear him. She told me.


Frau Binder Why not? Franz is a perfectly decent young man. He’s got a steady job now. These days that’s not to be sneezed at by a …


Herr Weiring By a poor girl, you were going to say?


Frau Binder By any girl.


Herr Weiring Come now, Frau Binder – a girl in the springtime of her life, is that what girls like her are meant for – decent young men with steady jobs?


Frau Binder (surprised) Yes. One can’t wait for Prince Charming to turn up and if some day he comes along he’ll ask for everything but her hand and be off again. That’s why I always say one can’t be too careful with a young girl, especially in the company she keeps.


Herr Weiring So she’s supposed to throw her youth out of the window, is she? And what does the poor thing get out of all this decency if she ends up as the wife of a haberdasher?


Frau Binder Herr Weiring, my husband may be a haberdasher but he’s a decent and respectable man who has never given me cause for complaint.


Herr Weiring Oh, but Frau Binder – did I mean you? You didn’t throw your youth out of the window.


Frau Binder I really can’t remember.


Herr Weiring Oh, don’t say that – say what you like but memories are the most precious things we have.


Frau Binder I have none.


Herr Weiring Oh, come now.


Frau Binder And what has one got to show for it if they’re the sort of memories you’re talking about? Nothing but regrets.


Herr Weiring And what has one got to show for it if one doesn’t even have those? If one’s whole life has just drifted by, one day after another, one day like another, without joy, without love … you think that’s any better?


Frau Binder Well, think of your sister.


Herr Weiring Yes. Think of her.


Frau Binder Well, aren’t you glad that the poor thing always had you to protect her? You were a brother in a thousand –


He protests.


– no, it’s true, you had to be mother and father to her when you were hardly more than a boy.


Herr Weiring Yes, at least I had that excuse. I thought I knew what was best for her. Like God. But as time went on and her hair turned grey and her face got lined, and the days followed one another and her youth passed with them till my pretty sister was suddenly an old maid – only then did I realize what I had done.


Frau Binder Oh, but Herr Weiring –


Herr Weiring I can still see her, the way she sat opposite me in the evenings by that lamp there – smiling at me with a gentle resignation, as if she wanted to thank me for something. And I ought to have gone down on my knees and asked her forgiveness for protecting her so thoroughly from any chance of happiness.


Frau Binder Or unhappiness. How is one supposed to know? My husband – (She changes her mind.) My husband will be waiting for me. I say, why don’t you come with us?


Herr Weiring Perhaps I might.


Frau Binder But do take your overcoat, it’ll get quite chilly later on.


Herr Weiring Do you think so?


Frau Binder Of course it will – How can you take so little care of yourself?


Herr Weiring takes his coat and they leave together.


(As they leave) And how is the new show?


Herr Weiring Charming. So pretty. So true to life.


This takes them out. The distant music reasserts itself and the evening fades a little.


Christine returns, disappointed. She has closed the door behind her. There is a knock at the door. She ignores it, and starts to leave the room in the direction of the interior. She is halted by the sound of Mizi’s voice calling her name and the door opening.


Mizi I was chasing you up the road. Didn’t you hear me?


Christine No.


Mizi What’s the matter?


Christine Nothing. Bit of a headache.


Mizi It’s all that wine last night – I’m amazed I haven’t got one. Still, it was fun wasn’t it? They’re a terrific couple of swells, aren’t they? And that’s a devastating place Fritz has got, très élégant. Now, Dory’s place – whoops! – enough of that!


Christine Oh, Mizi, what do you think – he never turned up.


Mizi He stood you up? Well, serves you right!


Christine What do you mean? What have I done?


Mizi You throw yourself at him and let him walk all over you. It makes them too sure of themselves.


Christine What do you know about it?


Mizi It’s the only thing I do know about. You make me cross sometimes. He doesn’t show up, he doesn’t walk you home, shares a box with strangers and goes off with them, and you gaze at him like a lovesick duck.


Christine Don’t talk like that – stop acting rottener than you are. You know you like Theodore too.


Mizi Like him – of course I like him. But I’m not going to put myself out for him – not for Dory or anyone else. Not all the men in the world are worth it put together and certainly not one at a time.


Christine Mizi, I don’t know you like this.


Mizi I took care you wouldn’t. I was a bit in awe of you. But all the same I did think – when it hits her it will knock her sideways. The first time always does. But you can be glad of one thing, you had a friend like me around.


Christine Mizi! Mizi Do you think I’m not? What would you take it into your head to do if you didn’t have me to tell you? Men are all the same and the lot of them aren’t worth one unhappy hour. Let me tell you, girl – you can’t believe a thing men say.


Christine Why do you keep talking about men? – I’m not interested in any of the others! For the rest of my life I’ll only care about one man!


Mizi You won’t. The record stands at eighteen months. All the rest is front.


Christine Oh, please stop!


Mizi Maybe there is a man who would devote himself to you for life but only a fool would look for him in Vienna.


Christine Mizi – don’t –


Mizi And only a cretin would look for him in the Medical School, and only you in the Dragoons.


Christine Mizi – I can’t bear to listen to this today – it hurts me –


Mizi Oh, come on –


Christine I’d rather you went. I’m sorry. I’d rather be left alone. (She goes out on to the roof terrace.)


Mizi I’m off. Come and see me at the theatre when you’re better. Perhaps that’s my trouble – no man is a hero to a wardrobe mistress. They’re all the same when they’re waiting for their trousers.


She turns to go and finds that Fritz has appeared in the doorway. He looks at her inquiringly. She jerks her head towards the door leading to the roof. Fritz comes further into the room. Mizi offers him her hand. Fritz raises her hand to his lips and bows over it. Mizi kisses him passionately on the mouth. He is taken by surprise, disconcerted, and he pushes her away. She laughs at him and leaves, still laughing. Fritz looks carefully around the room and then approaches the piano. He lifts the lid and plays a tune with one finger. Christine hears this and comes to the door and sees him.


Fritz Hello!


Christine (joyously) Fritz! Oh, Fritz! (She rushes into his arms.)


Fritz Steady on – darling!


Christine Everybody says you’ll drop me but you won’t, will you? Not yet – not yet –


Fritz Who says so? What’s all this? (He calms her, stroking her.) Well, honestly, my darling – I thought you’d be a bit put out to see me up here.


Christine As long as you’re here – nothing else matters.


Fritz There, there – calm down.


Christine Why didn’t you come?


Fritz I did. I came late. I waited in the gardens but I couldn’t see you and I was about to give up and go home when I suddenly felt such a desperation – such a longing to see this dear little face …


Christine Is that true?


Fritz And then I suddenly had to see where you lived – yes, I really did – I just had to see it once, I couldn’t wait, so I came straight up – you don’t mind?


Christine Oh God!


Fritz No one saw me.


Christine What do I care!


Fritz (looking round) So here it is. So this is your room. It’s so … nice.


Christine But you can’t see anything. (She is about to take the shade off the lamp to light it.)


Fritz No, let it be. I don’t want the light in my eyes. It’s better as it is. So this is where you are. This is the table you told me about where you sit and work. And what a view – over so many rooftops – and over there – what’s that dark mass …?


Christine That’s the Kahlenberg.


Fritz Of course! You’re much better off than I am!


Christine Oh …!


Fritz I’d love to live as high as this and look out over the rooftops. It’s marvellous. And how quiet this street must be.


Christine Oh, it’s quite noisy enough during the day.


Fritz Do you get much traffic going by?


Christine No, but there’s the railway –


Fritz Oh, I shouldn’t like that.


Christine You get used to it and after a while you stop hearing it.


Fritz Is it really the first time I’ve been here? Everything seems so familiar – it’s exactly as I’d imagined it –


Christine Oh, don’t look too closely –


Fritz What are those pictures?


Christine No – don’t!


Fritz But I’d like to see them.


Christine Hail and Farewell.


Fritz So they are. Hail and Farewell.


Christine I know very well they aren’t great art –


Fritz (another painting) And what’s this? Forsaken! Poor girl!


Christine It’s those Dragoons, I expect.


Fritz And who’s the old boy up there on the stove?


Christine That’s Schubert of course.


Fritz So it is.


Christine Because father’s so fond of him. My father used to compose songs himself once, beautiful songs which he would teach me …


Fritz Not any more?


Christine Not any more.


Fritz Ah – and here’s your collection of books.


Christine Don’t look at those.


Fritz Why not? Schiller! … and Goethe … and an encyclopaedia. Well, well!


Christine It only goes up to G.


Fritz So it does. Everybody’s Encyclopaedia. You look at the pictures, do you?


Christine What do you mean, Fritz?


Fritz You look at the pictures. In the encyclopaedia. You like to look at the pictures.


Christine Well, yes, I look at the pictures too.


Fritz Oh – I didn’t mean – it’s only because I love your pretty little head, and I don’t want it bothered about … I’ve said the wrong thing.


Christine Oh, no Fritz –! I love you loving my head – if you like I’ll never read anything again!


Fritz It’s so cosy here.


Christine Do you really like it?


Fritz Very much. And what’s this?


Christine Now what’s he found!


Fritz Oh no, dear girl, these don’t belong here – they’re faded … 


Fritz has picked up a vase containing artificial flowers.


Christine I’m sure they’re not.


Fritz Artificial flowers always look faded. You should have real flowers in your room – fresh and fragrant. I’ll make sure that from now on … (He breaks off.)


Christine What? What were you going to say?


Fritz Nothing.


Christine Tell me.


Fritz I was only going to say that I’ll send you some flowers tomorrow.


Christine Well, and do you take it back already? Of course! – by tomorrow you’ll have forgotten all about me.


Fritz What are you talking about?


Christine Oh yes – I know – I can feel it.


Fritz How can you think that of me?


Christine It’s because of you. You make such a secret of yourself. You don’t tell me anything about yourself. How do you spend your days?


Fritz But darling, it’s all very ordinary. I go to lectures – well, sometimes – and I go to the coffee house – I read – I play the piano – I pass the time with people … it’s all quite trivial, too boring to talk about.


Christine But you must have done lots of other things.


Fritz No. Not really. That’s all I’ve ever done. And now my time is up. I have to go, my flower.


Christine Already?


Fritz Your father will be home.


Christine Not for hours yet, Fritz – stay a bit longer – only for a minute – do stay!


Fritz The other thing is, I have to … Theodore’s expecting me. There’s something I have to discuss with him.


Christine Does it have to be today?


Fritz I’m afraid it does.


Christine You can see him tomorrow.


Fritz I may not be in Vienna tomorrow.


Christine Not in Vienna!?


Fritz Well, yes. It’s been known to happen. I might go away for the day – even two days – you funny little girl –


Christine Where to?


Fritz Where to? Here or there. Heavens, don’t look like that. I’m going down to my parents. Is there anything wrong with that?


Christine You see! You’re secretive about them, too.


Fritz What a baby you are! I can’t tell you how lovely it is being alone here with you. Don’t you think it’s nice?


Christine No, I don’t. It isn’t nice being told nothing – don’t you see? I want to know everything about you. Every little thing. It isn’t enough to have you for an hour on the occasional evening – and then you’re off again and I’m no wiser. And the whole night to get through and another day, hour after hour, still knowing nothing. It makes me unhappy.


Fritz But why should it?


Christine Well, it’s because I miss you so much and you might as well not be living in the same city – you could be somewhere else entirely! You seem so far away it’s as if you’re dead!


Fritz Christine –


Christine No, it’s true!


Fritz Come here a moment.


Christine comes close to him.


There’s only one thing you can really know – that you love me now. At this moment. Don’t look beyond. Sometimes a moment seems to contain the whole of beyond inside it – but that’s as close as we come to knowing eternity. It’s the only glimpse we get. (He kisses her. He gets up. Suddenly he bursts out.) Oh, how lovely it is being here with you! How lovely. One feels so secret here, tucked away among all these rooftops and chimneys, so protected, so alone. So safe.


Christine If you always spoke to me like that I could almost believe …


Fritz What, dear?


Christine That you love me as much as I dreamed you did the first time you kissed me. Do you remember?


Fritz I do love you. (He kisses her and then breaks away.) But now let me go –


Christine Are you already sorry you said it? After all, you’re free. You’re free. You can drop me if you want. You made no promises and I made no conditions. What happens to me doesn’t matter – I’ve been happy once and it’s all I ask of life. I only want you to know that I never loved anyone before you and when you don’t want me any more I’ll never love anyone else.


Fritz Don’t say that – don’t – it’s too – (distastefully) it’s like that picture –


Christine (hurt) I realize your taste is above such sentiment – these clichés –


Fritz Oh, Christine – everything tastes bitter to me now! I’m so sorry I hurt you – please don’t, don’t cry, Christine, Christine.


They embrace. There is a bold knock at the door. Christine and Fritz fearfully break apart. Christine lights the lamp while Fritz steps outside on to the roof terrace. There is another knock and Theodore enters.


Theodore Hello – I’ve got a nerve, haven’t I?


Fritz (emerging) Have you got something to tell me?


Theodore I have.


Christine It must be something very important.


Theodore It is.


Fritz So … you’re with me tomorrow?


Theodore That’s right.


Fritz Good. Why didn’t you wait downstairs?


Christine What’s all this whispering?


Theodore Why didn’t I wait downstairs? Well, if I’d been sure you were up here … I wasn’t going to risk walking up and down for two hours. I’ve been looking for him everywhere. I’ve been run off my feet so I must beg a glass of water.


Christine I’ll get one. (She leaves the room.)


Theodore What are you doing here?


Fritz Is there any more news?


Theodore What?


Fritz About her.


Theodore Who? Oh, no. I only came to collect you because you’re so irresponsible. What’s all this excitement? You ought to be resting, this is no place for you.


Fritz You’re right. God, how such moments deceive us.


Theodore What moments?


Fritz I almost believed that my happiness is with that girl. But it’s one big lie.


Theodore Sentimental rot.


Fritz Yes. That’s right, rot. Sweetness and decay, they go together.


Theodore You’ll laugh at it tomorrow.


Fritz I doubt I’ll get the chance.


Christine re-enters with the water.


Don’t you think this room is lovely?


Theodore Yes, very nice. Are you stuck here all day? I mean, it’s very cosy but it’s a bit high up for my liking.


Fritz That’s just what I love about it.


Theodore drinks some of the water and gives the glass back to Christine.


Theodore But now I have to take Fritz away. We have to be up early tomorrow.


Christine So you really are going away.


Theodore He’ll be back, Christine!


Christine Will you write to me?


Theodore He’s not going far.


Christine Oh, but I know he is. You are, Fritz. Never mind.


Theodore This is nonsense, Christine. She doesn’t know what she’s saying. All right then, kiss each other goodbye since it’s going to seem like for ever – oh God! – pretend I’m not here. Take as long as you like.


Fritz and Christine kiss.


Right, that’s enough! Goodbye, Christine.


Fritz (to Christine) I don’t want to go.


Christine Oh, get on with you – you’re just being silly.


Theodore She’s absolutely right.


Fritz (turning on him angrily) Theo, it’s my life!


Theodore, taken aback, hesitates and then leaves. Fritz takes Christine in his arms.
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