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. INTRUDUCUTIUN

Weaen John Van Druten died in his sleep in California on December 19, 1957, at the
age of 56, the trade magazine Variety announced the sad news under the headline
“Theatre Loses a Superb Craftsman.” That was not the only reason for regret. Another
was that the theatre Jost one of its most civilized talents, for Van Druten possessed the
inclination and ability to look at all humanity with refined understanding. Van Druten,
who so often distinguished himself in the rareficd field of high comedy, was also capable
of evoking the depth of the simple characters in I Remember Mama, the pathos of a
troubled adolescent in Young Woodley, and the disorientations of rootless people in
I Am a Camera.

Born in London in 1901, of an English mother and a Dutch father, and educated at
London University where he took a Bachelor of Laws degree, Van Druten soon qualified
as solicitor of the Supreme Court of Judicature in England. The theatre won his interest
early, however, and he had a play, The Return Half, performed in London by student
amateurs, He wrote Young Woodley while teaching English law and legal history at
the University College of Wales. Although this study of a schoolboy’s adolescent dis-
turbances, barbed with criticism of British schooldife, was banned in England, Young
Woodley was produced with marked success in New York in 1925, and Broadway
success led to a successful production in London three years later. Some thirty plays
lollowed, mostly comedies of manners, such as There's Always Juliet, Old Acquaintance,
T'he Distaff Side, and The Voice of the Turtle. Then the author turned to work of a
deeper tone with I Remember Mama, The Druid Circle,and I Am a Cczmejra.

Among the styles of drama that attracted him was the Chekhovian, which represented
freedom from the requirements of the so-called well-made play technique. He c?(pressed
a strong regard for plays of character rather than plot, and the culmination of his efforts
to write drama of character was I Am a Camera. In recording the confusions of a period
and the dim strivings of his characters Van Druten could say with his hero Chris (Chris-
topher Isherwaood), “I am a camera with its shutter open . . .” Intrigued when someone
calledd 1 dt s Camiera w "mood play,” the author proclaimed his indebtedness to
Clhicklioy, votg thar the Laned™s nfluence has beens as important to playwrights as

Ibsen’s. And Van Druten’s explanation s not only Inplily deseriptive of I Am a Camera -

but of the style of playwriting with which the theatre has been trying to come to terms
for half a century. “Ibsen,” he said, “threw out the trimmings and concentrated rigidly
on his dramatic purpose,” whereas Chekhov “re-established the trimmings, but used
them quite differently. They were no longer embroidery; they were the play. The play,
its characters, and their detailed lives and thoughts were one single thing.” Van Druten
pointed out that “T'o many playwrights, this was a'new door to freedom,” and declared,
“It was to me,” claiming that he had never actually been “any good” in making plots.
All of which does not necessarily vindicate I 4m a Camera from charges of somewhat

. desultory and inconclusive playwriting. That was indeed the impression formed by re-
viewers from the production as a whole and from the disproportionate impact of Sally
Bowles as a character and as a virtuoso role for Julie Harris, Perhaps greater balance in
the productjon and in the playitself would have solved thedifficult problems of domesticat-
ing Chekhov’s method. Harold Clurman (in the New Republic of December 24, 1951)
saw the center of the play in the theme that “Everybody is adrift.” Mr. Clurman clabo-
rated: “The fact that these people are basically ‘nice,’ that their sin lies in their lack of
any moral anchor, that they are cut off from one another, from society and even from
themselves—since the self hardly exists without the recognition of ties—makes the
political violence outside them a result and a reflection of their inner disarray.”

Van Druten, who visited the United States in the 1920°s-as a lecturer, became an
American citizen in 1944, and in 1951 was made a member of our National Institute of
Arts and Letters. He also worked on films in America and was frequently called upon
to direct plays. In fact, he distinguished himself as a stage director no less than as a
playwright. He directed all his own plays after 1941, and his direction of I Am a Cameru
was especially noteworthy. The play received the New York Drama Critics prize in
12 and several of the actors, led by Julie Harris, won honors for their performance.
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ACT ONE
ScenNe OnNE |

Sceng: The scene throughout is a room
in* FRAULEIN scHNEIDER's flat in Berlin
around 1930,

The bed is hidden, or partially so, be-
hind curtains upstage. The door to the hall
is in the right wall. Windows in the left
wall.

The room is excessively German and
middle-class. There is a tall, tiled stove
with an angel on it. A washstand by the
curtains, like a Gothic shrine. A best chair
like a bishop’s throne. Antlers make a
kind of hatstand by the door. Therc;.ix a
small wable for tea. A backless sofa, and an
ottoman. A large table by the window
piled with books, papers and notebooks.
There are one or two good Medici prints
on the walls, between heavy German en-
gravings. .

Te: A summer afternoon. When the
curtain rises, the stage is dark except for
a light on CHRISTOPHER ISHERWOOD, seated
alone at the table. He is in his twenties,
English and untidy. He wears flannel trou-
sers, very dirty, and g shirt. (He wears this
throughout the play. The only change will
be in his tie.) He is writing and smoking,
Tll.en he stops and reads over what he has
written.

curss (reading aloud). “In the last few
days, there has been a lot of Nazi rioting
in the streets, here in Berlin. They are get-
ting bolder, more arrogant.” (Ile stops.)
No, that’s all wrong. (He crumples the
page and throws it aside.) That’s not the
right way to start. It’s sheer journalism. |
must explain who it is who is telling all
this—a typical beachcomber of the big city.
He comes to Berlin for the week end, stays
on, runs out of money, starts giving Eng-
lish lessons. Now he sits in a rented room,

~ waiting for something to happen—some-

thing that will help him understand what
his life is all about. (Rises, pouring beer
10 a glass.) When Lord Tennyson wanted

* to write a poem, they say he used to put

himself into a mystic trance by just repeat-
ing- his own name. Alfred Tennyson.
Christopher Isherwood. Christopher Isher-
wood. Christopher Isherwood. I like the
sound of my name. “Alone among the
writers of his generation, Christopher

Isherwood can be said to have achieved
true greatness.” Shut up, idiot. The only
book I ever published got five reviews, all
bad, and sold two hundred and thirty-three
copies to date. And T haven’t even started
this new one, though I've been here six
months already. (Sits ar the table again.)
Well, you’re going to start now, this min-
ute. You’re not leaving this chair untl you
do. Write “Chapter One.” (Does s0.)
Good. Now begin. Create something. Any-
thing. (He writes, then reads.) “I am a
camera, with its shutter open, quite pas-
sive, Some day all of this will have to be
developed, printed, fixed.” (The lights
come up on the room. There is a knock on
the door.) Who's that?

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER (off). It is I, Herr
Issyvoo.

cHris. Come in, Fraulein.

(She comes in. She is a large, bosomy,
German woman. She carries a lace 1ea-
cloth.)

FRAULEIN SCHNEIER. I bring you this
teacloth. When you are having a lady
guest, you can trust Schneiderschen to
make things elegant. Now, where do you
want all of these things to go, Herr Issy-
voor.

crmus. Oh, put them on the floor.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. But you cannot put
things on the floor.

curis. There are a lot of things there al-
ready.

FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. But they must not
stay there, not if a lady is coming. It does
not look good at all.

cHRIS. You'd better put them on the bed.
She won't be looking at the bed.

FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. And how do you
know that, Herr Issyvoo? A handsome
young man like you?

ches, Friulein Schoeider. I'm surprised
at you.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER (with a big laugh).
Oh, Ilerr Issyvoo, I have been young, too.
Young and saucy. (Rather archly, she
takes the things to the bed behind the cur.
tains.)

cins. 1 suppose you had a great many
admirers, Uriulein Schneider?

FRAULEIN scunemer. Oh, 1 had dozens,
Herr Issyvo. But only one Friend. (She
returns for more swuf].) Lleven years we
were together, Then he died. And it was
after that that I became fat. ‘Uhe bosom,
you know. It grew and it grew. I think it



.

is still growing. And it is such a weight to
carry about with you. It is like carrying a
suitcase. Two suitcases. And it is sad that
it should all have grown after he died. He
was a man for bosoms. It would have
made him so happy. And now it does no
one any good. This young lady you are ex-
pecting—she is very attractiver

curis. She is onc of my pupils. She
wanted to see where T lived. Thoupgh when
I say she is one of my pupils, it isn’t true.
She’s the only one I have left. The others
have all gone away for the summer. Friu-
lein Schneider, I have got to have a talk
with you. )

FRAULEIN SCHNEMER. Ja, Herr Issyvoo?

cuns. I don’t think I can go on living
here.

FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. What? Oh, Herr
Issyvoo, you are not going to leave me?
Are you not comfortable here?

curss. Yes, I am very comfortable. It’s
just that I can’t afford it. -

" ¢rAvLEIN scuNEIDER. Oh, that can wait.
curis. No. It’s been waiting too long. [
haven’t paid you for two months—not
propeily. T've pot it here, (Takes money
Jrom wealler) T wan just wondeting that
little room across the passage—just across
the passage—that’s not let.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. But it is so small,
Herr Issyvoo. Why, I can hardly get into it
myself. And what do I do with this room?
With the summer coming on, I shall never
find a tenant for it.

_ curs. Oh, Pm sure you will. And until
you do, why don’t you live in it yourself,
instead of the sitting room?

FRAULEIN scHNEWDER (setting tea-cloth).
I like the sitting room. I can look onto the
corner and. see what's going on. And be-
lieve me, Herr Issyvoo, there is plenty.
Those women—they are as old as [ am—
almost—and they stand there and whisper
to all the men who pass by—Komm,
Siisser. And believe me, Herr Issyvoo, they
come. Sometimes I think 1 shall adopt that
profession myself.

curis, Can I rent the other room, Friu-
lein Schneider? What do you charge for
i?

FriuLeN scunemer. | have charged
twenty-cight marks when times were good.

crs, T can’t afford twenty-eight.

FRAULEIN scONEIDER (ruffling his hair).

Al e aemer Tunoer Rir of course vou
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can rent it. I will not have you leave. You
rent it for twenty marks.

curis. Youre very sweet, [Iriulein
Schneider.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER, Sweet? Ja. Once 1
was sweet. Sweet as a sugar cake. Now
I am sweet like a fat old bun. And socon
you make a great deal of money with your
stories that you are always writing, and
you take this room again, and everyone is
happy once more.

curs, I'll buy you a fur coat.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. And then T become
one of the ladies. Only I will not go up
and down the street. I sit at my window in
my fur coat and call out, “Komm, Siisser.”
Komm to the third floor. And then I open
the coat a little—just a little—and what do
you think I have on underneath? Noth-
ing! I have nothing on underneath. (Bell
rings.) Ach Gott, there is the bell. Tt will
be your young lady.

crrs. You need not tell here that T am
leaving this room.

FRAULEIN sCHNEIDER (on her way out).
But of course not, Herr Issyvoo. You can
trust me perfectly. And T will bring you
serviettes for your coffee. Most ladylike.
Ladies appreciate these things. (She goes
out. cuus starts to tidy the room.)

FRAULLIN scHNEIDER'S voicE {off). Nein,
nein, Herr Wendel. Sie konnen nicht
hinein gehen. Herr Issyvoo erwartet heute
eine Dame.

FrITZ’s VOICE. Aber ich muss mit ihm
sprechen. Christopher. Christopher.

curis (going to door). Fritz.

Fri1z’s voick. Friulein Schueider says I
cannot come in. She says you expect a lady.

cumis. Yes, I do. But that’s all right.
Come in, Fritz. (vrurz enters. Young and
dark. FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER stands behind).
Do you want some coffee? One of my
pupils is coming.

Frrrz. But yes, I would like some coffee.
Black coflee.

curis. Will you make enough for three,
Friulein Schneider? :

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. You are too good,
Herr Issyvoo. You entertain whoever
comes. No matter whoever. (She goes
out.)
rrrrz. I do not think your landlady likes
me. And that is with me all right. Ult-
mately, I do not like her, too. In fact, I
think the world is lousy.

caers. Is business bad?
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 rrrrz. It is terrible. Lousy and terrible.
Or I pull off a new deal in the next month,
or I goas a gigolo.

curis, Either—or. I'm sorry. That’s just
force of habit.

Fri7Z. I am speaking a lousy English
just now. Sally says maybe she will give
me a few lessons.

curis. Who is Sally? _

¢rITZ. She is a friend of mine. Eventu-
ally she is coming around here this after-
noon. I want that you should know each
other.

curis. Is 'she a girl friend of yours?

FrITZ. Not yet. But she is wonderful,
Chris.

curis. Who is she? What does she do?

FrITZ. She is an actress. She sir{gs at the
Lady Windermere. Hot stuff, believe me.
Ultmately she has a bit of French in her.
Her mother was French.

cHris. I wonder what Natalia will think
of her. Natalia Landauer is the pupil I am
expecting.

rritz. Landauer? Of the big depart-
ment store?

curis. Her father owns it. It’s the family
business.

rrirz. But they must be enormously
wealthy.

curis. Oh, yes, they’re stinking rich.

FrITZ. And are you going to marry her?

currs (laughing). Me? No, of course
not.

FriTZ. Do you not want her?

. cHris, Not a bit. Except as a pupil.

Fri7Z. Then if I should meet her and

- “perhaps make a pass after her, you would

-not mind?
curis. But you haven’t even seen her.
Fri7Z. Why would that make a differ-
ence? I tell you, Chris, I nced money.
Maybe then her father will take a liking

from me, and give me a job in the busi-

ness. If I marry her, a partnership, per-
haps.

curis. What makes you think she’d have
you?

FriTZ. All women will have me if I want
them.

~-curis. Not Sally, apparently.
FRiTZ. Sally has been toe busy. With
other men. But one day she will be free,

~and then I will ultimately get my look in.

curis (teasing him). Perhaps you won’t

* :be free. Perhaps you will be all tied up

-with Natalia.

FriTZ (serionsly). Yes, business must
come first, ultimately. I suppose she is a
Jewess?

curis. Oh, yes.

rrrrz. Well, there is always something.
And you know, Chris, I am very broad-
minded. (Bell rings.)

currs. That will be Natalia.

FrITZ. How do I look, Chris? How is
my hair? (He gets out a comb and mir-
ror.} Um Gotteswillen . . . a gray hair.
No, that is too much. (He pulls it out.)
'You see, Chris dear, I must marry soon.
You will help me to arrange the marriage
settlement? (Voices off.)

saLLy’s voick. Herr Isherwood ist er zu
Hause?

Fritz. That is Sally. Chris, put on your
coat.

curis, Why?

FRITZ. She is a lady. Very elegant.

FRAULEIN’s voice. e is not here. He is
not to house.

saLLY’s voIcE. But he must be. He is
expecting me. Isn’t Herr Wendel here?

FRITZ (going to the door while crnys
gets his coar from the cupboard). Sally—
lLiebling . . .

saLLY's voicE. Fritz, darling. The old |
lady said there was nobody here.

erirz. Come in. (saLvLy comes in. She is
young and attractive. She wears black silk
with a small cape over her shoulders, and
a page boy’s cap stuck jauntily on one side
of her head. Her fingernails are painted
emerald green. FREULEIN SCHNEIDER stands
again in the doorway.) Sally, this is Chris-
topher. Christopher, this is Sally. Sally
Bowles.

curis. How do you do?

saLLY. I'm terribly glad to meet you.

cHris. Make coffee for four, will you,
Friulein Schneider?

sarLy. Oh, not for me. I'm allergic to
coffce. T come out in the most sinister spots
if 1 drink it before dinner.

cHRIs (20 FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER). Just for
three, then. (FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER goes.)

saLLy. I always have Prairie Oysters for
breakfast. Don’t you adore them? Eggs
with Worcester Sauce all sort of wooshed
up together. I simply live on them. Actu-
ally, I suppose I couldn’c have a whiskey
and soda, could I? I'm simply. dead.

curis. I'm afraid I haven’t got any
whiskey.

sarry. I thought you were English.
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curis. I am. But I'm also poor.
saLLy. Oh, so am I. Terribly poor. But I
always have whiskey. I mean, I think one
must. Do you have anything? I mean, any-
thing besides coflee?
cnris. I think I've got a little spot of gin.
sarry. Dear old Mother’s ruin. Gin will
be wonderful. (cunis gets gin out of cup-
board.) Am T terribly late, Fritz darling?
rritz. No, you are beautifully on time.
sarry, I thought T wasn’t going to be
able to come at all. I had a most frantic
row with my landlady. Finally, I just said
Pig, and swept out.
currs, What would you like in this—or
this in?
saLLy, Have you got anything?
curis (helplessly). No, I don’t think I
have.
saLy. Then T'll just have it straight.
curis. I'm afraid it will have to be in a
tooth glass.
saLLy. That will be wonderful. Give me
one of your marvelous cigarettes, Fritz
darling. Do you ever smoke any of Fritz’s
cigarettes? They’re absolutely devastating.
P sure they’re full of opium, or some-
thing. They always make me feel erribly
sensual. ‘
cuwis (handing her the glass). Here you
are.
saLLy. Thank you so much. This looks
wonderful. (Sips i2.) Oh, it is. It's got an
extraordinary taste. Like peppermint.
curis. Oh, I'm afraid I can’t have
washed- out the glass properly. That must
be toothpaste. I'm so sorry.
sarLy. I think it is wonderful. Have
some, Fritz, Taste it. Perhaps we can all
make a fortune selling mint-favored gin.
Fritz (tasting). It is extremely interest-
ing. :
saLLy (fo cunis). You have some, too.
curis (tasting ). It really isn’t bad.
. Frrrz. What for was your row with your
landlady?
saLLy. Oh, it was absolutely awful. You
should have heard the things she called
me. I mean—well, I suppose in a way I
may be a bit of a tart: . . . I mean, in a
nice way—but one doesn’t like to be called
that. Just because I brought a man home
with me last night. And, anyway, I'm ter-
ribly in love with him..
grrrz. Anyone 1 know?
sarLy, You'll never guess. Klaus.
vrarz. Klaus? Your accompanist, Klaus?

saLLy. Yes. He was always just like part
of the piano to me. And then last night he
was absolutely astonishing. Just like a
faun, or something. He made me feel like
a most marvelous nymph, miles away from
anywhere, in the middle of the forest. And
then the landlady came in and made the
most boring remarks, so I simply can’t go
back. T shall have to find a new room. (To
cuws) 1 don’t suppose you know of any,
do you?
cHris, A room? :
saLLy. Something like this, perhaps. 1
suppose there aren’t any.more in this flat?
curis. Well, there is this one.
rritz. Why, are you leaving?
curis, I'm leaving this room. I can’t af-
ford it any more.
saLLy. Is it terribly expensive?
curis. [ pay fifty marks a month. That
includes breakfast.
saLLy (rising). But that's nothing. I pay
eighty for mine. This is very nice. (She
looks around.) Is that your bed? Oh, I
think that’s sweet—all hidden away like
that. (She looks behind the curtains.) Oh,
that’s where you keep things.
cunis (laughing). Only when I have
VISILOLS. .
sarLy. You mean I could really have
this? How soon? '
curis. As soon as you like. I've only got
to move across the hall. It won't take me a
minute. And I know Friulein Schneider is
very anxious to let it.
saLLy. What is she like? I mean, is shc
going to make trouble if I bring men home
occasionally? I mean, it would only be
very occasionally, because I do think one
ought to go to the man’s rooms, if one can.
I mean, it doesn’t ook so much as if one
was sort of expecting it. And men feel very
keenly about. that sort of thing. And it
won’t be men, anyway. It'll enly be Klaus.
I've decided to be absolutely faithful to
him. I really have. She wouldn’t mind
that, would she, or would she?
curis. If she can let the room, I'm sure
she wouldn’t mind anything.
sarLy. | say, am I shocking you, talking
like this?
cunts. Not a bit. No one ever shocks me
when they try to.
sarLry (rather sharply). Why do you say
I'm trying to shock you?
curs. 1 have an idea you like to try and
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shock everyone. Why do you paint your
fingernails green?

saLLy. I think it’s pretty. Don’t you?

cHris. Suppose you thought it was pretty
to paint dirty pictures on them, would you
do that, too?

saLLy. Yes. You know, that’s rather a
good idea. Not dirty pictures exactly, but
sort of stimulating ones. I must get some-
one to do it for me. Is he really unshock-
able, Fritz, or is he just pretending?

FrI1Z. Oh, no. Chris is quite unshock-
able. I have tried many times, but ulti-
mately I cannet do it.
_ cHris. But—there is a young lady com-
ing this afternoon who 7s shockable. So
would you mind awfully being just a bit
more careful what you say? She’s one of
my pupils, and I do rather need her.

saLLY. Oh, but darling, of course. T'll be
terribly ladylike.

crris. And don’t let her know I'm going
to move out of here, do you mind? She’d
probably start cutting down on my terms.

satry. T won’t breathe a word. (Bell
rings.) =

cinuas. "That must be her now.

satry. You'd better put the gin away.

cims. Oh, yes, thanks.

saLLy. U'mi afraid there isn’t time for me
to clean my nails. I'll try and keep my fists
clenched.

NATALIA's voice. Herr Isherwood?

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER’S VOICE. Ja, gnidiges
Friulein. Er erwartet Sie. Bitte sehr. (She
opens the door and ushers in NATALIA.)

FRAULEIN sCHNEIDER. Bitte. Hier ist die
Dame die sie erwartet haben, Ferr Issyvoo.
(She goes. NATALIA is about twenty-two—
correctly dressed, very Germaun, formal and

_ decided.)

curis. Natalia. These are friends of
mine. Miss Bowles, Friulein Landauer,
and Mr. Wendel. Friulein Landauer.

Frutz. Sehr erfreut, gnidiges Friulein.

curis. [ think we’d better speak English.
lfj‘r;iulein Landauer speaks wonderful Eng-
ish,

FRITZ. I am charmed, dearest Miss.
(vaTALIA shakes hands with Sally, noticing
her nails.)

; S?ALLY (concealing them). How do you
)
NATALIA. | am well. I have just had a

cold, but it is better now. :
sarLy (doing her best). Oh, I'm so
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sorry. Colds are beastly things, aren’t they?
One’s head gets all stopped up.

NATALIA. This was a cold in the chest. It
was not in my head. All the plegm was
here. (She points to her chest.)

sarry. All the what?

NATALIA. The plegm that comes into the
tubes,

curis. Phlegm. You pronounce the “h.”

NataLia. Oh. Then why do you say
phthisis—what the Lady of the Camellias
had—and not pronounce the “h” there,
too? (A pause while she waits for an an-
swer.)

cHris, Well . . .

nataLIA. There must be a reason. You
give it to me, please.

curis. I don’t know it. But you don’t
say p-tisis, either.

NATALIA. Then you should say “lem,”
and leave it right out as in thisis. I have
lem in my chest. Is it not so? It is not an
exact language, your nglish.

sarLy. What ss phthisis?

NATALIA. It is consumption. From the

lungs. They are consumed in phlegm.
_ saLLy. Do you mind not going on about
it? I think T am going to be sick. (FrAU-
LEIN SCHNEIDER enters with the coffee, and
then returns with a cake-stand and paper’
napkins.)

Cnaratias But why should it make you
sick? You do not have it.

saLLy. All stories about illness make me
want to throw up. I saw a movie about
syphilis the other night that was too awful.
I couldn’t let a man touch me for almost a
week. Is it true you can get it from kiss-
ing?.

Frirz. Oh, yes—and your King, Henry
the Righth, caught it from letting Cardinal
Wolsey whisper to him. V
 Narania. That is not, T think, founded
i fact. But kissing, most decidedly yes.
And from towels. And cups. I hope these
have been cleaned properly.

curis  (flippantly). Oh, yes. Friulein
Schneider always boils them every day.

saLry. I mean, you can't ask every man
to run and and have tests and things be-
fore you let him touch you. I mean, there
isn’t time, and he’d be off in a nip to some
one much less particular. (NATALIA fi ecnes.
CHRIS comes in hastily.)

cHris. Natalia, let me pive you some
coffee.

sarny (vising). Oh, Priulein. Conld T
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have-a talk with your landlady, Chris
darling?

curis. There’s plenty of time.

sarLy. Oh, we’ll talk outside. Won't we,
Friulein darling? Well have secrets to-
gether. (To nartaria) If you'll excuse me.

naTALIA. But most obligingly.

sALLY (£0 FRAULEIN scHNEIDER), Komm,
liebes Friulein, wir werden haben Geheim-
nesse zusammen. (They go out together.)

FrTZ (0 NATALIA, while FRITZ passes
coffee). You will allow me to pass you a
cake, dearest Miss? They are jam tarts,

nataLiA. [ thank you, no. I do not eat
between meals. And Miss is not the cor-
rect way to address a lady in English. No
sugar, neither. Just plain black coffee.

Frrrz. That, too, i1s how I like it. Black,
black, black, like Othello. .

naTALIA. You tell me, please, about Friu-
lein Bowles. She is a remarkable girl.

srirz. She is a nightclub artist. Very
talented.

NATALIA. Where does she perform?

FriTz. At 2 club calling the Lady Win-
dermere. You know perhaps the play from
Ovear Villder, ealling Lady Windermere's
Fun?

nataLia (correcting hum). Called Lady
Windermere’s Fan. But of course 1 know
it. T have read it, both in English and in
German, [ think it is better in German.
But the club I do not know.

Frirz. Would you let me take you to it
one night, to hear Sally sing?

curis. Do you think it is quite the right

* place for Friulein Landauer?
naTALIA. But why not?
curis. Oh, I don’t know. I just thought

naTaLia. You thought what, please?

curis, I don’t know, really.

nataLia. You don’t know. Then I can-
not help you.

curis. | thought it might be just a bit
—Bohemian.

NataLia, Then I must see it. I accept
your invitation, my dear sir. When shall
we go?

Frerz. We could go tonight, if you are
free.

natania. I can be free. You will come
and fetch me at a quarter to nine.

errrz. Oh, but it doesn’t start until after
midnight. Sally never goes on until one
o'clock.

XTATAY TA

Then van fetch me nlease af a
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quarter to midnight. T will give you my
address, You will come, tob, Chuistopher,
and we will be a party to hear your girl
friend sing.
curis. She is not my girl friend.
nartaLia. No? Then what is she, please?
curis. She’s—just a friend.
NATALIA. | see. And she is not a girl?
cHris. Yes, but . . .
nartauia. Then why is she not a girl
friend?
FriTz. Girl friend means something more
than a friend who is a girl, Friulein.
NAaTALIA. So? What does it mean?
FRITZ. It means a sweetheart.
nataLia. Ah, so. I did not know. Then
I am not a girl friend of yours, Christo-
pher? o
curis (feebly). Unfortunately—no . . .
naTaLia. You do not mean that, Chris-
topher. You say it only to be polite.
Fri7z. He ought to mean it.
NaTAula (ever so slightly coquettish).
You think, Herr Wendel?
Frrrz. | think very much.
naTALIA. And you too, are polite.
Fri1z. No, I am never polite. I am only
sincere.
(sarLy returns.) .
saLry. IUs all fixed up, Chris. The poor
old thing was almost in tears of gratitude.
nataLia. And why was she so grateful?
saLLY. Because I'm moving in here.
cHris {hurriedly). Sally! We are all com-
ing to hear you sing tonight.
sarry. Tonight? Oh, but, my dear, I
shall be exhausted. I didn’t sleep a wink
last night.
NaTaLIA. You had rather I come some
other evening?
sarry. Oh, I expect it will be all right.
Only don’t let the proprietor bother you.
He's quite a darling, really, but he takes
dope’ quite a lot, and sometimes it doesn’t
agree with him. He pinches people. It
doesn’t mean anything.
naTaLa (stiffly). T think now that I
must go.
¥rirz. Please, if I may accompany you?
NaTALIA, My dear young man, [ am not
sixty years old, and I can go home un-
molested all by myself.
caris {quoting). Bin weder Fraulein,
weder schon, kann ungeleitet nach Hause
gehen.
saLLy. What is that?
NATALIA. It is from Faust.

1 am A

cHris. [t means, “I am not a virgin, and
I am not beautiful, and I can go home
alone.”

Fritz (earnestly). Oh, but that is not
true. None of it is true. Not 'in this case.

saLLy (eagerly). You mean you think
Friulein Landauer #s a virgin? How do
you know?

NaTALIA. You are filled with interesting
curiosity, Friulein Bowles, but I must pull
myself away. I say good-by.

saLLy. Good-by.

NATALIA. Good-by, Christopher. I think [
will talk to your landlady on my way out.
I do not like these rooms, and she is charg-
ing you too much. (She goes our with
FRITZ.)

saLry (after @ moment). 1 don’t think
that girl liked me very much, did she?

caris. No, I don't think she really did.

satLy. P'm sure 1 don’t know why, I
was doing my best. It won’t make any
difference to you, will it? To your lessons,
I ioean?

crrs. No, T don’t think so. She’s very
broad-minded in an' intellectual sort of
way. She’ll probably decide it’s her duty
to understand you,

saLLy. What on earth was Fritz up to?
I can’t think what got into him, dancing
about like that. ITe isn’t after her, is he?

curis, She’s very rich, you know. And
Fritz is very broke.

saLLy. Do you think he'll get anywhere
with her?

curis. I've always understood from him
that women find him attractive.

saLLy. I shouldn’t think she would, with
his going on like that. I should think his
best way with a girl of that kind would
be to make a pounce,

cHRis. | can’t imagine anyone pouncing
on Natalia.

saLLy. No, dear. That’s why it would
be so eflective.

cunis. I believe you're right. You know,
that’s quite wonderful of you, Sally.

saLLy. It seems very simple to me. Give
me the rest of that gin, will you, Chris?
There’s just a litde left. Then you won't
have to pack the bottle.

cHrrs (getting it). Sure.

satLy. And you’re going to be right
across the hall. I took a look at the room.
It’s not very nice. But you can use this
any time you like, you know, and then if
I'm low—or you are—we can just sob on
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each other’s bosoms. I say, Friulein
Schneider’s got a Dig one, hasn’t she? Like
an opera singer, or that woman in the
music halls who can make hers jump.
Can Friulein Schoeider do that?

caris. We might train her.

saLLy (looking atc the paper on the 1a-
ble). Chapter One. Are you writing a
novel?

ciris. Starting one.

saLLy (reading). “I am a Camera, with
its shutter open, quite passive.” Do you
mean this is a story written by a camera?

cunts {laughing). No, it's written by
me. 'm the camera.

sarLy. How do you mean?

curis. 'm the one who sees it all. I

on’t take part. I don't really even think.
I just sort of photograph it. Ask questions,
maybe. How long have you been in Ger-
many?

saLLy. About two months.

curis. And your mother is French. (She
looks blank.) Fritz told me she was.

saLLy (irritated). Fritz is an idiot. He's
always inventing things. Mother’s a bit
county, but she’s an absolute darling. T
simply worship her. I'm afraid Daddy’s
side of the family comes out in me. You’d
love Daddy. He doesn’t care a damn for
anyone. It was he who said I could go to
London and learn acting. You see, 1
couldn’t bear school, so I got myself ex-
pelled.

curis. How did you do that?

saLLy. I told the headmistress I was go-
ing to have a baby.

curis. Oh, rot, Sally, you-didn't.

saLLy. Yes, I did. So they got a doctor
to examine me, and then when they found
out there was nothing the matter they
were most frightfully disappeinted. And
the headmistress said that a girl who could
even think of anything so disgusting
couldn’t possibly be let stay on. So I went
to London. And that’s where things started
happening.

cHris. What sort of things?

satLy, Oh—things. I had a wonderful,
voluptuous little roem—with no chairs—
that’s how I used to seduce men. One of
them told me I'd do better in Berlin. What
do you think, Chris?

curis. I think you're doing fine. I think
you're wonderful, Sally.

saLLy. Do you, Chris dear? 1 think
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yow’re wonderful, too. We're going to be
real good friends, aren’t we?

crns (rather slowly). Do you know, 1
believe we are. Real good friends. .

saLLy. You know, Chris, you were quite
right about my wanting to shock pcople.
I do, and I don’t know why. I do t\hu}k
you were clever to notice 1t. And, (Jhn_s,_
there’s one thing more. I'm not sur‘cle
you’ll understand or not. I did tell F nt'CL1
my mother was French. I suppose I wante
to impress him. .

cumis. What's so impressive about a
French mother? -

sarLy. I suppose it's like whores calling
themselves French names to excite mei.

Pm a bit mad like that sometimes, Churis.

You must be patient with me.
curis. 1 will, Sally. .
honor

saLLy. And you'll swear on your
not to tell Tritz? And if you do, T can
cut your throat? (Stands over him, mock-
bullying hir -nith a paper knife.)
" cims. From ear to ear. Sally, was that
all true just now, what you told me about
ir family?
yo.:/u,f.\'. Y}(’:s‘, of course it was. Well, most
ol it (Purs puper knife down.) iny,
Chris, you mustn’t ever ask e questons.
If I want to tell you anything, I will. But
I've got to be free.
mﬁus (amused). Very well, Sally.
sarLy. I've got to have a free soul. You
know, I think I'm really rath.er a strange
and extraordinary person, Chris.
cunts. So do 1, Sally. (Copying her
" tone) Quite extraordinary. (He starts 10
laugh. She joins in. Their laughter grows
louder. She embraces him.)

sarLy. Oh, Chris, you are awful. (Re-
leasing herself, she picks up her /za1.1dbag
and starts for the door.) Look, darllmg, I
must go. I'll be back in an hour with all
my things, and you can help me unpack.

So long, Churis.

cmis, So long, Sally. (She leaves.)

crmas. Well, I'd better start moving out

of here. I bet Friulein Schneider’s pleased
Sally is just the kind of

for. (Takes 1wo persondl pictures from the
wall and puts them on the table.) THow
do 1 know that? How do I know whe:t
kind of a person Sally is? I suppose that’s
what’s so fascinating about her. People
who talk like that about thcmselve§ ought
1o be lying. But I don’t believe she 1s. And

. 2t shar mueterions thing my family

person she goes
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calls a lady, too. (Looks out of the win-
dow.) Look at her. She’s even flicting with
he taxi-driver. ;
;ng her. Oh, my God. (He laughs.) T've
got to put that down right away. (He sits
at the desk and starts to write in @ noe-
book.) Let’s make notes. How woul(.] you
describe her? Sally Bowles was a girl of
ﬂbo\lt -

And she knows I'm watch-

.. I wonder how old she is. Her
face is young, but her hands look terribly
old. And they were dirty, too. Dirty as
a litde girl’s hands. (e writes again.)
Sally’s hands were like the old hands of
a dirty lictle girl.

CURTAIN

SceNE Two

Trme: About three monthslater.

Sceng: The scene is wvery slightly
changed. A few feminine tguche;, A dolé
or 1wo. Some bottles and jars are sprea
out on the table. The Medici prints are
missing, and a couplc'of other Plcmrf}
very sentimental, are in thezr. places. '
prair of silk stockings and a pair of panies
on a hanger, drying. When t}fe curtain
pises, FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER 1§ tidying up
the room. There is a knock on the door..

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Ja, herein. (curis

enters.)

crms. Oh, is Sally not here?

FRAULEIN scaNEDER. No, Herr Issyvoo,
she has gone out. Ax}d so late she was
getting up. It’s not as if sh§ were w‘orkmﬁ;
nights any more. don’t think she is well,
Herr Issyvoo.

carss. Do you know where shg keeps
my thermometer, Fraulein Schneider? I
want to take my temperature.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. What, again?

curis. I've got pains in my back. T think
I've got a slipped disk.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER.
your stomach.

crrus. That was yesterday.

FRAULEIN scHNEIER (feeling his head).

You have no temperature. )
crxs. I'm not so sure. U'd like to see, if
I can find the thermometer. '
sravLEN scunmier (looking for zt).'I
saw her using it only yesterday to stir
those Prairie Oysters with. Ah, here it 1s.

I thought it was
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I think there is still a little egg on it, but

it’s on the case.

cinss. ‘Thank you. (He opens ther

mometer and shakes it down.) Has the

afternoon post come yet?

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. [t will be here scon
now. There was nothing for her this morn-
ing. (cuwis puts the thermometer in his

mouth.) 1 begin to worry for PFriulein

Sally. That friend Klaus of hers. Six weeks

he has been away now in England and

only one letter has he written, (Bell rings.)

There is the bell. (Ske goes t0 answer it.)

FRI1Z’s voick. Ist Friulein Bowles zu
Hause?

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER., Nein, Herr Wep-
del. Aber Herr Issyvoo is da. In ihren
Zimmer. Gehen Sie nur hinein. (¥rrTZ
enters.)

Fre1z. Hello, Chris. Are you ill?

curis. 1 don’t know yet. Sit down.

FriTZ, What's the matter?

cHRis. My legs don’t seem to work
properly.

rrirz. That can be locomotor ataxia.

curss. I know. That's what I'm afraid
of. (¥rrrz sits beside him, and tests his
knee for reflex action. The first time noth-
ing /za[')pcm. They both look worried.
FRIYZ Lr1es again, and caxs’s leg reacts.)
| FRITZ (pushing cnws’s leg away). There
is nothing the matter with you.

CHRIs (removing the thermometer). 1
think it’s just over normal. (Shakes ther-
mometer down.) 1 think Ill take some
aspirin. How are you, Fritz? How’s Na-
talia?

Frirz. Christopher, T cannot get any-
where with that girl, I have spent money
on her., Money I have not got. I meet her
parents. I write her poems. Poems from
Heinrich Heine, and always she recog-
nizes them, and then she laughs at me. It
1s not even the money any more. But when
she will not let me make love to her, it
drives me ultimately mad. T kiss her, and
it is like my aunt. And, Chris, she has a
wonderful body, and it is untouched. By
me or anybody.
cunss. Sally said you ought to pounce on

her.

Frurz. But no one could pounce on
Natalia.

cnris. Sally said that’s why it would be
so effective. Knock her down, or some-
thing. Throw her on a couch and ravish

her.
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FrITZ. You do not mean that, Chris.

cHris. You don’t seem to 'be doing any
good the usual way. How do you ordi-
narily’ manage with women?

Fritz. I have only to uncurl my litde
finger, and purr a little, and they come
running. I think perhaps T try. I can after
all do myself no harm. She is away now.
I write to her every day. Now I will write
no more. I wait for her to come home, -
and then I will pounce, and T will ravish,
and I will snarl.

curis. Good.

Frarz. And what is with you, Chris?
You still live in that dark, tiny prison of a
room?

y curis. Oh, yes.

FRiTZ. And can you get anyone else in
the room at the same time?

curis. Oh, yes. If they’re fond of me.

. Frrtz. Do you have any love-life now?
cHris. I have a little. Now and then.
FriTZ. And you will not talk about it

Not ever. You are so reticent, If Sally did

not ultimately have a French mother, she

would not talk about it, either.

cunis. A what?  (Remembering) Oh

-« - Yyes.
_ Frerz. She is a strange girl. Half of her
Is so ultimately frank, and half is so senti-
mental. (He takes a picture from the
wall.) This picture. She has it with ler
everywhere. It is called *“The Kitten’s
Awakening.” It is childish.

(saLry enters. She is rather smarter than
when we last saw her—a new and rather
unsuitable hat. She carries several pack-
ages. She looks tired.)

saLLy. Oh, hello, Chris. Hello, Fritz.

Frrz. Hello, Sally. We were just ad-
miring your picture,

sarLy. Oh, “The Kitten’s Awalkening.”
I've had that ever since I was a child. It’s
a dead kitten waking up in Heaven—wwith
angel kittens around. Chris makes awful
fun of it. But I think it's rather sweet.

Fritz. It is very sweet.

saLLy. Goodness, it’s hot out, and it’s

late September already.

cHris. You are very dressy today.

saLLy. I am? Oh, this hat. Yes, it’s new.,

(She 1akes it off.) Clive bought it for me.
I don’t like it much, but it cost so much
money. Let’s have a Prairie Oyster. Will
you, Chris?

curis. Not for me. T think they affect
mv legs.



saLLy. Fritz?
rrirz. I would like to try one.
sarLy. I'll make them. Chris doesn’t
really know how. (She starts to do so,
getting the eggs and things from under
the washstand, and mixing them in two
tooth glasses.)
rriTz. And who is this Clive who gives
you hats?
sarLy. He's an American. Chris and I
met him a weeck ago at the Troika bar.
We were both sitting alone, having a beer
each because we were both so bloody mis-
erable, and he was sitting next to us, and
he ordered champagne for us all, and we
didn’t separate till four the next morning.
And ever since then we've hardly been
apart, have we, Chris?
cums. He's so rich, we daren’t let him
out of our sight.
rrirz. And he is here just on vacation?
cums. He lives on vacation. I've never
scen anyone drink so much. He's un-
happy, he says. But I've never really found
out why. Have you, Sally?
sALLY. Yes, dear. It's his wives. There
Lave been four of them, and they none of
then iked Tine And, before that, it was
his peculiar grandfathers. "T'hey both raised
him six months each. One was a Baptist,
and the other lived in Paris. So, no won-
der it split him! He’s sort of lost faith in
everything, and 1 think Chris and I are
putting it back, in bits. That's why I feel
all right about letting Clive give us things.
There’s a dozen pairs of silk stockings in
there, Chris. And absolutely gallons of
Chanel' 5. Oh, and some shirts for you.
Some silk shirts.
cars. Good God.
saLLy. The colors are a bit outrageous,
but they're the best silk. Where's some-
thing to stir this with? Ob, this pen will
do. (She picks up a fountain pen and stirs
the Oysters.) There. (She hands one over
to Frirz, who chokes over it. She gulps
her own.) Oh, that's marvelous. I feel bet-
ter already. How are you, Fritz? You
know, Natalia came to see me several
times, as though she were doing District
Visiting and I were a fallen woman or
something. But she seems to have stopped.
rnrrz. She is away with her parents. She
comes back next week, and then there is
a surprise {or her. Chris has told me your
advice—that I should pounce on her—
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and I am going to take it. (/1e takes an-
other sip of his drink.)

saLLy. What's the matter? Don’t you
like your Prairie Oyster?

erorz. It is a little painful. You drink
thern all down at once?

saLLy, Yes, they're better that way. Es-
pecially when you are not feeling well.
They sort of come back at you.

crris. Aren’t you feeling well, Sally?

saLLy. Not really.

rrrrz. You would like me to go?

sarLy. Fritz darling—would you mind
terribly? 1 would like to lie down a bit.

srrrz. But of course. With me there are
no compliments. Sally, you lie down. Then
you feel better. I go now. You take her
to dinner, Chris, and cheer her up.

cumss. Pl try. Good-by, Fritz. (FRITZ
goes.) Sally, are you really feeling ill? (He
gets her slippers, and helps her on with
them.)

saLLy. Not so much ill, as just wanting .

to get rid of him. Fritz is sweet. I mean,
he's an old friend, but I thought if T had
to go on being bright any longer that I'd
die. I've got something to tell you, Chris.

curis. What is it?

saLLy. Chris, I went to the doctor this
afternoon, and—I'm going to have a baby.

curis. Oh, my God!

saLy. Pve been afraid of it for a long
time, only I wouldn’t think about it. I
kept pretending it wasn’t true. Then yes-
terday I was sick, and then I fainted this
morning. And that’s what made me go.

curs. Is it Klaus’s child?

saLLY. Yes.

crris. Does he know?

sarLy (sharply). No, he doesn’t.

crris. Well, you're going to tell him,
aren’t you?

sarry. I don’t know. Chris, T haven’t
heard from him for weeks and weeks. I
wrote to him last week, the nicest letter I
could, and he basn’t answered. Not a
word. You didn’t like him, did you?

cumss. 1 didn't really know him. [ didn’t
think he was good enough for you.

sarLy. That's sweet of you.

cuws. But you're going to tell him this,
now?

saLy, No. Not if he doesn’t write to
me. It’s awful, Chris. I do want to marry
him, and have a family. But I can’t beg
him. And that’s what it would be like. I

|
|
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- mean, | mayn’t be up to much, but I do
have some pride.

curis. Well, what then—if he doesn’t
write?

saLy. I don’t know. That's what scares
me. It’s silly, Chris ... it happens to
other girls. Almost all other girls. But I
amPscared. Do you suppose they all are,
100!

(A4 knock at the door.)

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER'S VOICE. I& .is I,
Fraulein Sally. The post is here.

cunis {sofzo voce). She’s been keeping

.an eye out for it.

saLLy. Come in. -
_ FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER (entering). There
is ‘a letter for you. The one you want
From England.
saLLy. Oh, thank you.
FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Ja, Friulein. (She
“hands it to her, and waits. saLLY starts fo
undo her packages. FRAULEIN . SCHNEIDER
gives up and goes out. SALLY waits for her
to leave. Then she rips the letter open.
curis siands by. She reads it. Her face
changes.) -
ctirts. What's the matter?
_sawy. If's what I thought. He's throw-
ing me over.
curis. Oh, no.
saLLy. Right over. With a whole lot of
stuff about how badly he’s behaved 10 me.
“(She hands curis the first page. He reads
it. She goes on with the second.) Ap-
parently there’s someone else. An English

-girl. A Lady Gore-Eckersley. He says she

is wonderful. She’s a virgin. A Communist
Virgin. (She lays the letter down.) Well,
those are two things no one could ever
say of me.

cHris (going to her, putting his arms
around her). Oh, Sally, I'm sorry.
| saLLy (leaning against him). It's silly,
ot ier

curs, It is a kind of bloody letter.

saLy. I'm afraid he’s rather a bloody
person, really. Oh, Chris, I am a lousy
picker. Always the duds who'll do me in.

crnts. | won’t, Sally.

satLy. I know. I suppose that's why I
haven’t been interested in you that way.

cHris. Sally, you'll have to tell Klaus.
He'll have to help you.

sarLy. He’d only run away. Leave no
address. Besides, it’s just as much my fault
as his.

curis. Well, what are you going to do?
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saLLy. I knew this was going to happen.
I can’t have the baby, Chris. It’s awful
because I want to. But not unless I'm mar-
ried, and can look after it.

curis (after a second). Tll marry you,
Sally. )

“sarry. Oh, Chris, what good would that
do? Klaus’s child—and I'd be a rotten sort
of mother. Just a betrayed whore.

curis (sharply). Sally, for God’s sake,
stop calling yourself that. You know you're
not.

saLry (bitterly). Yes, I am. Just that. A
whore who's fallen in love with a swine,
because he’s her type, and then got caught.
That’s all. Just a whore and a fool. (She
starts to cry.)

curis. Sally, stop erying.

saLLy. I've got to find someone.

curis. Won't this doctor . . . ?

saLLy. No. He was quite shocked when
I told him I wasn’t married.

crris. Then we'll get someone. Maybe
we should ask Fraulein Schneider.

sarLy. Do you think she’d know any-
one?

curis. She knows just about everything,
I've always thought. I'll call her. (Opens
door.) Friulein Schneider. Friulein. Can
you come in here? (He comes back.) It
will be all right, Sally. T promise you.
(FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER enfers.)

FRAULEIN scuNEIDER. You called for me,
Herr Issyvoo?

curis. Yes. We need your advice. Do
you want to tell her, Sally?
| SALLY (her back to them). No. You do

1t.

curis. Well, you see, Friulein Schneider,

Sally is in a little bit of trouble . . .

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Ja?

curis. She’s going to have a baby.

FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. Um Gotteswillen.

cHRis. So you see . .

FRAULEIN scBNEIDER. But then this Herr

Klaus, he will come back and marry her.
caris. Well, you see, he isn’t awfully
anxious to. You see . . .
saLLy (angrily). Tt isn’t that at all, Chris.
You never can tell anything right. 1t’s T
who doesn’t want him, Fraulein. T don’t
ever want to see him again.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Ach, so . . .

cHRIS. So you see, we want to gel—cr- -~

to get rid of the baby. The point 15 do
you know anyone?

FRAULEIN 5CHNEIDER. Yes, I do. There
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"was a young lady living here once, and
she went to the doctor.

saLLy. For the same thing?

FRAULEIN scHNEWmER. Exacly the same
thing.

saLLy. And was it all right?

FRAULEIN SCHNEDER. It was quite all
right. T have his address and telephone
number still. T kept it just in case it should
ever happen again.

saLLY (frying to be casy over 1t). I sup-
pose it happens quite often, really?

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. It can always hap-
pen. It is just bad luck.

saLLy. I'm glad you know someone.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Tle is rather ex-
pensive. It is a certificate he has to give
that your health will not let you have the

risk of childbirth. Tt costs money, that.

certificate.
saLLy. How much?
FRAULEIN scHNEDER. For this other

young lady, it was three hundred marks.
cunss. Three hundred!
FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. We could make it
a little cheaper, I think, if we argued.
Maybe two bundred and fifty.
croas. Thats still an awlul Jot.
sanLy. 1 know it is. But Pve got to do
it, Chris. I really have. You'd better ring
up the doctor, Friulein, and see if he can
see us.
FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. You like that I
come with you?
sarLy. Oh, would you? That would be
marvelous. Where—where does he do it?
" priuLEy scHNEER. There is a nursing
home. You stay there two or three days,
and then you come back here and rest. In
maybe ten days, no more, it is all for-
gotten, I go telephone. (She goes out,
gaily.)
saLLy. Its like a treat to Aer.
aims. 1Pl be all right, Sally. T know it
will. The other girl was all right.
saLLy. There’s something so degrading
about it, as well as dangerous. Oh, damn!
Lso’L it idiotic? All the men I've had—and
there have been quite a lot—and this has
to happen to me. It's awful, too, when
you think about it—that therc’s something
alive inside of you—that you can’t have.
That you musta’t have, TUs like finding
out that all the old rales are trae, after
Al But e pat 1o go through with it
cors, Sally, twa hondred and  fifty
And the hame will probably cost

ke

a bit of money, too. I've started making
2 little more now, too. If I can help you

saLLy. Oh, Chris, you are an angel. T'll
pay you back. I swear I will. And you
know, I think maybe you had better come
with us. Well say you're the father. I
think it looks better to have him along.

crris. Yes, Sally, of course il come
with you.

satLy. Oh, Chris, I don’t know what
I'd do without you. (He holds her. Bell
rings.) Oh, damn, there’s the bell. If it's
anyone for me, ’m not home. I won’t see
anyone. (Opens the door, and goes down
the passage.) Friulein Schneider, 'm not
.. . Oh, hello, Clive.

cLiv's vorce. Hello, there. I just thought
I’d come and look you up.

SALLY (returnin g). Yes, of course. Come
in. (cLive enters. He is in his late thirties,
large, American, blond and drunkish.)

cLive. Well, hello, Chris, you son of a
gun.
curis. Hello, Clive.

cLive (fo saLvy). I've never seen your
place before. I thought I'd come and take
a gander at it. T brought you these. (He
presents an enormots box of very expensive
flowers.) ’

sarLy. Oh, Clive, how wonderful of you.
Look, Chris, from that terribly expensive
shop on the Linden.

curis. Goodness.

cLIVE. So this is where you live, eh?
Just one room? Say, it’s not very grand,
is it? Can’t you do better than this?

saLy. I—er—I have in my time. This
is just temporary.

cLive. Oh, sure. Sure.

curis (defensive). What's the matter
with it?

cLive. Well, it's not exactly de Juxe, do
you think?

curs (as before). T think it's fine.

cLve. Oh, sure. Sure. I wasn't casting
any slurs. I just thought maybe something
a bit larger. More modern. But it’s okay.
Say, I bet your rooms are bigger.

sarLy. Oh, yes, they're much bigger.
They’re wonderful.

crave. Where are they?

crus. Just across the hall.

cuve. Mind if T take a look? (sarry
starts to gesture wildly at ciys 1ot 10
show his room.)
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_ ouwis. Well—er—they’re rather untidy
]Ust now,

crrve. That’s all right with me. (saLLy
repeats her gesture.) .

caris. There are some things lying
around that—well, that T wouldn’t want
anyone to see.

CLIVE. Say, what are those?

curis. Just some personal things.

cLivE. Boy, that’s what I'd like to look
at,

curis, I'm awfully sorry, but I don’t

think . . .
| CLIVE. You mean, you've got someone
in there?
cHRrIs. Well,er . . .
cLive. Why don’t you come right out
and say it, feller? Don’t beat about the
bush, Go on back to her. I'll understand.
curis (again on a gesture from SALLY).
Well, she’s—er—asleep just now.
cLive. And, boy, I bet she needs it. Well,
say, now what have you got in the way
of liquor? g
saLLY. We've got some gin,
crrss. Not much.
satLy. I'm afraid we're out of whiskey.
crve. Say, you need some stores. I'll
send you m a cellar. Now, look, what are
we going to do? I've been all by myself all.
day, and it’s driving me nuts. There’s a
place I've heard of out on the Wannsee.
The Regina Palast Garten. I thought we
might drive out there for dinner.
sarLy, The three of us.
cuive (fo cumis). If you're free. (sarLy
nods ai GHRIS.)
curis. Oh, yes, I'll be free.
cLivi. Is that a good place?
cHRris. I've always heard it was.
cLvE. But you've never been there?
crns. It's much too expensive for us.
oLive. Well, fine. Only is it really a
good place? Can we have a good time
there? The real McCoy?
saLLy. It’s about the best place there is.
crive, Oh, well, swell, then. That’s great.
That’s the real thing. Well, shall we go?
saLLy. I can’t go yet.
GLIVE. Why, what have you got on?
(FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER enters.) '
FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER, Friulein Sally, can
I speak to you a moment, please?
cLive. That’s all right. You speak up.

No secrets here. No secrets in front of
Uncle Clive.
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saLLy. Have you talked to the—to the
man, Friulein?

FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. e says he can see
you right away.

saLLY. Oh—oh, thanks.

FRAULEIN sCHNEIDER. It takes twenty
minutes from here. I think maybe you
should go now.

saLLy. Oh, yes, I will. You get your hat
and coat, Friulein, and I'll be ready.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Ja, Friulein. (She
goes.)

cLive. What man is this?

sarry. Is just a man about a job. A
sort of audition.

crLive. I'll drive you there.
~ sacey. I don’t think you'd better. I mean,
it’s not a very big job, and it would look
a litde fuany if 1 were to arrive in a
Dusenberg car.

cuive., It would make them pay you
more.
saLLy. Look, Clive, it's awfully sweet of
you, but I think we'd better go by bus.
~oLve. You take your. landlady on au-
ditions with you?
saLLy. Sometimes. She gives me confi-
dence.
cLive, Well, then, Chris and I will go
to the Adlon, and sit in the bar and wait
for you. He can bring his girl along, if he
wants to.
curis. Oh, no, that’s all right. But—T've
got to go out, too.
cLive. Not with Sally?
curis. No, but I have to go—and then
come back here for just a minute. Why
don’t we all meet at the Adlon?
cLive. T'll send my car back here for
you. Six o’clock?
sarLy. That would be wonderful. And
thank you so much for these.
crive, Well, good luck. T hope you get
the job.
saLrLy. | do, too. At least, I—1I think I do.
cLvi, We'll celebrate tonight, if you do.
And if you don’t, well, then, we’ll tie a
bun on anyway, just to forget it all. So
either way, you can’t lose. So long, Chris,
you sexy old bastard. See you both later.
(He goes.)
SALLY.'Oh, Chris, 1 thought we were
never going to get rid of him.'
curis. Yes, so did I. You know, he is
an extraordinary man.
saLLy. But he’s awfully sweet, really.
Perhaps when this is over, I can devote



. JOHN VAN DRUTEN

myself to him. I've always thought I'd like
to have a really rich man for a lover. 1
wouldn’t want more than three thousand
a year—pounds, I mean—and a flat and a
decent car. Or maybe I could marry him,
and then T might reform him. 1 could, you
know, I really could.
e Sally, do you really think you
could reform anyone?
sarry. Oh, Chris, don’t. Don’t pull me
down again. I feel awful.
cumrs. I'm sorry, Sally. And don’t worry
about reforming people. You're sweet. You
really are..
sarLy. Thank you, Chris. Even if you
don’t mean it.
crms. But I do. And now we'd better
get going.
saLLY. Yes, 1 suppose so. (curts helps
saLLY on with her shoes.) 1 suppose we
should put these flowers in water. They
cost such a lot. Tl just put them in the
bath for now. Then Tl see if Priulein
Schneider is ready, and come back for my
hat. (She goes to the door, and turns 10
cinus.) Thank you for offering to marry
me. (She exits)
cvgs (her slippers in his hand). And
this 1s the kind of thing we used to make
dirty jokes about at school. The facts of
life. And here we go to prove they’re not
true, or that you can duck them. (Drops
the slippers) And then well get pounds
and pounds spent on us for dinner. And
drink too much. And try to believe that
none of it matters anyway. (Gets a ciga-
rette from his pocket.) And soon, as Frau-
lein Schneider said, we'll forget the whole
thing. Itll scem like another of those nasty
dreams. And we won’t believe or remem-
ber a thing about it. Either of us. (Fe starts
to put the cigareite in his mouth. Then he
stops, and looks at the door.) Or will we?

CURTAIN

ACT TWO
Seune OnNE

Sorie dbons wweek luter. o I
alote vt on the offomdn fusting pho
topraplie nan altain Uhe wofa hay becn
gt the eindose arnd the talde 1o the
Venter of the room Phe lope e Tt
' b ok e the voihr ol the table. Vhere

is another chair to the left of the table.

crris. {arranges some photographs, then
stops). This awful, obscene laziness. i
ought to be flogged. Where has the time
gone to? Jittering helplessly over the bad
aews in the papers, staring half-drunk at
my reflection in the mirrors of bars, skim-
ming crime-novels, hunting for sex. This
place stinks of my failure. (saLLy comes
back into the roorm. She wears a robe and
looks pale and ill.)
crris. Are you all right?
saLLy. Yes, I'm all right. Just. Goodness,
£ it takes all that effort, just to go across
the hall. (Passing behind CuRIs, she ruffles
his hair.) How’s all your locomotor ataxia,
Chris?
 caus. Oh, that's gone. [ must have im-
agined it. (Feeling his left side) But, you
know, I think T've got appendicitis.
sarLy (settling down 10 a half-finished
Solitaire). 1f you bave, you just die of it.
Don't let them operate on you. You know,
Chris, what 1 would really like would be
some champagne. Some really cold cham-
pagne. :
oums. T'm afraid we haven’t got any of
that.
sarLy. Clive ought to have sent us whole
baskets of it. [ do think it was odd his
disappearing like he did. Where do you
think he went, Chris?
crras, 1 wonder if he didn’t go off on
an opium jag.
sarrLy. ‘That's quite possible. 1 never
thought of that. Oh dear, I've known 2
jot of opium fiends, and you never could
really rely on them. And then what hap-
pens to my career?
crms. Do you really think he’s going to
do anything about that?
saLLy. He says he’s going to put up all
the money for a show for me. All T've
got to do now is find the show. And then
find him again. But until he shows up we
don’t get any champagne, and I do want
some. | want some terribly, now T've
thought about it.
ormus. d buy you some, if I could, Sally.
But you know we really are desperatcly
broke.
canty. You know, Chris, in some ways
pow | wish 1 had had that kid. The last
day or twa, Pye heen sort of feeling what
it wounld be like 1o be a mother. Do you
know, last night 1 sat here for a long time

|
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by myself, and held this teddy-bear in my

ar S
2 gzsinri;r‘:iglr:dsétﬁwifs ?;itb_sfbfy .ZBI 1_fclt we can’t. Do you really think you're going
from all the rest of the world. I irnageirllrelg ;)orset:/)gr?havmg ser Just besaods of this?
how it would grow up, and how after I'd .
put it to bed at nights, I'd go out and
make love to filthy old men to get money
to pay fo§its clothes and food.

cHRIs. You mean, a
Il baby would be your

saLLy. Yes, I wouldn’t think
at all. Just it. It must be rather v(;(f)nrfll)grsfelﬁ
never to think of yourself, just of some-
one else. I suppose that’s what people mean
by religion. Do you think I could be a
nun, Chris? I really rather think T could.
All pale and pious, singing sort of faint
and lovely hymns all day long.

cums. 1 think you'd get tired of it. You'd
better just marry and have a child.
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caus. I don’t know, Sally. But it seems

saLry. No, I don’t suppose 1 do.

curis. I don’t think welll ever quite
trust things, in the long run.

sarry. [ trust is. T i
o o o you, Chris. I'm terribly

cHris. I'm fond of you too, Sally.

saLry. And you're not in love with me
are you? ’

curis. No, I'm not in love with yoﬁ.

satLy. I'm awfully glad. T wanted you
to like me from the first minute we met
But 'm glad you’re not in love with me.
Somchow or other, I couldn’t possibly be
in love ‘w1th you. . . . So, if you had been
everything would have spoiled. Hold m);
hand, Chris, and let’s swear eternal friend-

. saLLy. I gtlel as if I'd lost faith in men. ship
ven you, Christopher, if you ' ,
: , were to go CHRIs (takin d
out into the street now and be run over friendshi(p e ). s

by a taxi . . . I should be sorry in a way
of course, but I shouldn’t really care z;
damn. i
onris (laughing). Thank you, Sally.
saLLy (moving to him). 1 didn’t mean
that, of course, darling—at least, not per-
sonally. You mustn’t mind wl,lat Ipsa
when T'm like this. I can see now wh§
people say operations like that are wrong.
They are. You know, the whole business
of having children is all wrong. It’s a most
wonderful thing, and it ought to be the
result- of something very rare and special
and sort of privileged, instead of just that!
‘What are you grinning about? '
curis. Well, that’s what it’s supposed to
b‘e. The result of something rare and spe-
cial. That’s what that’s supposed to be
SALLY. Oh, goodness, is it? Yes, I sx.Jp—
pose it is supposed to be. Oh, is zhar why
people say it's wrong to do it when you’re
not married, or terribly deeply in love?
cumnis, Yes, of course it is. .
te;}A;I;. Wcll, why didn’t anyone ever

curis. 1 expect they did L,
believe thcm.[ y did, and you didn’t

saLLy. Did you bel
ol you believe them when they
curis, No, Sally.
saLLy. But you think they’re right?
curs. I suppose 1 do.
saLLy. Then why can’t we d ings
that we know are right? 8 sl s

saLLy. So do I. (The bell rings.)) Oh
dear, T wonder who that is. T hope it’s
no one for us. Chris, suppose it was Klaus?

cHris. What would you do? .
_ sarwy. I'd be very good and noble about
i, I ‘.Nouldn’t tell him anything—about
the cl}xld, or anything. I'd just forgive him
bcau?fully. (FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER €7Zt€7'5.))

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. [t is Fraulein Land-
auer to see you, Friulein. (NATALIA enters.)

crris. Hello, Natalia.

NaTALIA, Fraulein Bowles, I am but just
l.Jack from the country and I have only
just heard that you have not been well. So
I have hurried in to see you. .

saLry. That’s very nice of you.

NaTALla (turning). Oh, hello, Christo-
pher. “

curis, Hello, Natalia.

NataLia (fo saLLy). I bring you these
few flowers.

satry. Oh, thank you so much. Chris
o« (Fle takes them.)

NaTALIA. What is, please, that has been
the matter with you?
} erms (f/fu'c/(ly). Oh, just a little ulcer,
that’s all. "T'hey had to cut it out.

NaTALIA. Where was the ulcer?

saLLy. Inside.

NATALIA. But, of course, it was inside,
Where, please, inside?

sauty. I don’t really know. In here
somewhere. v
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wataLia. And who, please, was it who
cut it out for you?

sarLy. The doctor,

NATALIA. But yes, it was the doctor. 1
did not think it was the sewing-lady, What
doctor is it you go to?

sary. A doctor . . - (She checks her-
self.) 1 forget his name. What was it,
Chris?

curis. A Doctor—Mayer.

araLia, 1 do not know of him. All of
my uncles are doctors. You should have
gone to one of them. 1 will ask one of them
to come and examine you.

sarLy. Oh, I'm quite all right again now.
Would you like some coffee or anything?

waTaLIa. Yes, I think that 1 would like
some coffee.

saLLy. Will you get it, Chris? :

nataLia. And Christopher, if you could
stay away for just a little while, it would
be nice, too. I have something that T wish
to say to Fraulein Bowles.

crns. Yes, of course. (He goes out.)

nataLia. Tell me, Friulein, please, have
you seen Fritz Wendel lately?

santy. No, 1 haven'e

wararia, 1 come back from the country
two days before yesterday. He comes 10
call on me that evening. Friulein, 1 think
I have done you perhaps an injustice.

saLLy. Oh?

WaTALIA. 1 have always think of you as a
young lady who has no control of herself,
and I have been disdainful of you there-
from. I am sorry. I do not think T quite
understood.

saLLy: How do you mean?

wataLIA. 1 have think always that I have
control of myself. Please, you will not
laugh at me if I tell you something that is
very personal to me?

saLLy. No, of course 1 won’t.

wataLia. I do not know of anyone else to
whom I can go for some advice, Friulein
Bowles, Fritz Wendel has made love to
me, and I have not taken him seriously,
because it is all too formal, too discreet.
Then, two nights before last, it is all
changed. He throws asicle his formality,
and it is quite different. I have never
known a man like that. And it has dis-

torbed mie. T cannot sleep for it And that

is not like me.
carty. But what a1 supposed o tell
you?
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should marry him. My parents tell me no.
They care for me. They think only of me,
and they do not care for himn. And he 1s
not Jewish, and they wish that 1 should
marry a Jewish man. 1 have always wished
so, myself. Now I do not care. Only I
think perhaps there is something of Herr
Wendel’s life that T do not know, that per-
haps you do. And that therefore 1 should
not marry him. You will tell me, please?
saLLy. Yes, I . . . I think perhaps there
is.
NaTALIA. What, please?
sarry. 1 . . . ITdon’t think I can tell you,
exactly. But I don’t really think he’s your
kind. I don't really think you ought to
marry him—not if you ask me like that,
point-blank.
wataLia. I do not think so, too. But I
think if T do not, that perhaps T will kill
myself.
saLLy. Oh, no, you won’t.
nataLia. I do not think you know me. 1
do not think I know myself. (She begins
to cry.)
saLLy. Oh, there’s nothing to cry about.
(WATALIA gOES on.) Oh, don’t. Please don’t.
Vowll have me crying, too. I'm most
frightfully weale still, and T cry over almost
anything. :
wataLia (stll crying). 1 am sorry. I did
oot know that love was like this. It is not
what the poets have said. It is awful, and
Jitis degrading.
sarLy. Yes, I know it It is. It’s abso-
Jutely awful when it really hits you. But
you mustn’t give in to it, really you
mustn’t. 1 know that sounds silly coming
from me. But what do you think has been
the matter with me? I was going to have a
baby, and the chap let me down, and I had
to get rid of it.
NATALIA (furning, amaged). Oh, 1 am
sorry. I did not know.
saLLy. And marriage isn’t going to make
it any better if it’s not the right man. And
I really don’t think Fritz is. For you.
wATALIA. You think, then, that I must be
strong?
saLLy. Yes, I do.
warauia. 1 think so, too. But um Gottes-
willen, what is there to do with one’s life,
all of a sudden?
aaLty. You could become a nun. Do they
have Jewish nuns? (cuwis zaps on the
door.)

cnmas’s voren. The coffee s all ready.
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waTaLIA. You may come in now. (She
turns her back, and straightens her face
CHRIS cormes in with coffee.) .
CHRIS. I only brought one cup. Sally
doesn’t take it, and I think I'm gettin
allergic to it, too. s
nATALIA. You are very kind, but T do not
think now that I have time. (She turns.)
So,_Chnstopher, we will start our 1&sons
again nowr I think' now that I will per-
haps take more. I will take two every day
You can manage that? '
cHRis. Yes, I can manage it. But that ‘is
an awful lot for you. It’s an awful lot to

cLivE. What was the matter with you
anyway? ,
sarLy, | had an operation.
CLIVE. Oh gee, that's tough. How are
you feeling now? '
| SALLY, Better., Much better. Now that
I've seen you.
cLve. Well, that’s fine. Feel like coming
out to dinner tonight?
saLLy. [ can’t do that, It
It all T can do to
get to the bathroom.
cLive. Ah, come on. Do you goad.
curis. She can't, Clive. She really can’t

iy walk yet.
NATALIA. I need an awful lot to do. w:nLtﬂg. Ob hell, anyone can walk if they

Good-by, Friulein. I thank you, and I
c i ,
”cgerszf:y.;galn. (She goes out, rather hur-
crris, What was all thar about?
saLLY (very nobly and remotely). That

was something personal. T irl 1
e unhap%); al. That poor girl is

crnris, What about?
saLLy (as before). This'is something be-
tween women. (cHris giggles.) It is. Dve

given her some advice. S
; . Some ver
advice. Y oot

CHRIS. 1\\17\,0, she mustn’t. Really.
cLIVE. Well, let’s have dinner up h
then. All of us. T brought you somcpch;rrx;tj
agne.
I SALLY. Oh, Clive, how wonderful of you.
likwasb]ust_ sayllng to Chris that what I'd
e best in th 1
champene. e world would be some
cLive. Well, let’s have it. It’s still good
and cold._ I only just got it. Open it,gwill
you, Chris, there’s a good feller?

e , _ . chrzs. I'll just get
You gave Fritz some advice, too. my room (H]e goe% oujgother s e

sacLy. Oh, I did, didn’t I? Oh, that
sosucr, Oh, did, ! Oh, was cLive. Well, let’ k ‘
A fllll:);,“;;ilt (I]){l:(za;ffl.l-fl} never going Gee, you're a palctlztt;illzd;. i?(\)loel’ill itWYOU-
o ity Scrious{ I andd;f.llm. I'm going pflck you ofl some place to perk ou‘ ue i
problems to heatt T’am Cla;c everyone’s  bit. Where would you like to r()?y i
wouldn’t sit there, and. ris. T wish you sarLy. [ don’t really | v, Clive.
ere, and snigger like that.  think maybe I ought‘ t(z, st:;r()\lifé (}fhvc' ;
re for my

You don’ illy i
o on’t know how silly it makes you career.

(Bell rings offstage.) cLve (vaguely). Your career?

(Bl v ' saLLy. Yes, the theatre.
s I’m a bit on your nerves, aren’t I, cLive. Oh ’sure suretrc
; 2 t] &l
o Tes, o ace. Bh sarLy. I mean, if I am going to d
you, It's Cver’ O‘)I’le 4 . Ob, it’s not only play, we ought to start thinlg{in £ d 1? :
i o yone. I'm on(my own nerves. ning a bit quite soon By
3 EIN  SCHNEIDER (opening  door :
Fiim EIDE : CLIVE. [ ti g
E;gulelél' Sally, hier ist der Herr Amer)i— you well (fg?s,t plenty of time for that. Ger
er. Bitte, mein Herr. Bitte seh ,
X I. 2
P i (curis returns with a tooth gl
hamprgney He carries a basket of  gets two more from the zuaslzsmngdfl)ﬁ’ o
o saLLy. I'll be all right ;
SAL‘SZ{. geﬂ, 1}:ellllo, éllcllo, hello there. cLIvE. Get you igslgll;t mlf few days
- Well, hello, Clive. . Ta
» SALLY. i i
cuns. Hello, (Handshakes are  per- e, B wiagea ) carfains o

formed.) cLive, You leave that all to me. L
hat all to Uncl i iy

saLLy. We thought ’ t ncle Clive. (TO CHRIS) S

Bl ms. ght you'd forgotten all  are those the best glasses you can ma)nag??,

curis. I think Friulein Schneider may
have some-others.
_ sarLy. Don’t bother, darling. All T want
is champagne. Open it, won’t you?

curis. All right. (He starts 1o do so)

cLve. Oh, for God’s sake, no. Say, I've

only just heard youd b i
didu’t you let me know? cen sice Why

sALLY. You weren’t around.
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saLLy. Where have you been, Clive?
cLive. Been?
sarLy. You've been away somewhere,
haven’t you?
cLive. Ah, just for a day or two.
saLLY. It's ten days.
crive. Is it? Yeah, it may have b,ccn. i
can never keep track of time when I'm on
a bat. You know, this is a funny city. Driv-
ing here, just now, we ran right into a bit
of shooting.
curis. Shooting?
cLive. Seemed just like Chicago.
saLry. Who was shooting at whom?_
cuve, 1 don’t know. Just shooting.
Couple of people in the street, I guess. [
thought I saw a fellow lying there, and a
lot of people running in the opposite direc-
tion.
curis. Where was this?
crwve. | don’t know. Right in front of
one of the big department stores. Birn-
baum’s, | think, where we bought you
fancy undies.
th(zxsljlus. 'that’s a Jewish store. That would
be Nazi rioting, 1 imagine. )
arave. Say, who are these N.azxs, any-
wayl 1 keep reading the word in the pa-
pers, when 1 look at Lhcn"n, and I never
know who they are referring to. Are the
Nazis the same as the Jews?
crnts. No—they're—well, they're more
or less the opposite. .
(The champagne bottle is opened.)
saLLy. Oh, that looks wondcrfgl.
cLtve. And there’s a funeral going on to-
day, too.
sarLy. Darling, isn’t there always? .
oLve. No, but this is the real thmg. This
is a real elegant funeral. It's been going on
for over an hour. With banners and
streamers, and God knows what all. I won-
der who the guy was? He must have been
a real swell.
ons (pussing glasses). He was an old
liberal leader. They put him in prison once
for trying to stop the war. So now ecvery-
oy foves him. ‘
watr v, Ol this 1w narvelous, Just w.hzn
the doton ondered. Tet's drink to Clive.
Onan hiest nend
e o Clive, ((They drink.)
cove . Well, thanke you hothe T diink
th the pane ol yon. Two yeal pood play
ey (He dacy 10.)

: Lo g
sary. You know, 1think there's some
: . 1ol dinenanne The
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taste and the look of it. Like holy ‘winc, or
something. I think it’s absolutely right that
it’s as expensive as it is. It makes one ap-
preciate it more, like something really
special. Like . . .
cunis. Like—zhat!
saLLY. Yes, exactly like that.
cLwve. What's that?
sarLy (vaguely noble). Oh—love, and
that sort of thing. . .
cLvE. You know, kids, this is a pretty
dreary sort of town. I've been here three
weeks, and I'm getting kind of fed up with
‘t.SALLY (alarmed). You're not going
away? o )
crive. | was kinda thinking of it.
saLLy. Oh, no, Clive. You mustn’t.
cLve (suddenly). What do you say we
all go? All three of us.
curis. But where?
cLve. Where would you like to go?
crus (as in a game). Anywhere in the
world?
cLivE. Anywhere in the world.
s, 1 think I'd like to go to India.
sarLy. Oh mo, it’s all so terribly unsani-
tary. T want to go somewhere tern'ﬁcally
mysterious and sinister, and full of history.
I'd like to go to Egypt.
crive. We can do both. Say, what do you
say—we take off from here as soon as
Sally’s well enough? Take ‘the Orient Ex-
press.
saLLy. That's such a lovely name.
cuve. Take it as far as Athens. Then we
can fly to Egypt. Then back to Marseilles.
From there we can get a boat to South
America. Then Tahiti. Singapore. Japan.
curis. You know, you manage to say
those names as though they were stations
on the subway.
sarLy. Well, he’s been to them all heaps
of times, haven't you, Clive darling?
cL1vE. Sure. Sure, [ have. But I'd kind of
get a kick out of showing them to you two
kids. And then we can end up in Cali-
for(rilnlus You don’t mean it, do you, Clive?
Just take ofl and go—just likf‘, that?
aarry. Bul of course, Chris. Why ever
not? ‘I'his is sheer absolute heaven.
ety And what happens to your stage
cueer?
sarny. Ol that can wait, Or we can
nick it up again in California. I'm =sure
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Clive knows all the movie magnates, don’t
you, Clive?
cuive. I know quite a few of them.
saLLY. | mean, you could get me on the
films like that, if you wanted to?
cLive. Oh, I guess so. Well, what about
it? When shall we take off? You won’t
need more than a week, will you? You
can rest on the train. ’ -~
saLLy. I can rest anywhere.
cLive. How’s about a week from today?
saLry. I think it would be marvelous.
cLivE (to curis). All right with you?
curis (sitting down, helplessly). Yes, 1
—I guess so.
crive. Okay, that’s that, then. And, look,
if we're going to have dinner up here, T'd
better go get us a few things. What would
you like? Some caviar, to start with?
saLLy. Oh, I'd adore that.
ctive. Then some soup. Some green
turtle, maybe. And a partridge. With
salad, of course. And T guess some of that
chestnut ice cream with whipped cream
all aver it. And some fruit—some peaches.
saLLy. Get something -for TFriulein
Schncider.
cuuts. Get her a pineapple. It's her idea
of real luxury.
crave. 1 think maybe we'd better get
some new china, too, and some decent
glasses.
craris. Well, if we're going away next
week . ..
crive. Oh heck, you can present them
to your landlady to make up for your rent.
I'll go get them.
saLLy. Why don’t you send your driver?
cLve. Heck no, this is kinda fun. Some-
thing to do. I'll be right back. I'll get some
real good brandy, too—half a dozen bot-
tles—and we’ll make a real picnic of it. So
long, kids. (He goes out. A long silence.)
saLry. [sn’t life extraordinary? Just when
you think you've really touched bottom,
something always turns up.
curis. Do you think he means it?
saLLY. Yes, of course he does. You know,
Chris, I really do adore him. I mean that.
I really do.
_crus. [ know. I've watched you doing
it
saLLy. You're

looking all
What's the matter?

stunned.

cunis. [ feel stunned. Doesn't it stun you
whei someone comes along and just whirls
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you right out of the whole flux of your
life?
saLLy. No, dear, not a bit. Besides, my
life hasn’t got a flux. And I don’t think
yours has, either.
curis. No, you're right, it hasn’c.
saLLy, Well, then?
cHris. But what will become of us?
saLLy. We shall have a wonderful time.
cHR1s. And then?
saLLy, I don’t know. Oh, stop bothering
with it, Chris. You always spoil things so.
curis. We shall never come back.
saLLy. I don’t want to come back.
curis. I suppose you'll marry him.
saLLy. Of course T will.
curis. And I? What will T be?
sarLy., You'll be a sort of private secre-
tary, or something.
curis. Without any duties. You know,
Sally, I can suddenly sce myself ten years
from now—in flannels and black-and-
white shoes, pouring out drinks in the
lounge of a Californian hotel. I'll be a bit
glassy in the eyes, and a lot heavier round
the jowls.
sarry. You'll have to take a lot of exer-
cise, that’s all. .
curis (going to the window). You were
both quite right. We've got nothing to do
with these Germans down there-——or the
shooting, or the funeral, with the dead
man in his coffin, or the words on the ban-
ners. You know, in a few days, we shall
have forfeited all kinship with about
ninety-nine per cent of the world’s popu-
lation. The men and women who earn
their livings, and insure their lives, and
are anxious about the future of their chil-
dren.
sarry. It’s the only way to live. Isn't
there something in the Bible about “Take
no thought for the morrow”? That’s ex-
actly what it means.
cuwrrs. I think in the Middle Ages, peo-
ple must have felt like this when they be-
lieved they had sold themselves to the
devil.
saLLy. Well, you needn’t come, if you
don’t want to.
curis. Oh no, I shall come. It’s a funny
feeling. Sort of exhilarating. Not really
unpleasant. And yet, I'm sort of scared,
too. If T do this, I'm lost. And yet T'm
going to do ir.
saLLy. Darling, is there any more in
that bottle of champagne?
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crus. Sure.
saLy (pouring). Chris, this is the end
f one life, and the beginning of another.
“wo weeks from now, we'll probably be
oating down the Nile, with the desert
1l round us in the moonlight, and all
hose marvelous sensual Arabs watchitg us
rom the tops of the pyramids. And then
here'll be India. And a Mabarajah will
fer me my weight in diamonds if Tll
ipend one night in his harem.
onris. Youwd better put on some weight.
Will you do it?
saLLy. Well, not unless he’s one of the
iind who looks like a sort of mixture of
Valentino and Buddha. If you know what
I mean.
crnis. Well, not exactly. What will T be
doing all this time?
saLLy. Oh, you'll be looking simply
marvelous and sexy in jodhpurs and an
explorer’s hat. And then there’ll be feasts
on volcanoes in the South Seas, and cock-
tails with Garbo. (She pours more drinks.)
Chris, what is it they say in German when
you're going on a journey, and they want
o wish you Tuck?
st 1hals and Beinbruch.
sarLy. What does that mean?
curss. Neck and leg-break. It’s supposed
to stop you having them.
sarry. That's wonderful. (Raising her
glass) Neck and leg-break, Chris.
cunss. Neck and leg-break.

(They drink.)

CURTAIN

ScenE Two

Sceng: Five days later. When the cur-
tain vises, curis is seated at the table fin-
ishing some coffee. There are one or 1o
dress hoxes lying around, and an open
wets e i front of the bed.

PRHALIE LT o enters, (‘(”'I'yl.ng a
hin i frits /\ul}_'o

e o e lers Teyvon, there
v b Loy Do ooy o
[RTITRRTARYTIR TR XN ORI the soran b oot
coenite yob bonbeein i illllll"_ L yorE peeai
1tk pobapee it the wrwe that e
‘.|n]1[1('(l him

cnms. What newst

wr mrvervrnwn Uheu have cloned
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the National Bank. T heard it this morn-
ing, and I couldn’t believe it. T went down
to sce. And, Herr Issyvoo, it is truc. The
bank is closed at the corner of the Nollen-
dorf Platz. There will be thousands ru-
ined, I shouldn’t wonder. Such times we
live in! It was bad during the war. Then
they promise us it will be betrer. And now
it is almost worse again. It is the Jews. 1
know it is the Jews.
curis. Friulein Schneider, how can it
be? You don’t know what you are saying.
FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. They are too clever.
And you buy things at Iandaver’s store.
That is a Jewish store. What did you buay?
curis (opening the parcel). 1 bought a
suit. Jt's—it’s a tropical suit. (Then, with
determination) Friulein Schneider, there
is something that T have got to tell you. I
<hould have told you before. Fraulein Sally
and 1 are going away. We're going_——wcll,
right round the world. We're leaving on
Thursday.
FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. This Thursday?
The day after tomorrow?
cunis. Yes, I'm afraid so. We'll pay you
till the end of the month, of course.
FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. But, Herr Issyvoo,
this is dreadful. Both of you going away,
and my other rooms empty, t0o. And now~
with the banks closing—what shall 1 do?
curus. I'm terribly sorry, but there are
other tenants. There must be.
FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. How shall T live?
And you tell me now, at the last minute!
crns. 1 know. I'm sorry, but—you can
have all that new china and glass we have.
FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER (in a7 outburst).
Never, never did 1 think it would come
to this. To live on other people—to become
fond of them, as T have on you. To help
Friulein Sally, take her to the doctor—and
then to have you walk out like this, as
though I were nothing but a landlady to
whom you can fling the rent.
ciris (helplessly). Friulein Schneider,
i’s not that. . . .
sRAULEIN scanEmER. And now I am an
old woman, and nobody will care what
Decomes of me. T ean go drown myself in
the  Spnee, (She 13 crying po, CHRES
fertns hn hen )
cieee Oy, please, Fronlen Schineider

paatit st (g ). Mo,
e not toen b T e the Judiae o l.
(WAL Y copies . She oears a nesiv, liphs
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suit, carries another dress box. She is very
gay.)

saLLy. What on earth's going on?

caris. I've just broken it to Friulein
Schneider that we're leaving. I am afraid
that she is rather upset.

FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. Upset? Yes, I am
upset. You go off on a trip of the whole
world. You can afford to do that. But me
I have had to wait for my money, becausé
you were too hard up sometimes to pay
me. And now you throw me the china
and the glass as a tip. The china and the
glass .. . I will throw them from the
wmdqws after your taxi as you go away
That is what I think from your china and
your glass. And from you, too. (She goes
out.)

saLLY. You're quite right, Chris. She is
upset. What did you have to'tell her for?

curis. Well, T thought we had to It's
only two days now. You know. that'was
sort of awful what she said, abc;ut our be-
ing able to afford this trip.

saLLy. [ don’t see why.

curis. It doesn’t
let Clive pay it all ?Seem om0 you—to
SALLY. Well, we couldn’t do it, if he
didu’t. And he wants to, I mean, we didn’t

ask for it. (The bell rings.) ’
e, Todidn’t feel that T could quite
explain that to Frinlein Schneider.
sarLy. I've got an absolutely exquisite
negligee. I must show it to you. (Ske opens
the box, and takes out a flufly pink negli-
gee.) Look, isn’t it simply marvelous?
ne:gmtﬁ;l?&tr,fally, what are jou going to
sarry. Darling, to lie around in.
curis. Where?
saLLy. Anywhere. I expect we'll do lots
of lying around.
FRAULEIN SCHNEIDE ] El
announces). Herr Wg{ldgﬁmw s ot
(FRITZ enters. FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER re-
tires.)
rrarz. Well, then, hello, you,
sarry. Hello. Look, Fritz, don’t you
think this is wonderful? (She shows the

116'§]1gc’c’, jumping on the oftoman to do
£0,

CHRIS. \’?‘Iﬁ’re going round the world.
FRITZ. The two of you. (T4
With Clive? ok, RS o)
caris. I know, Fritz. It doesn’t sound
likely. But he did ask us.
saLLY. Chris, do we have any of that
champagne left?
cHris. Oh, yes, there are still about four
bottles. You know he brought a dozen.
saLLY. Let’s open one.
currs (getnng it). It isn't cold.
_h.SALLY. That's all right. I'm terribly
thirsty, and we've just got time before his
car arrives to fetch us to lunch. (crris gers
a bottle and glasses from the washstand.)
How are you, Fritz?
Frorz. I am not good. I am not good at
all.
saLLy. Oh, dear, what’s the trouble now?

FRITZ. I would like to tell you. Can I
please?

saLLy. Yes, of course.

FRITZ. You remember, Chris, the advice
you give me from Natalia. I attempt it. [
think it goes well. And then 1 go again
to see her, and she sends me a note. She
w1ll. not see me, she will never see me
agaln. (SALLY urns (le/ﬂy iﬂ f7)1ba77'a.f.f—
ment.) I beg. I plead. I go again. At last
she see me. She tell me it is all over.
(crmis opens the boule and pours.) And
she shows me a note that her father has
received.

saLLY. From whom?

FRITZ. It is not signed. But it say, Herr
Landauer, beware. We are going tc; settle
the score with all you dirty Jews. We give
you twenty-four hours to leave German
If not, you are dead men. i

cHris (stopping pouring). Good Godl

hen was this?

Errrz. This was last night. And she sa
thf\t with that sort of thing she canno);
think now from anything else, and I am
to po away and ncver come back. And
when‘ I try to comfort her, and tell her
F}l(lt it is some silly schoolboy who writes
ity she scream at me that 1 do not under-
stand. Thar I am like all the others. That
her father is worried sick, and her mother
15 falling all the time ohnmichtig . . .

’

rrerz. But, yes, That is extremely sedue

llV(A It '1.-‘ for A part i the movies? sarLy. What is that?
;l\&;‘;l}l’..lll\".llll:lll(lTllil\/i i:nl.l‘ltvf.;“‘. w("l.(. poiy cunis. Fainting. .
P | aking us. ,/\” arovd FRITZ. Ja, she is talling fainting, and
e deaving an Thonsday. will I go, please. Please. Please.gi)lcascnosz

FReezs You say apain, please, I go
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warty (rmbarrassed). Well .. . Chiis,
isp’t that champagne ready yet?

cuus (roused). Oh, yes.

sarLy. Well, let’s have it. Here, Fritz.
Here's how.

cunis. How.

rritz (sadly). How.

saLLy. Oh, this is wonderful. Even
warm, it is wonderful. .

cHris. What is Herr Landauer going to
do?

sarLy. I should think he is going away,
isn’t he?

Fritz. No, he will not go away, He
wants that Natalia and her mother should
go. And Natalia will not. T think her
mother will go to Paris. But Natalia will
stay by her father.

saLLy. If it was me, I'd fly like a bird.
If T could afford it. And I'm sure they
can. I mean, what is the point of staying,
with that sort of thing going on?

rri7z. | do not know. (He drinks again,
then suddenly flings his glass from him
with a melodramatic gesture.) Verfluchter
Kerl! (He buries his head in his hands.)

sarny. 1ritz, what on carth’s the matter?

s, What js at?

vwrz. 1t is 1L Please, can [ tell you some-
thing else? Can I tell you both something?

saLLy. Yes, of course.

Fretz. It is something I have never told
anyone in my life before. But now I must
make confession. I am a Jew.

saLLy (gquite unperturbed). Well?

rrrrz. That does not surprise you?

saLLy. T sort of had an idea you were,
especially when you made so much fuss
about not being. And then I forgot all
about it. But so what?

exrrz. So what? I have lied and pre-
tended. Jiven to Natalia I have lied.

anmis. [ you were so keen on getting
hier, 1 should have thought that was the

very thing 1o tell her.

saney. Vler parents wanted her to marry
ajew.

ez, 1 know. 1 know. She los told me
that. And sull T could not say it 1 think
I wanted it even more, that no one should
ever know. Fven now, | cannot be one
from the Landauvers, and have letters hike
that written to me. T oam aslamed from
myself, but it is so. Aud now | have told
you, and now you know me o what |

am. And it is not nice. It is not nice
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all. (4 long pause.) Well, you say some-
thing, please. o
sarLy. Fritz, I think you are taking it
all oo seriously. I mean, it is your own
business.
rrirz. 1 do not think it is any more.
But still T cannot speak.
(Bell rings.)
satLy. That'll be the car. Clive’s car.
Quick, let’s have another drop of cham-
pagne. Fritz?
rritz. No, I do not want any more.
saLLy. Come on, it'll do you good. Here
... (She offers him her glass. He pushes
it away.) Oh, well, have it your own way.
curis (touching ¥rrrz). Fritz, I am ter-
ribly sorry. (¥FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER enicrs
with a note. She gives it to saLLy and goes
out again.) T know it’s not for me to give
you any advice. I don’t think I could, any-
how. But don’t you think maybe you
should tell Natalia that . . .
saLLy (who has opened the note and
read it). But . .. but ... (She cannot
speak.
pcrﬁu)s. What is it, Sally? )
saLLy. Oh, it’s nothing. Look, Fritz,
we’ve got to go out to lunch . . .
cirs (shocked). Bug, Sally . ..
sarLy (sharply). Well, we have. AI}(-‘
right away. Fritz, I'm not trying to get rid
of you, but we do have to go.
FRITZ. Ja, Ja, of course.
satLy. I'm most terribly sorry. And
please, please come back. Come back soon.
FrITZ. But you are going away.
saLLy. Oh . . . yes . . . Well, come to-
MOTIOW. .
prirz. [ will see. Good-by, Sally. Good-
by, Chris. I think maybe now I go pray a
little. But in what church? I do not know.
(He goes out.) .
caris. Really, Sally, that was a litde
cruel. Fritz really is in trouble . . .
sarLy. Yes, well, so are we. Real trouble.
Read that. (She hands him the note. He
reads it.)
cunis. Good God!
saLLY. Read it aloud, will you? I want to
he sure T got it right.
crws (reading). “Dear Sally and Churis,
I can’t stick this damned town any longer.
I'ni ofl 1o the States. Hoping to see you
sometime. Clive, These are in case T for-
pot anything.” (He looks in the envelope.)
Thiee hundied marks. (4 Jong pause.)

Welll
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saLLy. I should think you might be able
to say something better than “well,”
curss. I said “well” when it happened.
':{ can’t think of anything else to say, now
it isn’t going to.
saLLy. Do you think it’s true?
curis. Do you want to call up the hotel
and see? See if he’s gone? =
saLLY. You call. I don’t want him to
think I'm running after him.
ciris. 1 feel rather the same way.
saLLy, We could ask Friulein Schneider
to call. (Opens door.) Friulein Schneider
- . . Fraulein Schneider . . .
curis. What are you going to tell her?
saLLy. Nothing. Just ask her to call.
curis. And if he’s gone . ., ?
- sarvy. Well, we should have to tell her
in the end. That just shows why you
shouldn’t have told her now.
(FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER enters.)
FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. You called for me?
saLLY (over-sweetly). Yes, Schneider-
schen. Will you be a liebling, and call the
Adlon Hotel, and ask for Mr. Mortimer?
TRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. You-want to speak
to him?
saLLy. No, I don’t. I just want you to
ask for him. And if he is there—well, say
we'll be a little late for lunch. And then
come and tell us. (FRAULEIN scHNEIDER
goes without a word.)
cHwss. You know he’s gone, don’t you?
saLLy. I suppose I do, really. But we've
got to be sure. Do you think he did it on
purpose? Just to get us all steamed up, and

" then let us down like this?

chris. I think he just got fed up.

saLLy. And what about us?

cunis. I don’t imagine he even remen-
bered us—or not for more than a minute,
I think that’s the way he lives. And that
he lez_lvcs every town and every set of
acquaintances just that way.

sarLy. Easy come, easy go.

CHR1s. Yes.

saLLY. We were easy come, all right.
But, Chris, don’t you think it was out
rageous? I mean, really outrageous?

cHris. Sally, I don’t think we've got too
much right to have an opinion anyway
about the whole thing. ’

saLLy. And what have we got out of ir?

curis, Not much. But it didn’t last very
long. '

sarLy. I don’t think we’re much good as
geld-diggers, are we, dacling? (They be-
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gin to langh. FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER returns.)

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Herr Mortimer has
left, Friulein. He has gone back to the
United States.

saLrLy. I see. Thank you.

curis. And, Friulein Schneider, we
won’-t_: be going away——after all.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER (overjoyed). Ah,
Herr Issyvoo, you mean that?

cHris. Yes, I do.

FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. Oh, but that is
good. That is wonderful, Neither of you?
Not Friulein Sally, either?

saLLy. No, neither of us.

FRAULEIN sCHNEWER. Then, that is a
miracle! Oh, but I am happy. I am happy.

(She seizes saLLy by the waist, and starts
to dance.

SALLY (releasing herself). Yes, 'm sure -
you're happy, Friulein. But not now,
please. I'd like you to leave us alone.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER (repentant). But, of
course. Forgive me, Friulein Sally. T go
now. (She leaves.)

curis. Do you want to come out and
have some lunch?

saLry. I don’t think I could eat any.

cHris. [ don’t, either.

saLLy. Well, there we are. We've got
three hundred marks.

curis. What are you going to do with
them?

sarLy. We'll divide them.

cHris. No, you take them. They were
sent to you.

saLLy. They were meant for both of us.
Halves, Chris,

cunis. Well, thank you. (Ske halves the
money.)

saLLy. I shall take this negligee back.

curis. I'll take this suit back, too. '

sarLy (changing into mules and open-
ing the jacket of her suit). And we shall
have to find some work. There was a man
who wrote to me the other day about a
job in Frankfurt. I never answered him,
because I thought we’d be gone. T'll go and
see him this afternoon. (Starting to go
through her address book.) He'’s a hor-
rible old man, and he’s always trying to go
to bed with me, but I've got to make some
money, somehow—TI suppose. I've got his
address here somewhere.

cunrs. I'll have to put my advertisement
in the paper again. English lessons given.

SALLY (findine comethina clea)d O and
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saLLy. Yes, we can. T'll tcl.l you sp?’lg—
thing, Chris. Something I've just decided.
ainas. What's that? e
saLLy. I'm sick of being a whore. ' :
never going to look at another man with
money, as long as 1 live. (He laughs.)
] ' i
What's funny about that o
cumis. Nothing. I's a beginnng, any-
way. . g
S};LLY. What are you going to begin on?
curis. I'm going to start work tomorrow
morning. ’ ]
saLLy (carried away). We're both gO(l)nE
to begin. We're going to be good. ,
Chris, isn't it wondcr{ul?‘
caris (smiling). Yes, Sally. .
saLLy. We're going to be quite, quxﬁ
different people. We're even going to 100d
wonderful, too. People will turn aroun
and stare at us in the street, because our
eyes will be shining hkewdiamonds. "
crris. Diamonds—without any rings
under them. . ) )
satLy (very gaily). And think how we'ﬁ
feel in the mornings. Imagine what it wi
be like to wake up without coughing, or
feeling even the least little bit gck.
ormis. We'll have appetites like wolves.
Ravening wolves.
sanny. Don't you suppose we ()\11;1\( 10
diet? Eat just nuts and th’ngs"? -
crris. All right. And we'll give up smok-
inginbed . . - ]
%ALLY. And drinking before l;reakfast.
curis (shocked). Sally, d.O yous? What
saLLy. We must have a time-table. Wha
time shall we get up?

crurs. Fight o’clock.

sarLy. Half-past seven.

crris. All right.

saLLy. We shall take cold baths. You
have yours first. .

curis. And do exercises.

sarLy. Then well have break.fa,st to-
gether, and rtallk German. Nothing but
Clerman. "

cras. Ja. Jawohl

iy, Then we should study some-
o, Do you think we could learn ause-
ful toaded!

Ciee Wl weave Trom ephn thiey 1o
wite Awd then apemd aee horn nalany,
anpadl, Benred s Twinew "

eart v oy hoay oy A il ll. l: ul

vop yrnt bre mbnt o peeve bl
Vhibe Boar o ' o

Qere’s this. Do you want to earn some
money, Chris?
cmyx,s You know I do. I need to. (Puts
suit box on floor.)
saLLy  (pouring champagne). Well,
there’s a man who'’s staring a magazxpi.
It's going to be terribly highbrow \gxn
lots of marvelous modern photograp s;l—
you know, girls’ heads rcﬂe.cted upside
down in inkpots. (Passing drinks) Hertzi
Chris. It’s silly to waste 1t. Well, he wan;}e
me to write an article in the first aumber
on the English girl. I forgot all about lxlt,
and I haven’t an idea what to say, so why
don’t you do it for me? T'll give you the
money. .
crris. That's fine. Thank you. But yoti
must have part. How soon do you wan
it done? .
sarLy. I should give it him in a day or
two at the latest. bed
curis. Flow long is it to ber
saLLy. Oh, I don’t know. About that
long. (She gesticulates, then geis a book.)
Herc’s a dictionary, in case there are any
words you can’t spell.
cinas (takrng i, zmm.rcrl).’Good.
ALty (her arms around his neck). Oh,
Chiis, 1 do like you. You're like a mar-
Shiris,
velous brother. _
cums. 1 feel the same thing. But, you
know, Sally, we've been delivered frqr}l
something. From the Devil. 1 k’now1 11:(5t
disappointing, in a way. . .. That's wher
the old plays and operas were Wrong. . . .
There ought to be a sort Of. d}sappoxnt-
ment chorus at the end. But it is another
chance.
sarLy. Yes, I know. It couldn’t have
gone on forever. Clive wasn't the type.
He'd have ditched us somewhere, and that
would have been far worse. o
cinus. [t would have been worse still if
he hade’t ditched s, -
war ey Lle never meant to play straight
with i Vondee pphe e \V.I'»'\}H" l)('vx!.
IO that The Devil
woae e i Mally, Yo ale oae vy Lo

YOI

vt el chenge o way ol T TR P
e What« vy with v way ol
|'l|

‘ Cireee foey abennr ssrepthang b

Pl ety wny
bl et

Pl way |

warr s}
worle Tha
The hes P
haven't written e

—'l‘l'lxl1l ait

s by An
wittton Rhahe
ol fo w ks o P s v biws (NEYTIN T

3 i - . Hings
coerne Me too. Can't we telorng, fallye with ahnads ol M
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curis. Sally, joking aside. You are seri-
ous about all this, aren’t you?

sarLy. Of course I am. Terribly serious.
(She gets the address book.) I'm going to
start calling up everyone I know.

cxris, What for?

satry. To see what's going on. And
then, one decent piece of luck . . .

cHRris (urgently). Oh, no, Sally. That
isn’t what we need. A piece of good luck
today—a piece of bad luck tomorrow—
always at the mercy of things again . . .

saLLy. One #s. That’s life. It’s all acci-

dent.

cHRis (as before). Accidents are only the
result of things one’s done. Things that
one is. _

saLLy. Why, I could go to a party to-
night, and I could meet the most wonder-
ful man, who'd make all the difference to
my whole life and my career . . . (She
breaks off, looking at him.) What’s the
matter? Why do you look like that?

curis (slowly). Sally, you weren’t seri-
ous. You didn’t mean a word of it.

saLLy. Yes, I did. I meant every word. |

' going to be quite different. But there’s
o reason why I shouldn’t go out. T don’t
have 1o shut myself up in prison. That
sn’t what you want, is it?

crims. No, Sally, of course not. But . . |

saLLy (angrily). Well, then, stop looking
so disapproving. You’re almost as bad as
Mother. She never stopped nagging at me.
That’s why I had to lie to her. I always lie
to people, or run away from them, if they
won’t accept me as I am,

curis. I know you do, Sally.

SALLY (putting on an act). I think Pm
really rather a strange and extraordinary
person, Chris. (Pause.) What’s the mat-
ter? You laughed ar me the first time I
told you that. Can’t you laugh now? Come
on. (She starts to laugh, not ro0 brightly.
He starts a moment later, still more feebly.
The laughter dies. She tries agarn- 1t [arly,
They move slowly away from cach other.)
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and clothes are strewn around the room.
FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER 75 tidying up. There
is @ knock on the door.

CHRIS’s VOICE. Sally, may I come in?

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Come in, Herr
Issyvoo. (curis comes in.) Friulein Sally
is telephoning.

curis. She’s up very late,

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER., She was in very
late last night. ]

cHris. I left a manuscript in here for
her yesterday afternoon.

FRAULEIN sCHNEIDER. She did not come
back until almost six this morning. I think
maybe she drank a little too much. Her
clothes are all over the floor. And she had
only half her coffee this morning, and
some brandy too. It is not good so early.
(sALLy enters. She is wearing a robe, and
looks hung-over.)

saLLy. Oh, hello, Chris.

curis. Hello, Sally.

saLLy. Leave all that stuff for now,
Friulein. 'm going to wear it. I'm going
out quite soon. You can do the room then.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. Very good, Friu-
lein. (Ske goes.)

carss. I haven'’t seen you for a day and
a half.

saLLy. I know, P've missed you, Chris.

cuwis. T've missed you, too. I say, you
don’t look too well this morning.

saLLy. I've got a terrible hangover.

curis. What were you doing last night?

sarry. I was out with some people. I've
been out both nights. I've been an awful
fool, Chris. But don’t scold me, please.

curis. What have you been up to?

saLLy. Oh, not thar.

currs. [ wasn’t thinking of that!

saLLY. But we never stopped going
around. And then ' pot drunk and senti-

mental the fust nipht, and T telephoned
Mather in London.

anas Good God, what for?
sarvey. Danddenly fele ke it Bat we had

the ot awlul connection, and I couldn’t
Bear uowond, And last night was worse.
We went o the most boring places. O,

Clhie, 1 need someone to stop me. 1 really
o Twish 1'd stayed home with you.
cnws. Well, thank you, Sally.
sarLy. But you're awfully nice to come

hack to.

cHRis. You're nice to have come back. 1

sav, that sounds like 2 nannlar cono
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saLLy. Oh, it  does. Maybe we w:.‘l/ld
write it together and make a fortunc. (s he
improvises 4 tune.) “You're awlully nie

”
to come back to. o -
STIRTS iy the venie ) Y oncne e lndly
cinus (doing 1he

nice (o voine Tk

RAVE Y AR 1 b
Y an bally o tocene bick 10 ...

wab b (hov 1//(”(”(/ /1im). I dO
Aot o T tony, together. Much more than
4wl cver had an affair. That lirtle
quaniel we had didn’t mean anything, did
e )
cnrgs. 1 don’t think two people can live
as close as we do, and not have them. -
saLLy. But it was that that sent me out
on that idietic binge. ]
curs (pause). Did you read the article
1 left you?
sarLy. The what, dear?
curis. My article. )
saLLy (vaguely). Oh, yes, T—looked at it.
crris. Well? ;
saLLy (foo brightly). I'm terribly sorry,
Chris. But it won’t do.
cunss. Why, what's wrong with it?
sarry. IUs not nearly snappy cnough.
it Stappy?
sarLy. But iUs all rghy Christopher.
I’ve got someone else to do it.
curis, Oh? Who?
saLLy. Kurt Rosenthal, I called him this
morning.
cHris, Who's he?
sarLy. Really, Chris, T thought you took
an interest in the cinema. He's miles the
best young scenario writer. He earns pots
of money.
crris. Then why’s he doing this?
sarLy. As a favor to me. He said be’d
dictate it while he’s shaving, and send it
v to the editar’s flat.
ceenie Well, jounmadisam st really in my
e W b oadanb yon gt bave let me
ki
(XL ]
Vot aeed
ciere Aspl A wenbi?
dienny A I
viveby e b4 hee st s rlilng ae yon i
Vhos catring 4 e b i s apane
N R
ol e < (XS boath
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i
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oty by b TS O TR
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ey e read e the toea lew ol

ters. Tlonestly, I think it's the best novel
I've ever tead.

comes. But that doesn’t add up to very
|n‘|||y,1|m‘:, i? ) .

savry (her tone sharpeming, from /11.5).
I1¢’s the kind of author I really admire.
And he’s not stuck up, either. Not like one
of these young men who, because they've
written one book, start talking about art,
and imagining they’re the most wonderful
authors in the world.

curis. Just who are you talking about,
Sally?

SAyLLY (brushing her hair). ngl’, you
do, Chris. You know you do. And it’s silly
to get jealous. . ?

crms (angrily). Jealous? Who's jealous?

sarry. There’s no need to get upset,
either.

carts (furious). 1 am not upset. YO}I
don’t like my article. All right, you needn’t
go on about it. T can’t think Yvhy I f:xpectc.d
you to, with that snappy little bird-brain
of yours, Or your rich, successful friends
either, from whom you seem to have got
all this stuff about me. _

saLLy (equally angry). Would you like
to know what my friends said about you?

cuiis. No, Fwonldn’t
sansy. Well, ' tell you. They said you
were ruining me. That I'd lost all my
~sparkle and my effervescence. And that it
was all due to you. I've let you eat me up,
just sitting here, pouring myself into you.
cumss. Oh, is that what you've been
doing? o
saLLy. It's all you want. You're like a
vampire. If you don’t .havc someone
around you, you sit about in bars wailing
to devour someone.
curis. Your friends said that?
sarLy. My friends are a lot better than
the tatty people you run afound with. All
your friends seem to be intercsted in, 18
just flopping into bed.
e, And since when have you had
anything aganet bed?
ey b haven't angthing. S long st
ke winnewhion
crtien Yo tnean e quad for the fan
vl
LR
viale b
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curis. All right. When?

satLy. The sooner the better, I should
think.

curis. That’s ine with me.

saLLy. Good.

crris. So, this is the end for us?

saLLy. Yes. If you want it that way.
We'll probably bump into each other some-
where, sometime, T expect,

curis. Well, call me sometime, and ask
me around for a cocktail. ,

sarLy (pausing). I never know whether
you're being serious, or not.

curis. Try it and find out, if your
friends will spare you the rime.

saLLY (throwing it at him). You know,
you make me sick. Good by, Chris.

curis (alone). What a little bitch she is!
Well, Tve always known that {rom the
start. No, that’s not true, U've flattered my-
self she was fond of me. Nothing wonld
please me better than to see her whipped.
Really whipped. Not that T ciie o curse
what she thinks of my anicle ... Well,
not much. My literary conceit is ool
apainst anything she could say. s he
aiticran of myself. The awlul, sexual i
wotnen have for taking the stofling ont of
men. s no good telhing mysell dhad Sally
had the vocabuliy and nund of 1 nwelve
yearoldschoolpul. 00 0T nieaanaged
ow mterview, nphit lrom the bepning, |
should have been wonder [ul, Convinging,
fatherly, mature. 1 made the one tatal mis
take. I let her see I was jealous. Vulgarly
jealous. T feel prickly all over with shame,
Friends, indeed! Well, I certainly won't
see her again, after all this. Never. Never!
(saLLy rerurns, very shattered.)

saLLy. Chris, something awful’s hap-
pened. Guess who I met in the street, right
outside. 1 met Mother.

ciras. Whose mother?

sarry. Mine.

CHRLS.
London

“arty Shewas, But that call of mine ap
st hee D aappone T did souned o bt diunk.
Anyway, whie pranped to condmions, and
it an .uln]»l.nu’ (f||||'., ynn'u‘ potge to
B b s thung o e 1
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curis. That who was engaged?
saLLy. You and L. To be married.
cHris. Sally, you didn’t!
saLLy. Well, T needed someone who
sounded like a good, steady influence—
and you were the best I could think of.
She’s in the sitting-room. I told her this
place was all untidy, but she'll be in in a
minute, Oh, and her name isn’t Mrs.
Bowles. It’s Mrs. Watson-Courtneidge.
That’s my real name. Only you can’t im-
agine the Germans pronouncing it.
curts. And I'm supposed to stand by
and pretend? Oh, no, Sally.
saLLy. Chris, you've got to. You owe it
to me.
curis, For what? For letting me eat you
up? I'm sorry. And I'm going to my room.
saLLy (getting in his way). If you don’t,
I'll tell her the most awful things about
you.
curis. 'm afraid 1 don’t care. Tell her
what you like. ,
saLry (pleading). Chris, you can’t do
this to me.
curts. After the things you just said 1o
we? That T made you sick,
sarry. That was just an expression,
crras. No, Sally, We're through, Quite
through.
sarry. Well, we still can be, alter she
poes home. Only, lielp e keep her happy.
Don't helieve everything T osaid w first
about Mother. She isn't casy. Please, dar-
ling. Pleasel (Her wrms are around his
neck. He struggles to disengage himself.
Then MRs. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE COMRES 172,
She is a middle-aged English lady, in
tweeds. She carries a coat.)
MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE  (cafching
sight of the embrace). Fxcuse me. '
saLLy (extricating herself). Oh . ..
Mrs, warson-courtNenGe. | hope this is
Mr. Isherwood.
savry. Yes. Christopher.
MRS, WATSON-CoURTNEIDGE. I'm Mother.
cunes, T imapined that.
Mits, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Well—don’t
I deserve u kiss, too?
cvnrs (av sarvy looks pleadingly at
him). Ol yes, of course. (A kiss is per-
formed.)
MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. You're not a
bit like I imagined you.
curis. Oh, really. How did you imagine
me?

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Oh, tuite

e
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different. So this is your room, Sally. Yes,

I can see why you said it was qntidy. '
saLry. I got up very late this morning.

Friulein Schreider hasn’t really had time

to do it .

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. [ don’t im-
agine she does it very well at the best of
times. I've just been having a little talk
with her. I can’t say I like her very I.n\_lfll.
And why does she sleep in the sitting-
room?

curss. So that she can watch the corner.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. And what
happens on the corner?

curis. Oh—thatl

saLLy. Chris!

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. 1 beg your
pardon? ]

cunts (vaguely). This and that.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. 1 should
think she’'d be much better occupicd., look-
ing after . . . (Dusting the table with her
fingers) that and this! (She pzcks,up the
brandy glass.) Sally, you haven’t been
drinking brandy, I hope.

sarLy. That's Chris’s glass.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. On  your
breakfast tray? Where do you live, Mr.
Isherwood?

crs. Just across the hall.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE {dryly). How
convenient!

saLLy. What do you mean by that,
Mother?

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Sally, d.car,
I'm not asking for details. There are things
one doesn’t choose to know. But tf.:ll me,
you two, when are you getting married P’

sarry. I don’t know, Mother. We're
happy as—we are. Aren’t we, Chris?

cuuts (grimly). Just as we are,

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIGE. [ can well
believe it. But sooner or later, these things
have to be—well, shall we say, tidied up.
There are some questions I would like to
ask you, Mr. Isherwood.

cHris. Yes?

MERS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. I've read your
book.

curis. Oh, really?

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. After Sally
wrote me the title, T got it from the li-
brary—with a good deal of trouble. It’s
an odd book., Was it a success?

curis. No. Not really.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE, That doesn’t
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altogether surprise rr;c. I take it you don't
1 our writing!
IIVSH(;::S.YNO' Hardlgy. (Warningly) Sally!
MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. What do you
live on?
cums. 1 teach English. ‘
MRs. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. And is that
sufficient?
curs. I get by.
MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE, Can two get
?
by(':Hms. I'm inclined to doubt it. (As &e-
fore, but more so) Sally! )
MRs. WATsON-courRTNEIDGE. Well that is
not my concern. That will be Sally’s fa-
ther’s.
curis (getting no response from SALLY).
Well, now if you'll excuse me, Sally . . .
MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE, Are you not
Tunching with us? )
saLLy. Yes, of course he is.
curis. Sally, I can’t. )
saLLy. Yes, you can. You were lunching
with me. . )
curis. Look, I think there’s something
we ought to clear up.
sarry. No!
MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. What is that?
(Silence a moment. Then cums gives way.)
cuns. 1 haven’t got any decent clothes.
saLLy. You've got your blue suit.

curis. It’s almost in rags by daylight.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. My dear Mr.
Isherwood, it’s not your clothes we want,
it’s your company. I know all about'your
background. Anything you wear will be
all right, so long as it is clean. _

curis, Well, that’s part of the point.

saLLy (pushing him out). Go and
change, Chris. We'll wait here for you.

curss (after @ look ar her). 1 won't bs_a
minute, (He goes.)

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. e’s an odd
young man, Sally.

sarry. Oh, I don’t know, Mother.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Tell me, that
strange telephone call of yours—how much
was Mr. Isherwood involved in it?

saLLY. Involved?

MRS, WATSON-cOURTNEWGE. Had you had
a few too many cocktails because of some
—well—little quarrel with him?

saLy. Oh, no, Mother. Chris and 1
never quarrel. ,

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIGE. Well, in any
case, I think you two have been together

Ioam A

quite enough for the moment. You had
better move into the hotel with me.

sALLY (protesting). No, Mother, T . . .

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Sally, don’t
answer back. You always answer back. I've
begun to realize that things are a little
more complicated than I had imagined.
Hasn’t Mr. Isherwood suggested any date
for your wedding?

saLLy. No, Mother, I don’t think he has.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. I'm not sug-
gesting he will let you down. He’s a gen-
tleman. That’s one comfort. But . . .

saLLy (urgenty). Mother, you've got
entirely the wrong idea about Chris and
me. We aren't . . .

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE (interrupting
her). Sally, that is something you might
have had to say to your grandmother. You
don’t have to say it to me.

saLLy. But, Mother . . .

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE (as before).
Mother’s quite broad-minded.

saLLy (giving way). Well, all right, but
don’t rush him. Don’t try and force him,
or anything. .

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. T rust Mother!
I'see you still have that picture. You had
that in the nursery. “The Kitten’s Awaken-
ing.” I'm glad you still have that. The old
things are still the best, after all, aren’t
they?

saLLy (subdued). Yes, Mother.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE (embracing
her). We must get you back to them.

CURTAIN

SciNE Two

Scene: The same. Afternoon. About
three days later,

AT RISE: FRITZ 15 0n stage. FRAULEIN
SCHNEIDER 1§ setting a tray of coffee for
kim. The old pictures are back on the
walls. The room is again as in Scene 1.

FRAULEIN scHNEIDER. He is always back
around this time, Herr Wendel. You can-
not have to wait long.

Fri7z. I am glad that Christopher could
move back into this room again. Will he
stay on here?

FRAULEIN scHNEDER. Oh, I hope, He is
doing better now. Starting new lessons. It
is true they are almost all to the Jews, but
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even so there is at least some good that
comes from them that way. (Fritz does
not answer.) Is it true, Herr Wendel, thiat
they will take the money away from the
Jews, and drive them all out?

FRITZ. | have no idea.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. It would be a good
thing. Do you not agree with me?

Fritz. I don’t really know.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. But you must
know, Herr Wendel. Thar is what the
speakers all say. Everyone must know, and
cveryone must agree and only then can
Germany be saved. (Voices heard off
stage.)

CHRIS's voict. Go right in there, Natalia.
Are you sure you're all right?

NATALIA'S voick. Oh, yes, I thank you, I
am all right.

cHRIS'S VoicE. And then come to my
room. It’s the old room. (He comes in. He
is a little more messed up than usual.)
Oh, hello, Fritz. I didn’t know you were
here, (FRAULEIN scuNEDER goes out.)

Fritz. Was that Natalia’s voice [ heard
outside?

CHRIS. Yes, she’s gone to the bathroom.
[ must wash my hands.

Fritz. What is the martter?

curis. There was a bit of trouble. (He
pours water into the basin.)

Frurz. But what s it all about?

cHr1s (washing his hands). 1 was walk-
ing with Natalia after her lesson. We ran
into a bunch of toughs. Nazis, of course.
They were holding a street meeting. And
Natalia insisted on joining in.

FRITZ. Joining in?

crris. Yes, she got quite fierce. She
made a speech. She was almost like Joan
of Arc. I was quite astonished. :

Fritz. She is wonderful, that girl.

curis, And she was hit in the face with
a stone,

rrr1z. Um Gotteswillen. ]

cHRIs. It wasn’t serious. At least, | don’t
think it was. I wanted her to go to a doc-
tor, but she wouldn't. I think she is a bit
shaken, that’s all. And this place was
nearer than her home. I brought her here,

Frirz. It is better perhaps if your land-
lady does not see her.

curis. Why?

Frrz. She is not very partial to the
Jews, your landlady.

curis. Yes, I know. But she doesn’t
know what she is talking about.



You drink your brandy, and let me do it.
He starts to do s0.)
( curis (looking at his hands). You know,
I wonder if I shouldn’t take t_hese Band-
Aids off, and put on some iodine. I could
get gangrene, '
NATALIA. No, Christopher, you could not.
curis. You never know. Then tl’ley am-
putate your hands. And you can’t write
or type any more. {He rears off the Band-
Aids and paints on iodine.) .
vtz (finishing his job). There (He
seems to feel a little faint.) Now I take
some brandy. (He and NaTaLia gulp some,
hastily.) '
nataLiA. And now I think T go home.
Frrrz. You let me take you, please.
NaTALIA, My dear young man, I . . .
FRITZ (finishing for her). 1 am not yet
sixty years old, and I can go home un-
molested. . : fon
i at I go alone.
NataLia. So, Christopher, I think now NATALIA. [ prefe.rkthc_l}L1 tgou one:
(She sces ¥rarz, and stops) Oh, Fritz, rri1Z. I would like that y
w 1 ou.
17z. Ja, Natalia. y ' T
FI;TALIL ’ Christopher did not tell me NATALIA. Apc] if we run into an
" h € these street riots? | o . i
o WC[CH Crdi.d not know rritz. | would still like to take y(:x.
. He A [ ! :
FRITZ‘ L e give you some brandy, (cmwis raises his head. The two menl
NCH?H. e ey change glances. ¥Rtz nods very gcnt_y.)
atalia. ¢
I  thi I tell it now. )

. I do not think so. o L
S:;;:ASLMYes but I do think so. You need curts. Let him take you, Natalia
somethi.ng. And it's quite goocIi brandy. woulg chIil %cg;rw oL son o Soraantonts

‘ >— (U vod loot. I'm goin NATALIA. ;
. S1 i chItC "B gome Christopher. At the usualGhoarl.) Natalia
il e Yes, of course. Good-by, Natalia,
z (& ease, may I see cHRis. Yes, :
FM}Z (;0 KATALIA). Please, may I admired you very much this alternoon.
your faces ) . . & I
' ; nothin FRITZ. I,
t tak, \Mrming): “Lhers s ¢ NaTALIA. | cannot see why. Come. (She
there. ‘ e
] see oes out with ¥r1 )
e, (](”C’fh”gp)- I Wc})lum lxilkaiht:d itP’ ¢ (curis looks after them, then picks up
i ve ! : em ‘
IV;VICGST- . C}G:él-it LY'lfglrouaghlyP the Band-Aids and the iodine, and resumes
ou have wash ] i g
NaTALIA. [ have washed it thoroug}};ly,d /zz.;}p;}z{zxrszzz?gg.)doﬁm’t ook 00 good, (He
i o put a Band- . ok
sy oa e Tkl g splashes on some more iodine.)
RO On my face? (FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER come}: m‘% y
ormnes, 1 thine. , TRA HNEIDER. | take the coffee
i 1d. You can get FRAULEIN SCH! R, ¢
! ICH(;“S. : th'mlgi you sho ¢ tray. What is with your hands, Herr Issy
blood poisoning. .
nAaTALIA. And a bandage will help that?  voo? I think they may be poisoned.
crmis. I have some iodine. I can put that curs. I thin y o
on for you.
naTaLiA. Not on my face, I thank you.
¥rirZ. You let me put one of these on.
Just a very small one. Like so. (He holds o
riot:
one up. .
NATABIA (touched, but unwilling to show cHRIs. Yes.
it). I can put it on myself. ‘
wwrr7. | know. but let me do it, please.

T e ——

Fri1Z. She knows as much as most
people. " ‘

curis. And that is the tragedy. (crns
takes a series of Band-Aids, and starts to
put them on his hands rather excessively.)

Frirz. What is with your bands? Were
you In it too? . .

curis. Well, after Natalia st:achd,
couldn’t really keep out of it. Trying to
get her away. ‘

Fri7z. Natalia should not stay here.

caris. She'll stay as long as her father
stays. . '

Fritz. She would go if she married.

cunis. | doubt that. ‘

rrisZ (urgenily). But she ought to gol
Christopher, I know now I am in love
with Natalia. I have not seen her, but I
am in love with her. (NaraLa enters..
There is a small scar, newly washed, on
her face.)

come to hurt them? _
curis. It was in a street rioft.

tacking the Jews.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. But how did you

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. An anti-Jewish

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. And you were at-

o8t 4t

CHR1S. No, I was doing the other thing.
I'was defending them.

FRAULEIN SCHNEWER. But that js not
tight, Herr Issyvoo, The Jews are at the
bottom of all the trouble.

cHris (sharply). Friulein Schneider, I
think I've heard enough of that this after-
noon. Let’s not talk about it any more,

PRAULEIN SCHNEIDER. But that is wrong,
Herr Issyvoo. We must al] talk about it.
That is what the speakers say, Germany
must come first,

CHRIS (turning angrily). And what does
that mean? How can any country come
first that does things like that? Suppose T
push this in your face (He thrusts his fist
near her face, and she retreats.) because
Germany must come first—and I'm strong
enough to do it, and to hurt your What
does that prove?

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER, But, Herr Issyvoa

CHRIS. I've always been fond of you.
Now I'm ashamed of you. And everything
you say is horrible and - dangerous and
abominable. And now please go away.

FRAULEIN SCHNEIDER (angrily). You will

see, Herr Issyvoo. You will see. (Bell -

rings.)

cHris. I know thar talking like this
makes me almost as bad as you. Or per-
haps worse. Because I've got intelligence
~I hope—and you've just been listening
to things. Now go and answer the bell,
(She goes. He cries ouz in exasperation to
himself.) God, what is one supposed to
do? (He examines pis hands again.) 1
wonder if I've broken anything. Tt feels
awfully loose, (He flexes his thumb.)
Ought that to move like that, or oughtn’t
it? (saLLy comes in. She-wears the coat her
mother was carryin g1 the previous scene.)

saLLy. Hello, Chris.

cHRIS. Well, fancy seeing you again,

~without  your mother, (MRs.  waTson-

COURTNEIDGE comes in.) Oh, hello, Mzs.
Watson—Courtneidgc!

MRS, WATSON-COURTNBIDGE. GOOd after-

noon, Christopher.

curis. And how are things with you
two?

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. They’re very
well. Sally has been making me very
happy.

CHRIS. I see you've dressed her up in
your clothes.
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SALLY (defensively), Whay's wrong with
that? Mother’s got very good taste.

cHws. But it’sshardly your taste, is it?

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE (Ufting the
glass). Brandy again?

curis (defiantly). Yes,

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. | see. What's
the matter with your hands?

cHris. | hurt them. I was in a fight.

saLLy. Good gracious, you! What was
the fight about?

CHRIS. Jews.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Why were
you fighting about them?

cHRIs. I don’t like seeing people being
pushed around. (7o saLLy.) Or made to
pretend they’re what they’re not.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE, Oh, I see.
Well, now, Christopher, there’s something
I want to tell you. 'm taking Sally home,

caris. Oh? And what do you say about
that, Sally?

SALLY. Mother’s quite right, Chris. She
really is. T ought to go home. To my past,
and my roots and things. They’re very im-
portant to a girl.

CHRIs. Sally, don’t. Don’t let heyl

saLLy. Let her what?

CHRIS. You're disappearing, right in
front of my eyes.

RS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. I hope the
girl you knew 75 disappearing. I want you
to come, too, Christopher. Then you can
meet Sally’s father, and, if he approves of
you, he will find you a job of some sort.

hen you can be married from our house
at the end of next month. That will give
me time to arrange Sally’s trousseau.

curis. Look; Sally, haven’t you told your
mother yet?

SALLY (miserably). No, not yet.

MRS WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Told me
what?

cnris. Sally, T think you should.

SALLY (desperately). No, Churis, not now,

CHRIS. Yes, now. Mrs. Courtneidge,
there's something I have to tel] you. Sally
and I are no longer engaged. She sent me
a note this morning, to break it off,

MRS,  WATSON-COURTNEIDGE, Sally, you
never told me,

SALLY (very relicved). T wanted to speak
to Chris first,

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. This is all a
little sudden,.

curis. I don’t think its very sudden,
really, We had a sort of quarrel the morn-
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g you arrived, and we never really made
it up since.

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE, | thought you
never quarreled.

curis. Who said that?

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Sally did.
Are you sure about this, Sally?

sarLy, Well, yes, Mother, as a matter of
fact, I am. I don’t think Chris and I are
really suited to each other.

mRs. waTsON-coUuRTNEIDGE. Neither do I.
But I didn’t expect you to realize it. Well,
this alters everything. I will not expect you
to come back to England, Christopher.

crris. Good.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. But I'm very

_glad that Sally has been able to see the
truth for herself. I was afraid that she had
changed almost too much. That you had
changed her.

saLLY (70 cHRis). See?

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE (/0 SALLY).
Now you'll come back and settle down
again, and quite soon all of this will be
forgotten. I'm sure it will seem like a
rather bitter experience, but one gets over
everything in the right surroundings.

saLLy (subdued again). Yes, Mother.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. She has been
very good about you, Christopher. She has
continued to deny everything that I am
absolutely sure has taken place. T think
that shows a very fine character.

curis. No doubt that was due to your
influence.

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Perhaps you'll
forgive me if I say a few things to you,
Christopher. T think someone should say
them, and Sally’s father isn’t here to do
so. Perhaps that's lucky for you. He’s not
a patient man, and he adores Sally. I know
he'd think that anyone who'd harmed her
richly deserved a sound horse-whipping.

crris. Now, listen, Mrs. Courtneidge

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. 1 have no in-
tention of listening to you, Mr. Isherwood.
Sally has done quite enough of that, al-
ready. She’s a very sweet, simple girl, but
she’s too easily influenced.

curts (with meaning). Yes, I know.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. Perhaps you

think I'm a simple woman, too. Perhaps.

you think I haven’t noticed that, while
you've dragged me to the opera and all the
museumns, you have never introduced me
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to a single one of your friends. I can well
imagine why.

currs. Look, do we have to go into all
this?

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE  (sharply).
Yes, I think we do. It’s people like you
who are ruining the world. Unprincipled
drifters who call themselves authors, never
write a word, and then vote Labor on the
slightest provocation. No wonder we're
headed for socialism. You live in foreign
countries, and you let yourself get involved
in obscure political issues that are no con-
cern of yours . . .

saLLy (suddenly). Yes, they are.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE (surprised).
Sally!

saLLy. Some sort of principles are, and
I'm very glad to see he has some, and that
there is something he is willing to fight
for, instead of just sitting around.

cuiris. Now, Sally, wait a minute . . .

saLLy. I know. I've told you a lot of the

same things, myself. But I don’t like to
hear Mother say them. Certainly not to
you. You don't know Chris, Mother. You
don’t understand him. He’s a very fine
person. He's been wonderful to me. He
has. He’s done a lot for me, and he’s tried
to do more. And he’s an artist. Well—
potentially. All artists need time. He’s go-
ing to write a wonderful book one day,
that'll sell millions of copies—or a lot of
short stories all about Germany or some-
thing—which will tell the world wonder-
ful things about life and people and every-
thing—and then you'll feel very silly for
the things you've just said.

MRS. WATSON-COURTNEIDGE. I thought
you’d just broken off your engagement.

satry. Yes, I have. But I'm not going
to stand here and let you nag at him like
that. He doesn’t chase around after hor-
rible, influential people, and I bet he
wouldn’t take a job from Father if he
offered him one, He’s got too much pride.

And character. It just wants—working up,

that’s all. And now let’s go.

MRS, WATSON-COURTNEIDGE (staggered).
Well ... Tll say good-by, Christopher.
We shall be leaving tomorrow, or the next
day. T don’t imagine that we'll meet again.
And I would prefer that you and Sally did
not see each other again, cither. Shall we
go, Sally?

sarLy. Yes, Mother.

I AM 4

(They leave, savry refusing 1
sy fusing to look back

cHris. Well. Really! (He goes 10 ‘t/ze
table, tmd’zlze brandy botile, then stops.)
No, I won’t. T will have some principles!
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SceNE THREE

Tivz: Three days later. Evening.

SCENE: A large trunk is open in the
middle of the floor. cuns is putting things
Lo it and sorting others from the closer,

curis. Where did T ever get all the

things? This shirt—I can’t pgossibly hajz
bought it. No, T didn’t of course. I re-
member. It was at that party at the Lithu-
anan sculptor’s, where a whole bottle of
creme de menthe got spilled over mine.
'I:hesc are Clive’s silk ones. T don’t suppose
I'll ever wear them, but you never know.
This pair of drawers. No,’ really, they’re
too far gone. Out! (He throws them away.
Enter saLry. She is dressed as i the first
scene.)

saLLy. Chris!

caws. Sallyl T thought you'd gone. I
thought you’d gone home.

saLLy. No. Mother left this morning.

cHr1s. And you're not going? '

saLLY. Not home. Oh, Chris, it was
ghastly getting rid of Mother. But I knew
I had to, after that scene here.

curis. How did you do it?

SALLY (giggling). T did something aw-
ful. T got a friend in London-to send her
an anonymous telegram telling her Daddy
was having an affair. That sent her off jn
a mad whirl. But Daddy will forgive me.
Besides, it’s probably true—and 1 don’t
blame him. I told Mother I’d follow her
when [ got some business settled. And
something will turn up to stop it. It al-
ways does, for me. I'm all right, Chris
Pm back again. ’ .

cHris (smiling). Yes. I can see you are.

saLLY. Is there anything to drink?

curis. There's just a little gin, that’s all.

satLy. I'd love a little gin. In a tooth
glass. Flavored with peppermint. Where
are you off to?

curts. I am going home.

saLLy, When?

cHris. Tomorrow night. I'm going to
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Fritz and Natalia’s wedding in the after-
noon. -
saLLy. Wedding? How did that happen?
cHris. Fritz told Natalia about himself
and that did it. And now he doesn’t have
to pretend any more. Come with me, Sally.
They’d love to see you.
sarLy. Oh, I'd like to, but T won’t be
bere. :
cHris. Where will you be?
saLLy. I'm leaving for the Riviera to-
night,
cHris, With whom?
saLLy. For a picture.
ctris. Well, fine. Is it a good part?
sarLy. I don’t really know. I expect so,
You haven’t got a drink, Chris. Have a
drop of this. Make it a loving cup. (He
tcaéfiss?a sip.) Why are you going away,
| CHEIS. Because I'll never write as long as
I'm her'e. And T've got to write. It’s the
only thing I give a damn about. I don’t
regret the time I've spent here. I wouldn't
have missed a single hangover of it. But
now I've got to put it all down—what I
think about it. And ljve by it, too, if I
can. Thank you for the idea about that
book, Sally. The short stories. I think
maybe that will work out.
saLLy. Oh, I hope so.
b6 sead, Ok pe so. I do want you to
CHRIS. I am going to try, Sally. Now
tell me about you and this job that you,
don’t seem to know anything about. Or
care about. Who's the man, Sally?
saLLY. Man?
cHris. Oh, come off it
saLLy (giggling a little), Well, there is
a man. He’s wonderful, Chris, e really is.
curis. Where did you meet him?
saLLy. Two days ago. Just after we left
here. He saw us in the street. . . . Mother
and me, I mean—and our eyes met—his
and mine, [ mean—and he sort of followed
us. To a tea shop, where he sat and gazed
at me. And back to the hotel. And at the
restaurant. He had the table next to us
and he kept sort of hitching his foot
around my chair. And he passed me a note
in the fruit-basket. Only Mother got it by
mistake, But it was in German. I told her
1t was from a movie agent. And I went
over and talked to him, and he was! Then
we met later. He's quite marvelous, Chris.
He’s got a long, black beard. Well, not
really long. T've never been kissed bv a
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beard before. I thought it would be aw-
ful. But it isn’t. It’s quite exciting. Only
he doesn’t speak much German. He’s a
Yugoslavian. That's why I don’t know
much about the picture. But I'm sure it
will be all right. He'll write in something.
And now I've got to run.

cunis. Oh, Sally, must you? Must you go
on like this? Why don’t you go home,
too? Come back with me. I mean it, Sally.
My family’ll give me some money if ’'m
home. Or I'll get a job. I'll see that you're
all right.

sarLy. It wouldn’t be any good, Chris.
I’d run away from you, too. The moment
anything attractive camc along. Its all
right for you. You're a writer. You really
are, 'm pot éven an actress, really. I'd love
to see my name in lights, but even if I
had a first-night tomorrow, if something
exciting turned up, I'd go after it. T can’t
help it. That’s me. I'm sentimental enough
to hope that one day I'll meet the perfect
man, and marry him and have an enor-
mous family and be happy, but until then
—well, that’s how I am. You know that
really, don’t you?

curis. Yes, Sally, I'm afraid I do.

saLLy. Afraid? Oh, Chris, am I too aw-
ful-—for me, I mean?

curis. No, Sally. I'm very fond of you.

saLLy. I do hope you are. Because I am
of you. Was it true about eternal friend-
ship that we swore?

crrts. Yes, of course it was. Really true.
Tell me, do you have an address?

saLLy. No, I don’t. But U1l write. I really
will. Postcards and everything. And you
write to me. Of course, you'll be writing
all sorts of things—books and things—that
I can read. Will you dedicate one to me?

chris. The very first one.

sarLy. Oh, good. Perhaps that’ll be my
only claim to fame. Well—good-by for
now, Chris. Neck and leg-break.

crws. Neck and leg-break. (They go
into each other's arms.)

saLLy (starts to go, then turns to CHRIS).
I do love you. (She goes, swiftly.)

curis (stares after her, for a moment).
I love you too, Sally. And it’s so damned
stupid that that’s not enough to keep two
people together. (He starts to move to-
ward the window. The lights begin to
dim.) The camera’s taken all its pictures,
and now it’s going away to develop them.
I wonder how Sally will look when I've
developed her? 1 haven’t got an end for
her yet, but there probably isn’t one. She’ll
just go on and on, as she always has—
somewhere. (He looks out of the win-
dow.) There she goes now. Into the photo-
graph. She’s just going around the corner.
(He watches as the curtain starts 10 fall.)
Don’t forget those postcards, Sally.
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