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1 THE WHORE AND THE SOLDIER

Late in the evening. On the Augarten Bridge.

SOLDIER, on his way home, whistling.

waORE. Want to come with me, Angel Face?
SOLDIER turns round, then walks on.

wHORE. Wouldn’t you like to come with me?
soLDIER. You mean me? Angel Face?l

wHORE. Who do you think? Come on. Come with me. I live
near here.

SOLDIER. I got no time. Have to get back to the barracks.

wHORE. You'll get back to the barracks all right. But it’s nicer
with me.

SOLDIER, near her now. Yeah. Could be.

wHORE. Uh, uh! A cop might come.

soLpIER. Nonsensel What's a cop? I got my sword on.
wHORE. Come on with mel

sOLDIER. Leave me alone. I got no money anyhow.
wHORE. I don’t need no money.

SOLDIER stops. They are under a street lamp. You don’t need no
money? Who are you for God’s sake?

wHORE. Civilians have to pay, sure. A guy like you can get it
from me for nothing.

SOLDIER. So you're the one Huber told me about. . . .
wHORE. I don’t know any Huber.

soLDIER. You'd be it. That’s right. The cafe in the Schiff Gasse.
Then he went home with you.
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6 LA RONDE

wHORE. The cafe in the Schiff Gassel I've taken plenty of guys
home from there. Eh!

Her eyes tell how many.
SOLDIER. Let’s go then, let’s go.
wHORE. What? You're in a hurry now?

soLDIER. Well, what are we waiting for? I gotta be back in the
barracks at ten.

wHORE. How long you been in the army?

soLDIER. What business is that of yours? Live far from here?

WwHORE. Ten minutes’ walk.

soLDIER. Too far. How about a kiss?

WHORE kisses him. 1 figure that’s the best part of it. When I like
a guy.

soLbIER. I don’t. No. I can’t go with you. Too far.

wHORE. Tell you what. Come tomorrow. In the afternoon.

soLDIER. Okay. Give me the address.

WHORE. Only—I bet you won’t come.

soLDiER. I told you I would, didn’t I?

wHORE. Tell you what—if it’s too far tonight—how about over
there?

She points toward the Danube.
soLDIER. What's over there?
wHORE. Lovely and quiet there too. No one around this late.
SOLDIER. Aw, that’s no good.

WHORE. It’s always good—with me. Come on, stick around with
me. How long do we have to live?

soLDIER. Okay, then. But let’s make it snappy.

wHORE. Easy. It’s so dark there. One slip, and you're in the
Danube.

sOLDIER. Might be the best thing.

WHORE. Pst] Hey, wait a second. We’re just coming to a bench.
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soLpiER. You know your way around.

waoRE. Wish I had a guy like you for a boy friend.
soLpiER. I'd make you jealous too much.

wHORE. I'd know how to take care of that.
soLbpIER. Think so?

wHORE. Not so loud. Could be a cop around at that—he might
be lost. You wouldn’t think we were right in the middle of
Vienna, would you?

soLDIER. Over here. Come on over herel
wHORE. What's eating you? If we slip, we're in the river!:
SOLDIER has grabbed hold of her. Ahl now . ..
wHoRE. Hold on tight now.
soLDIeR. Don’t worry . . .
o o ° o L]
wHoORE. It'd have been a lot better on the bench.
soLpIER. On the bench, off the bench . . . Well, you getting up?
wHORE. Where are you rushing off—
soLpIER. Got to get back to the barracks. I'm late anyhow.
wHORE. Tell me, soldier—what’s your name?
soLpiER. What’s my name got to do with you?
wHORE. Mine’s—Leocadia.
soLpier. Hal That’s a new onel!
wHORE. Soldier . . .
soLpIER. Well, what do you want?
wHORE. How about a dime for the janitor?

soLpier. Hal . . . What do you think I am? Goodby! Leoca-
dia...

wHORE. You crook! You son of a bitch!
He is gone.
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2 THE SOLDIER AND THE PARLOR MAID

The Prater. Sunday evening. A path leading from. the
WURSTELPRATER—Or amusement park—out into dark avenues
of trees. The din of the amusement park is audible. So is the
sound of the FUNFKREUZERTANZ—a banal polka—played by
a brass band. The Soldier. The Parlor Maid.

PARLOR MAID. Yes, but now you must tell me. What were you
wanting to leave for all the time?

SOLDIER laughs stupidly; he is embarrassed.

PARLOR MAID. I thought it was marvellous. I love dancing.

SOLDIER takes her by the waist.

PARLOR MAID, letting him. But we’re not dancing now. Why
are you holding me so tight?

soLDIER. What's your name? Kathi?

PARLOR MAID. You’ve got a Kathi on your mind.
soLDIER. I know. I've got it: Marie.

PARLOR MAID. Look, it’s dark here. I get so scared.

soLpIeR. Nothing to be afraid of with me around. Just leave it
to uncle.

PARLOR MAID. But where are we going to, through? There’s no
one around at all. Let’s go back, come on! How dark it is!

SOLDIER, pulling at his Virginia cigar till the tip glows. See it
get lighter? Hal My little treasure!

PARLOR MAID. Ooh! What are you doing? If I'd known this. . . .

soLpiER. Nice and soft! Damned if youre not the nicest and
softest one in the whole bunch, Friulein!

PARLOR MAID. What whole bunch?
SOLDIER. In there—in the Swoboda.

PARLOR MAID. You tried all of them?
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soLpIeR. Oh, you notice. Dancing. You notice a lot of things.
Hal

PARLOR MAID. You danced with that blonde more than with
me. The one with the face.

soLDIER. Friend of a buddy of mine. An old friend of his.
PARLOR MAID. The corporal with the turned-up mustache?

soLpiER. Nah. The civilian. You know—the one at the table
with me before. With the hoarse voice?

PARLOR MAID. Oh, yes. I know. He’s pretty fresh.

soLpIER. Did he try something with you? I'll show the bastard.
What did he try?

PARLOR MAID. Oh, nothing. I just saw how he was with the
other girls.

soLpIER. Now, Friulein, tell me . . .

PARLOR MAD. Ooh! You'll burn me with that cigar.

soLDIER. Oh, pardon me, Friulein—or can I call you . . . Marie?
PARLOR MAID. We haven’t known each other very long.

soLpier. Hell, there’s lots of people use first names and don’t
even like each other.

PARLOR MAID. Let’s make it next time, when . . . You see, Herr
Franz ...

SOLDIER. You got my name!
PARLOR MAID. You see, Herr Franz. . .
SOLDIER. Make it just—Franz, Friulein.

PARLOR MAID. You mustn’t be so fresh. Sh! What if somebody
comes!

soLDIER. What if they do? You can’t see six feet in front of you.
PARLOR MAID. But, heavens, where are we getting to?
soLDIER. Look! There’s two just like us.

PARLOR MAID. Where? I can’t see a thing.
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soLpiER. There. Right up there.

PARLOR MAID. What do you say like us for?

soLpieR. Oh, I only mean—they kinda like each other.
PARLOR MAID. Hey, watch out! What was that? I nearly fell.
SOLDIER. It’s these railings they put round the grass.
PARLOR MAD. Don’t push so hard. I'll fall right over.
soLDIER. Shl Not so loud!

PARLOR MAD. Look now I'm really going to scream! What are
youdoing...hey...

soLDIER. There’s no one for miles around.
PARLOR MAID. Let’s go back with the rest of them.

SOLDIER. But we don’t need them, Marie, what we need is . . .
uh, huh... _ '

PARLOR MAID. Herr Franz, pleasel For Heaven’s sake!! Now
listen, if I'd had ... anyidea...ohl...oh!l...yes...

° * [ ] L L
soLDIER (blissfully). Jesus Christ Almighty! ... Ah-h!...
PARLOR MAM. . . . I can’t see your face at all.
SOLDIER. My face? . . . Helll

soLDIER. Now look, Friulein, you can’t stay in the grass all
night.

PARLOR MAID. Oh, come on, Franz, help me up!

SOLDIER. Okay.
He grabs her.
Oops!

PARLOR MAID. Oh dear, Franz!
SOLDIER. Yes, yes? What'’s the matter with Franz?
PARLOR MAID. You're a bad man, Franz.

SOLDIER. Oh, so that’s it? Hey, wait for me!
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PARLOR MAID. What do you let me go for?
soLpIER. Can’t I get this cigar lit for God’s sake?
PARLOR MAID. It’s so dark.

soLDIER. Well, tomorrow it'll be light again.
PARLOR MAID, Tell me something—do you like me?

soLpIER. I thought you might have noticed!
He laughs.

PARLOR MAD. Where are we going?
soLprer. Why, back!
PARLOR MAID. Oh, please, Franz, not co quick!

soLDIER. What’s the matter? I don’t like running around in the
dark.

PARLOR MAID. Tell me, Franz, do you. . . like me?
SOLDIER. I just told you I liked you.
PARLOR MAID. Come on then, give me little kiss.

SOLDIER, condescending. Here . . . listen! You can hear that
music again.

SOLDIER. Sure. What’s wrong with that?

PARLOR MAD. Well, Franz, look, I must be getting back. They’ll
gripe anyhow, the lady of the house issuch a . . . she’d like it
best if we never went out at all.

SOLDIER. Sure. You go home then.
PARLOR MAID. Herr Franz! I thought. . . you might take me.

soLDIER. Home? Ehl
The open vowel indicating disgust.

PARLOR MAID. Oh, please, it’s so dreary—going home alonel
soLprer. Where do you live?
PARLOR MAID. It’s not far—Porzellan Gasse.

soLDIER. Oh! Then we go the same way . . . But it’s too early
for me! I want some fun. I got a late pass tonight. Don’t have
to be back in the barracks till twelve. I'm going dancing.
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PARLOR MAID. I see how it is. It’s that blonde. The one with
the face.

soLDIER. Ha! . . . Her face ain’t so bad.

PARLOR MAID, Heavens, you men are wicked! I bet you do this
to every girl.

soLDIER. That might be too many.

PARLOR MADD. Franz, do me a favor. Not tonight—stay just with
me tonight, look. . ..

soLpIER. Okay, okay. But I can dance for a while first, I sup-
pose?

PARLOR MAID. Tonight I'm not dancing with anyone but you.
soLDIER. Here it is.
PARLOR MAD. What?

soLpiER. The Swoboda, quick work, huh? And they’re still play-
ing that thing.
Singing with the band.

Tatatatum, tatatatum! . . . All right, if you want to wait, I'll
take you home. If you don’t, I'll be saying good night . . .

PARLOR MAID. I think I'll wait.

soLprer. Why don’t you get yourself a glass of beer?
Turning to a blonde, dancing by with her boy, putting on a
“refined” accent.
May I have the pleasure?

8 THE PARLOR MAID AND THE
YOUNG GENTLEMAN

A hot summer afternoon. His parents are off in the country.
The cook is having her half-day. In the kitchen, the Parlor
Maid is writing the Soldier a letter; he is her lover. There is
a ring from the Young Gentleman’s room. She gets up and
goes into the Young Gentleman’s room. The Young Gentle-
man is lying on the sofa with cigarette and French novel.
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PARLOR MAID. You rang, Herr Alfred?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh, Yes . .. Marie . . . yes, I did ring as a
matter of fact. . . . Now what was it? . . . Oh, I know, let the
blinds down, Marie, will you? . . . It’s cooler with the blinds
down...dont you think? . ..

PARLOR MAID goes to the window and lets the Venetian
blinds down.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, going on reading. What are you doing,
Marie? That’s right. Oh, but now I can't see to read.

PARLOR MAID. The way you always study so, Herr Alfred!
YOUNG GENTLEMAN, passing over this loftily. Thatll be all,
thanks.
The PARLOR MAID goes out.
The YOUNG GENTLEMAN tries to go on reading; soon lets the

book fall; rings again.
The PARLOR MAID is in the doorway.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Look, Marie . . . now, um, what I was go-
ing to say ... well . .. yes, is there any cognac in the house?

PARLOR MAID. Yes, Herr Alfred. But it’s locked up.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh. Well, who has the key?

PARLOR MAID, Lini has the key.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Who's Lini?

PARLOR MAID. The cook, Herr Alfred.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh. Then go and tell Lini.

PARLOR MAID. Well . . . Lini’s having her half-day.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh.

PARLOR MAID. Shall I run over to the cafe for you, Herr Alfred?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh, no . . . hot enough as it is. I don’t need
cognac anyway. Listen, Marie, just bring me a glass of water.
Wait, Marie—let it run, hm? Till it’s quite cold?

The PARLOR MAID goes.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN is watching her go when the PARLOR
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MAID turns round at the door. The YOUNG GENTLEMAN stares
into space. The PARLOR MAID turns the faucet on and lets the
water run. Meanwhile, she goes to her little room, washes
her hands, and arranges her curls in the mirror. Then she
brings the YOUNG GENTLEMAN the glass of water. She walks
to the sofa.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN raises himself part way. The PARLOR
MAID puts the glass in his hand. Their fingers touch.

yOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh. Thanks. . . . Well, what is it? Now be
careful. Put the glass back on the tray. ...
He lies back and stretches out.
What's the time?

pPaRLOR MAD. Five o’clock, Herr Alfred.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I see. Five. Thank you.

The PARLOR MAID goes; at the door, she turns; the YOUNG
GENTLEMAN is looking; she notices and smiles.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN lies where he is for a while, then
suddenly gets up. He walks to the door; then returns and lies
down on the sofa. He tries to read again. In a couple of min-
utes, he again rings.

The PARLOR MAID enters with a smile which she makes no at-
tempt to hide.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Look, Marie, what I was going to ask you
. .. didn’t Dr. Schueller call by this morning?

PARLOR MAID. No. No one called this morning.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Well. that’s strange. So Dr. Schueller
didn’t call? You know him—Dr. Schueller?

PARLOR MAID. Oh, yes. The tall gentleman with the big black
beard.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Yes. Maybe he did call?

PARLOR MAID. No. No one called, Herr Alfred.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, taking the plunge. Come here, Marie.
PARLOR MAID, coming a little closer. Yes, Herr Alfred?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Closer . ..yes...um...Ionly thought...
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PARLOR MAID. Yes, Herr Alfred?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Thought . . . I thought . . . about that
blouse. What kind is it? . . .Oh, come on, closer. I won’t bite

you.

PARLOR MAID comes. What's this about my blouse? You don’t
like it, Herr Alfred?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN takes hold of the blouse and, in so doing,
pulls the PARLOR MAID down on him. Blue, is it? Yes, what a
lovely bluel :

Simply.
You're very nicely dressed, Marie.
PARLOR MAID. Oh, Herr Alfred!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Well, you arel!
He’s opened the blouse. Matter-of-fact.
You’ve got lovely white skin, Marie.

PARLOR MAID. I think you're flattering me, Herr Alfred.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, kissing her bosom. This can’t hurt you, can
it?

PARLOR MAID. Oh no!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. How you're sighing! Why do you sigh like
that?

PARLOR MAID. Oh, Herr Alfred . ..
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. And what nice slippers you haveon.. ..
PARLOR MAID. . . . but . . . Herr Alfred . . . if the doorbell

rings. ..
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Who'd ring at this hour?
PARLOR MAID. But, Herr Alfred . . . you see, it’s so light!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oho, you needn’t be embarra<sed with me!
You needn’t be embarrassed with anybody . . . pretty as you
are! I swear you are, Marie! You know, your hair has such a
pleasant smell.

PARLOR MAID. Herr Alfred . . .
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YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Don’t make such a fuss, Marie. I've seen
you . .. quite different. When I came in late the other night,
and went for a glass of water, the door to your room was
open...yes...

PARLOR MAID hides her face. Heavens, I'd no idea you could be
so naughty, Herr Alfred.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I saw a great, great deal . . . this . .. and

this...and this...and ...
PARLOR MAID. Herr Alfred!!
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Come on . . . here . . . that’s right, yes . . .
PARLOR MAID. But if anyone rings . . .

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Now stop it, for Heaven’s sake. We won’t
go tothe door.. ..

L] -] o o o
The doorbell rings.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Christ Almighty! . . . What a racket the

man makes! Maybe he rang before and we just didn’t pay
attention.

PARLOR MAID. Oh, I kept my ears open the whole time.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Well, now, go and see—through the peep-
hole.

PARLOR MAID. Herr Alfred . .. Youare... Nol... a naughty
man!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Now please, go take a look.
The PARLOR MAID goes. The YOUNG GENTLEMAN quickly
pulls up the Venetian blinds.

PARLOR MAID comes back. Whoever it was, he’s gone away
again. There’s no one there. Maybe it was Dr. Schueller.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, disagreeably affected. Thatll be all,
thanks.

The PARLOR MAID comes closer.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, retreating. Look, Marie, I'm going. To the
café.

PARLOR MAID, tenderly. So soon . . . Herr Alfred?
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YOUNG GENTLEMAN, severely. I'm going to the café. If Dr.
Schueller should come here . . .

PARLOR MAID. He won’t be here today.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, more severely. If Dr. Schueller should
come here, I...I...I'm—in the café.

He goes into the next room.

The PARLOR MATD takes a cigar from the smoking-table, slips
it in her pocket, and goes out.

4 THE YOUNGGENTLEMAN AND THE
YOUNG WIFE

Evening. A drawing-room in a house in the SCHWIND GASSE,
furnished with cheap elegance.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN has just come in and, still in hat
and overcoat, lights the candles. Then he opens the door
into the next room and glances in. The glow of the candles
in the drawing room falls on the parquet floor and makes its
way to the four-poster against the rear wall; a reddish glow
from the fireplace in a corner of the bedroom is thrown on
the bed curtains.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN also inspects the bedroom. He takes
an atomizer from the dressing table and sprays the pillows
with a fine stream of violet perfume. Then he goes with the
spray through both rooms, squeezing the little bulb the
whole time, so that soon the whole place smells of violets. He
takes off hat and overcoat, sits down in a blue velvet arm-
chair, lights a cigarette, and smokes. After a short while he
gets up to make sure that the green shutters are drawn. Sud-
denly he goes back to the bedroom, opens the drawer of the
bedside table, feels around till he finds a tortoise shell hair-
pin. He looks round for a place to hide it, and finally puts it
in his overcoat pocket. Then he opens a cupboard in the
drawing room, takes out a silver tray, a cognac bottle, and
two liqueur glasses, and puts it all on the table. He goes
back to his overcoat and fishes out a small white parcel,
which he opens and puts next to the cognac bottle. He re-
turns to the cupboard and takes out two dessert plates,
knives, and forks. From the small parcel he extracts a mar-
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ron glacé and eats it. Then he pours himself a glass of cognac
and quickly drinks it down. He looks at his watch. He paces
the room. In front of the large mirror on the wall he stops
for a while, smoothing his hair and little moustache with a
pocket comb. He goes to the door to the hall and listens—not
a sound. He draws the blue curtains screening the door to
the bedroom. The doorbell rings. The YOUNG GENTLEMAN
gives a start. He drops into an armchair and only rises when
the door opens and the YOUNG WIFE enters.

The younc WIFE thickly veiled, shuts the door behind her
and stands for a moment with her left hand on her heart, as
though she had to master intense emotion.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN goes to her, takes her left hand, and im-
prints a kiss on the white, black-trimmed glove; softly. 1
thank you.

YOUNG WIFE. Alfred—Alfred!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Come in, dear lady . . . come in, Frau
Emma. V

YOUNG WIFE. Let me alone for a'moment, please—oh, please,
Alfred!

She stays close by the door.
The YOUNG GENTLEMAN stands before her, holding her hand.

YOUNG WIFE. But where am 1, actually?
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. In my house.

YOUNG WIFE. This place is a horror, Alfred.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Why? It’s very dignified.
YOUNG WIFE. I met two men on the stairs.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. People you know?
YOUNG WiFE. They may be. I'm 1 not sure.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Forgive me—you must know who you
know!

YOUNG WIFE. But I didn’t see a thing.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Even if they’d been your best friends, they
couldn’t have recognized you. Even I . . . if I didn’t know
it was you . . . this veil . . .
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YOUNG WIFE. There are two.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Won't you come a bit farther in? And any-
way do take off your hat.

younG wiFE. What are you thinking of, Alfred? I told you—
five minutes. No, not a second morel I swear...

YouNG GENTLEMAN. Then the veill
younG wirE. There are two.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh, well, both veils then—at least I'm al-
lowed to see youl

YOUNG WIFE. Do you really love me, Alfred?
YOUNG GENTLEMAN, deeply hurt. Emma, can you ask . .. ?
YOUNG WIFE. It’s so hot in here.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. But you still have your fur cape on—you're
going to catch cold!

YOUNG WIFE at last steps into the room, throwing herself into
an armchair. I'm dead tired.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Permit me.
He takes her veils off, takes out the hatpin, puts hat, pin, and
veils down side by side on the sofa.
The younc wiFEe lets it happen.
The YOUNG GENTLEMAN stands before her, shaking his head.
YounG wirFe. What's the matter with you?
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Never were you so beautifull

* YouNcG WiFE. How’s that?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Alone . . . alone withyou ... Emma...
He sinks on one knee beside the armchair, takes both her
hands and covers them with kisses.

voxmlc: e:im’s. And now . . . let me go. I have done what you
as .
The YOUNG GENTLEMAN drops his head on to her lay

YOUNG WIFE. You promised me to be good.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Yes.
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YOUNG WIFE. This room’s stifling.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN gets up. You still have your cape on.

YOUNG WIFE. Put it with my hat.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN fakes off her cape and puts it on the
sofa along with the hat and the other things.

YOUNG WIFE. And now—adieu—
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Emmal
younG wirFg. The five minutes are up.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. No, nol You haven’t been here one min-
ute yetl

YOUNG WIFE. Alfred, please, tell me exactly what time it is.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Quarter past six, on the nose.

YOUNG WIFE. I should have been at my sister’s long ago.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. You can see your sister any time . . .
younG wiFe. Oh God, Alfred, why did you get me to do this?
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Because I . . . worship you, Emma.
YoUunG wiFe. How many women have you said that to?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Since I saw you, to none.

YOUNG WIFE. What a frivolous woman I am! If anyone had told
me—a week ago . . . or even yesterday . . .

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. It was the day before yesterday you prom-
ised ...

YOUNG WIFE. Because you kept tormenting me. But I didn’t
want to, God is my witness—I didn’t want to. Yesterday I'd
made up my mind. ... Do you know I even wrote you a long
letter last night?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I didn’t get it.
YOUNG WiFE. I tore it up. I should have sent it after alll
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. It’s better like this.

YOUNG WIFE. No, it’s scandalous . . . of me. I can’t understand
myself. Good-bye, Alfred, let me go.
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The YOUNG GENTLEMAN takes her in his arms and covers her
face with hot kisses.

YOUNG WIFE. So this is . . . how you keep your promise?
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. One more kiss! Just one.

YounG wiFEe. The last!
He kisses her, she reciprocates, and their lips stay together a
long time.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. May I tell you something, Emma? Now
I know what happiness is.
The YOUNG WIFE sinks back in an armchair.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN sits on the arm of the chair, putting his arm
gently round her neck. . . . Or rather, now I know what hap-
piness might be.

The YOUNG WIFE gives @ profound sigh.
The YOUNG GENTLEMAN kisses her again.

yvounc wire. Alfred, Alfred, what are you making of me?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. It’s not really so uncomfortable here, is it?
And we are so safe. It’s a thousand times better than meet-
ing in the open air.

YOUNG WIFE. Oh, don’t remind me.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Even those meetings I shall think of with
delight! Every minute I've had the privilege of spending at
your side will linger forever in the memory.

YOUNG WIFE. You remember the Industrial BallP

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Do I remember? . . . But didn’t I sit next to
you during supper—right up close? The champagne your
husband—

The YOUNG WIFE gives him a look of protest.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I was only going to mention the cham-
pagne! Tell me, Emma, wouldn’t you like a glass of cognac?

YOUNG WIFE. Maybe just a drop. But first let me have a glass of
water.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Yes . . . now, where is . . . Oh yes.
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He draws the curtains back from the door and goes into the
bedroom.

The Younc wirk looks after him.
The YOUNG GENTLEMAN returns with a filled decanter and
two glasses.

YoUNG WiIFE. Where were you?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. In the—next room.
He pours a glass of water for her.

youncG wiFe. Now I'm going to ask you something, Alfred, and
you must swear to tell the truth.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I swear . ..
YOUNG WIFE. Was there ever another woman in these rooms?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. But, Emma, this house has been around
for twenty years!

YOUNG WIFE. You know what I mean, Alfred . .. with you...

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. With me, here? Emmal You couldn’t think
such a thing!

YOUuNG WIFE. Then you have . . . how shall I.. . . ? But no, I'd
better not ask you. It’s better if I don’t ask. It’s my own
fault. We pay for everything!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. But what is it? What’s the matter with
you? What do we pay for?

YOUNG WIFE. No, no, no, I mustn’t return to consciousness—or
I'd sink into the ground for very shame.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, still with the decanter in his hand, sadly
shakes his head. Emma, if only you had any idea how you
hurt me!

The YounG WIFE pours herself a glass of cognac.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I'll tell you something, Emma. If you're
ashamed to be here—that’s to say, if I'm nothing to you—if
you don’t feel that for me you're all the bliss in the world—
then leave. Leave.

YOUNG WIFE. That is just what I'll do.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, seizing her hand. But if you realize that
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I can’t live without you, that to kiss your hand means more
to me than all the caresses of all the women in the whole
world. Emma, I'm not like the other young men who know
how . . . this sort of thing is done . . . call me naive if you
wish...I... : ‘

YOUNG WIFE. But what if you were like the other young men?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Then you wouldn’t be here now: you aren’t
like the other young women.

younc wirk. How do you know?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN has drawn her on to the sofa and sits down
close beside her. I've thought a lot about you. I know you're
unhappy.

The YounG WIFE looks pleased.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Life is so empty, so trivial. And so short.
. .. Isn’t life frightfully short, Emma? There is only one
happiness: to find someone who loves you.

The YounG WiFE has taken a candied pear from the table
and puts it into her mouth.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Give me half!
She offers it to him with her lips.

YOUNG WIFE takes the YOUNG GENTLEMAN'S hands, which
threaten to go astray. What are you doing, Alfred? Is this
your promise?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN swallows the candied fruit, then says more
boldly. Life is so short!

YOUNG WIFE, feebly. But that’s no reason. ..
YOUNG GENTLEMAN, mechanically. Oh, but it is.

YOUNG WIFE, more feebly. Now look, Alfred, you promised to
be good. . .. And it’s so light . . .

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Come, come, my only one, my only . . .
He lifts her off the sofa.

YOUNG WIFE. What are you doing?
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. It’s not light in there.

YOUNG WIFE. Is there another room?
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YOUNG GENTLEMAN, taking her with him. A lovely one . . . and
quite dark.

youne WIFE. I'd rather stay here.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN has already got her through the cur-
tains and in the bedroom; he begins to unhook her dress at
the waist.

younc wiFe. You're 50 . . . Oh God, what are you doing to me?
... Alfred!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Emma, I worship youl!

YOUNG WIFE. Wait, please, at least wait . . .
weakly
Go, I'll call for you...

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Let me . .. let you helpme .. .let...
me...help...you...

YOUNG WIFE. But you're tearing everything!
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Don’t you wear a corset?

YOUNG WIFE. I never wear a corset. Neither does Duse, inci-
dentally. You can unbutton my boots.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN unbuttons her boots, kisses her feet.
YOUNG WIFE, slipping into the bed. Oooh, I'm cold.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. It'll get warm.
YOUNG WIFE, laughing softly. You think so?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, not liking this, to himself. She shouldn’t
have said that!

He undresses in the dark.
YOUNG WIFE, tenderly. Come, come, come.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN, in a better mood at once. At once . . .
YOUNG WIFE. It smells of violets here.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. It’'s you ... yes
Close by her.
...you.

YOUNG WIFE. Alfred . . . Alfred!!!]
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YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Emma...
[ ] e ] - o

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I must be too much in love with you . ..
that’s why . . . I'm nearly out of my senses.

YOUNG WIFE. . ..

YOunG GENTLEMAN. All these past days I've been going crazy.
I felt it coming.

YOUNG WIFE. Don’t worry your head about it.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Of course not, you can almost take it for
granted when a man . ..

youneG wiFe. Don’t . . . don't . . . You're nervous. Just relax . . .
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. You know Stendhal?

YOUNG WIFE. Stendhal?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. His book De l'amour.

YoUNG WIFE. No. Why do you ask?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. There’s a story in it that’s most significant.
YOUNG WIFE. What sort of story?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. A bunch of officers have gotten to-
gether. ..

YOUNG WIFE. Oh.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. And they talk about their love affairs. And
every one says that with the woman he loved most . . . most
passionately, you know . . . she made him . . . with her he
. . . well, the fact is, it happened to every one of them . ..
what happened to me with you.

YOUNG WIFE. I see.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. This is very indicative.
YOUNG WIFE. Yes.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. But that’s not all. One of them claims . . .
it has never happened to him in all his life. But—Stendhal
adds—this man was a notorious show-off.

YOUNG WIFE. Oh.
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yoUNG GENTLEMAN. All the same it kind of throws you, that’s
the stupid thing about it, even if it doesn’t really matter.

younc wiFe. Naturally. Anyway . . . you promised to be good.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Please don’t laugh! That won’t improve
things.

younNG WIFE. I'm not laughing. This Stendhal story’s very in-
teresting. I'd always thought it happened only with older
men . . . or with very . . . well, you know, men who've been
too fast.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. What an idea! That has nothing to do with
it. By the way, I forgot the most charming story in the
Stendhal. A lieutenant of hussars even says that he spent
three nights—or was it six? I can’t remember—with a woman
he’d been wanting for weeks—désiré and all that—and all
those nights they didn’t do a thing but cry with happiness—
both of them . . .°

YOUNG WIFE. Both of them?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Both of them. Does that surprise you? I
find it so understandable. Specially when you're in love.

YOUNG WIFE. But there must be a lot who don’t cry.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, fiervously. Surely . . . after all, it was an ex-
ceptional case.

younG wiFe. Oh . . . I thought Stendhal says all hussars cry
on these occasions.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. There, you're just making fun . ..
younG wiFe. Not in the least. Doi’t be so childish, Alfred.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I can’t help it, it makes me nervous . . .
and I have the feeling you're thinking of it the whole time.
I'm embarrassed.

YOUNG WIFE. I am not thinking about it.

YOUNGl GENTLEMAN. You are. If I could only be sure you love
me

YOUNG WIFE. Do you want better proof than...?

® The Young Gentleman’s stories are based on De Pamour,
Chapter 60: “Failures.”
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YOUNG GENTLEMAN. You seel You're always making fun of me.
YOUNG WIFE. Not at alll Come, give me your sweet little head.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh, this is good.

YounG wiFe. Do you love me?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh, I'm so happy!

YOUNG WIFE. But you don’t have to cry as welll

YOUNG GENTLEMAN moves away, highly irritated. Again, again!
Didn’t I beg you?

YOUNG WIFE. I said you shouldn’t cry, that was all . . .
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. You said “Cry as well.”

yYOounG wWiFE. You're nervous, my dear.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. I know that.

YouNG WIFE. You shouldn’t be. It’s rather nice that . . . that we
—that we—we’re . . . comrades, as you might say . . .

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Now you're starting over.

YOuNG wWiFE. Don’t you remember? It was one of our very first
talks: we wanted to be . . . “just comrades. . . .” Oh, it was
lovely that time . . . at my sister’s, in January, at the great
ball ... during the quadrille. . . . For Heaven’s sake, I should
have left long ago! My sister will be waiting—what shall I
tell her? Adieu, Alfred. . ..

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Emma! You're going to leave me like this?
YOUNG WIFE. Yes. Like this!
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Just another five minutes. ..

young wire. All right, five minutes. But you must promise me
to keep quite still . . . Yes? . . . I'm going to give you a good-
bye kiss . . . Ssh . . . keep still, as I told you, or I'll get right
up. My sweet . . . sweet . ..

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Emma ...Iworsh...

o o L] o °

YOUNG WIFE. Darling Alfred . ..

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh, it’s heaven with youl
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YOUNG WIFE. But now I really must go.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Oh, let your sister wait.

YOUNG WIFE. I must go home. It’s too late for my sister. What
time is it now?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. How’d I find that out?

YOUNG WIFE. By looking at your watch!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. But it’s in my waistcoat.

YOUNG WIFE. Well, get it.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN get up with a mighty heave. Eight.

YOUNG WIFE, rising hastily. For Heaven’s sake! Quick, Alfred,
my stockings—whatever shall I say? They’ll be waiting for
me . ..at home... eight o’clock!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. When do I see you next?

YOUNG WIFE. Never.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Emma! Don’t you still love me?
YounG WIFE. That’s why. Give me my boots.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Never again? . . . Here are the boots.

YOUNG WIFE. There’s a buttonhook in my pocket book. Please
hurnry ...

YOJUNG GENTLEMAN. Here’s the buttonhook.
YOUNG WIFE. Alfred, this can cost us both our necks!
YOUNG GENTLEMAN, not liking this at all. Why?!

YOUNG WIFE. Well, what can I tell him when he asks me where
I've been?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. At your sister’s.
YOUNG WIFE. Yes, if only I were a good liar.
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. You'll just have to be.

younc wirk. All this for a man like you . . . Come here. Let me
give you another kiss.

She embraces him.



LA RONDE 29

And now leave me alone, go in the other room, I can’t dress
with you around.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN goes to the drawing room and gets
dressed. He eats a little of the pastry, drinks a glass of cog-
nac. :

YOUNG WIFE, dfter a while, calling out. Alfred!
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Yes, my treasure?
YOUNG WIFE. Maybe it’s good we didn’t just cry.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN smiles, not without pride. Youre a very
naughty girl.

YounG wiFe. What will it be like if we meet at a party one day
—~by chance?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. One day? By chance? Surely you'll be at
the Lobheimers’ tomorrow?

YOUNG WIFE. Yes. Will you?
YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Of course. May I ask for the cotillion?

Younc wWIFE. Oh, I won’t go. How can you think...? Why ...
She enters the drawing room, fully dressed, and takes a
chocolate pastry.

. .. I'd sink into the ground!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Well, tomorrow at the Lobheimers’. That’s
lovely.

YOUNG WIFE. No, no, I'll send word I can’t come. . . . Defi-
nitely. ...

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. Then the day after tomorrow—here.
YOUNG WIFE. What an idea!

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. At six.

YOUNG WIFE. There are cabs at the corner, aren’t there?

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. As many as you like. Then it’s day after
tomorrow, six o’clock, here. Say yes, my dearest treasure.

YotlJlNG WIFE. . . . We'll talk it over tomorrow—during the cotil-
ion.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, embracing her. Angell
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YOUNG WIFE. Don’t spoil my hair-do again.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN. So it’s tomorrow at the Lobheimers’ and
the day after—in my arms.

yYOuNnG wiFe. Good-bye . . .

YOUNG GENTLEMAN, suddenly worried again. And what are you
going to tell him tonight?

YounG wiFe. Don't ask . . . don’t ask . . . it’s too dreadful. Why
do I love you so? Good-bye. If I meet people on the stairs
again I shall have a stroke.

The YOUNG GENTLEMAN kisses her hand yet again.
The YOUNG WIFE goes.

YOUNG GENTLEMAN left alone. He sits down on the sofa. Then
he smiles away to himself. An affair with a respectable
woman!|

5 THE YOUNG WIFE AND THE HUSBAND

A comfortable bedroom. It is 10:30 at night. The YounNcG
WIFE is lying in bed, reading. The HUsBAND comes into the
room in his bathrobe.

YOUNG WIFE, without looking up. You've stopped working?

HUSBAND. Yes. I'm too tired. And besides . . .

YOUNG WIFE. Yes?

HUsBAND. I suddenly felt so lonely at my desk. I began longing
for you.

YoUNG WIFE looks up. Really?

HUSBAND sits by her on her bed. Don’t read any more tonight.
You'll ruin your eyes.

YOUNG WIFE closes the book. What is it then?

HUSBAND. Nothing, my child I'm in love with you. But you
know that.

YOUNG WIFE. One might almost forget it sometimes.
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HUSBAND. One even has to forget it sometimes.
YOUNG WIFE. Why?

HUSBAND. Marriage would be imperfect otherwise. It would—
how shall I put it? it would lose its sanctity.

YOUNG WIFE. Oh . ..

HUSBAND. Believe me—it’s true. . . . If in the course of the five
years we've been married we hadn’t sometimes forgotten
we’re in love with one another, we probably wouldn’t be in
love any more.

youNG WiFg. That’s over my head.

HUSBAND. The fact is simply this: we’ve had something like
ten or twelve different love affairs with one another . . . isn’t
that how it seems to you?

younc wirFk. I haven’t kept count.

HUusBAND. If we'd pushed our first affair to the limit, if I'd
blindly surrendered myself to my passion for you from the
beginning, we’d have gone the way of millions of others.
We’d be through by now.

YOUNG WIFE. I see what you mean.

HUSBAND. Believe me—Emma—in the first days of our mar-
riage I was afraid it would turn out that way.

YOUNG WIFE. So was 1.

HUSBAND. You see? Wasn’t I right? That’s why it’s best—from
time to time—to live together just as friends.

younG wirFke. Oh, I see.

HUSBAND. That way we can always keep having new honey-
moons, because I never risk letting the weeks of the honey-
moon . ..

YOUNG WIFE. . . . run into months.
HusBaND. Exactly.

YOUNG WIFE. And now it seems . . . another of those periods of
friendship has come to an end?

HUSBAND, tenderly pressing her to him. It could be sol
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YOUNG WIFE. But suppose it was different—with me?

uusBanD. It isn’t different with you. You're the cleverest
creature alive—and the most bewitching. I'm very happy
to have found you.

YOUNG WIFE. So you do know how to court a woman—from time
to time. I'm glad.

HUSBAND has got into bed. For a man who's seen the world a
bit—come, put your head on my shoulder—seen the world a
bit, marriage means something far more mysterious than to
girls from good families like you. You come to us pure and—
at least to a certain degree—ignorant, and so you have in
reality a much clearer view of the true nature of love than
we have.

YOUNG WIFE, laughing. Ohl

HuUsBaND. Certainly. Because we're insecure—confused by the
various experiences we have before marriage—unavoidably.
You women hear a lot, and know too much, I'm afraid you
read too much too, but you can never have an accurate con-
ception of what we men have to go through. What’s com-
monly called love is made utterly repellent to us—because,
after all, what are the poor creatures we have to resort to?

YounG wirk. Yes, what are the poor creatures you have to re-
sort to?

HUSBAND kisses her on the forehead. Be glad, my child, that you
never had a glimpse of their condition. Most of them are
rather pitiable beings, incidentally. Let us not cast the first
stonel

YOUNG WIFE. You pity them? That doesn’t seem quite right . . .

HUSBAND, with fine mildness. They deserve it. You girls from
good families, who can quietly wait beneath the parental
roof till a decent man proposes to you—you don’t know the
misery that drives those poor creatures into the arms of sin.

YounG WIFE. They all sell themselves, then?

HUSBAND. | wouldn’t quite say that. And I'm not thinking
merely of material misery. There is also—one might say—a
moral misery: an insufficient grasp of what s . . . proper, and
especially of what is noble.
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YOUNG WIFE. But why should we pity them? Don’t they have
rather a nice time of it?

HUSBAND. You have peculiar opinions, my child. Don’t forget
that these creatures are destined by nature to sink forever
lower and lower and lower. There is no stopping it.

YOUNG WIFE, snuggles up to him. Sinking sounds rather nice!

HUSBAND pained. How can you say such a thing, Emma? I
should have thought there could be nothing more repel-
lent to a decent woman than the thought of . . .

YOUNG WIFE. Yes, that’s true, Karl, of course. I said it without
thinking. Tell me more. It’s so nice when you talk like this.
Tell me more.

HUsBaND. What about?
YOUNG WIFE. About—those creatures!
HUSBAND. But what an ideal

YOoUuNG wiFE. Look, I asked you before, didn't I, right at the
beginning I kept asking you to tell me about your youth.

HUsBAND. Why does that interest you?

YOUNG WIFE. Aren’t you my husband? And isn’t it positively
unfair that I know absolutely nothing about your past?

HUsBAND. I hope you don’t think I'd . . . in such bad taste . ..
No, Emmal It would be profanation!

YounG wiFE. And yet you've . . . held any number of other
young ladies in your arms, the way you’re holding me now.

HUSBAND. “Young ladies!” They are . ..

YOUNG WIFE. There’s one question you must answer. Orelse.. ..
or else . . . no honeymoon.

HUSBAND. You've a way of talking . . . remember, my child,
youre a mother—our little girl is sleeping in there.

YOUNG WIFE, pressing herself to him. But I want a boy too.
HUSBAND. Emmal

Younc wirke. Oh, don’t be so . . . Of course I'm your wife, but
I'd like to be—your mistress, sort of.
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HUsBAND. You would?

YOUNG WIFE. First, my question!

HUSBAND, submissive. What is it?

YounG WIFE. Was there a—a married woman—among them?
HusBAND. What? How do you mean?

YOUNG WIFE. You know.

HUSBAND, somewhat disturbed. What makes you ask?

younc wiFk. I'd like to know if there . . . I mean . .. there are
women like that, I know . . . But have you . . .

HUSBAND, gravely. Do you know any such woman?

younc wire. Well, I can’t tell.

HUsBAND. Is there such a woman among your friends?

younc wiFe. Well, how could I say yes—or mno—and be sure?

HusBaND. Has one of your women friends . . . People talk a
lot when they . . . women among themselves . . . has one of
them confessed . . . ?

YOUNG WIFE, uncertainly. No.

HUsBAND. Do you suspect that one of your friends . . .
YOUNG WIFE. Suspect . .. well . . . suspect. ..
HUSBAND. You do!

YOUNG WIFE. Definitely not, Karl. Most certainly not. Now I
think it over, I wouldn’t believe it of one of them. .

HUSBAND. Not one?

younG wiFE. Of friends—not one.
HUSBAND. Promise me something, Emma.
YOUNG WIFE. Well?

HUSBAND. Promise you'll never go around with a woman if you
have the slightest suspicion that . . . her life is not beyond
reproach.

YOUNG WIFE. You need a promise for that?
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HusBAND. I know, of course, that you would never seek con-
tact with such women. But by chance you might. . . . It fre-
quently happens that women who don’t enjoy the best re-
putation seek the company of respectable women, partly for
contrast and partly out of a certain—how shall I put itP—out
of a certain nostalgia for virtue.

YOUNG WIFE. I see.

nusBAND. Yes, I believe it’s very true, what I just said. Nostalgia
for virtue! For there’s one thing you can be sure of: in reality
all these women are very unhappy.

YOUNG WIFE. Why?

HUsBAND. How can you ask, Emma? Only imagine what sort
of existence they have to lead. Full of meanness, lies,

treachery—and full of danger!
YOUNG WIFE. Oh yes. I'm sure you're right.

HUsBAND. Indeed, they pay for that bit of happiness . . . that bit
of...

YOUNG WIFE. . . . pleasure.

HUSBAND. Pleasure? What makes you call it pleasure?
Younc wiFe. Well, it’s something, or they wouldn’t do it.
HUSBAND. It’s nothing. Mere intoxication.

YOUNG WIFE, thoughtfully. Mere intoxication.

HUsBAND. Not even intoxication. But one thing is certain—it’s
bought at a price!

YouNG WIFE. Then . . . you do know what you're talking about?
HUsBAND. Yes, Emma. It’s my saddest memory.

YOUNG WIFE. Who was it? Tell me. Do I know her?

HUsBAND. Emmal What are you thinking of?

Yovnc?wmz. Was it long ago? Very long? Before you married
me

HUSBAND. Don’t ask. Please, don’t ask.

YOUNG WIFE. But Karll
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HUsBAND. She is dead.
yYounG wirE. Honestly?

musBAND. Yes . . . It may sound ridiculous, but I have the feel-
ing that all these women die young.

younc wiFE. Did you love her very much?
HUsBAND. Can a man love a liar?

younG wiFi. Then, why .. . ?

HUSBAND. Intoxication. ..

YOUNG WIFE. Soitis...

HUsBAND. Please, don’t talk about it. All that is long past. I've
only loved one woman: you. A man can only love where he
finds purity and truth.

youncG wirk. Karl!

HUsBAND. Oh how safe, how good a man feels in these armsl
Why didn’t I know you as a child? I'm sure I'd never have
looked at another woman.

YOUNG WIFE. Karll

HUsBAND. You're beautiful . . . beautiful . . . Oh! He puts the
light out.

° ° ° ° °
younc wiFe. You know what I can’t help thinking of tonight?
HUSBAND. What, my treasure?

younG wiFk. Of . . . of . . . of Venice.

HuUsBAND. The first night . . .

YOUNG WIFE. Yes . . . Like that . . .

HUSBAND. What is it? Tell me.

YOoUuNG wiFE. Tonight . . . you love me like that.

HUsBAND. Like that.

younc wiFg. Ah. .. if you could always. ..

HUSBAND, in her arms. Yes?
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younG wirFe. Oh Karl dear!

HUsBAND. What was it you wanted to say? If I could always...?
vounc wirFe. Well, yes.

HusBaND. Well, what would happen if I could always . .. P
younc wiFg. Then I'd always know you love me.

HUSBAND. Yes. But you know it anyhow. A man can’t always
be the loving husband, he must go out into a hostile world
and fight the good fight! Always remember this, my child.
In marriage there’s a time for everything—that’s the beauty
of it. There aren’t many who still remember their Venice
after five years.

YOUNG WIFE. No.
HUSBAND. And now . . . good-night, my child.

YOUNG WIFE. Good-night!

6 THE HUSBAND AND THE LITTLE MISS

A private room in the RIEDHOF RESTAURANT; comfortable,
unobtrusive elegance; the gas stove is lit. On the table the re-
mains of a meal: meringues with much whipped cream,
fruit, cheese. White Hungarian wine in the glasses.

The uussanDp smokes a Havana cigar, leans back on the
corner of the sofa.

The LITTLE Miss sifs on a chair beside him, scoops the
whipped cream out of a meringue and sucks it up with satis-
faction.

HUSBAND. It’s good?

LITTLE MIss, uninterruptible. Mm!

HUsBAND. Like another?

LITTLE Miss. No, I've eaten too much already.

HUSBAND. You’ve no wine left.

He fills up her glass.

LITTLE MisS. No . . . I'll only leave it, sir.
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HUSBAND. Sir? Don’t be so stiff with me.

LITTLE Miss. Well, you're not so easy to get used to, sir.
HUSBAND. Sirl

LITTLE Miss. What?

HUSBAND. You said “sir” again. Come and sit by me.

LITTLE MisS. One moment—I'm not through.

The nUsBAND gets up, stands behind her chair and puts his
arms round her, turning her head towards him.

LITTLE Miss. What is it now?

HUsBAND. I'd like to have a kiss.

LITTLE Miss gives him a kiss. You're pretty fresh, you are.
HUSBAND. You only just noticed it?

LITTLE Miss. Oh, I noticed before . . . in the street. You must
have quite an opinion of me.

HUsBAND. How's that?

LITTLE M1ss. Going straight to a private room with you.
HUSBAND. You didn’t go “straight” to the private room.
LITTLE Miss. You've a nice way of asking.

HUSBAND. You think so?

LITTLE Miss. And after all, what’s wrong about it?
HUSBAND. Precisely.

LITTLE MIsS. Whether you go for a walkor. ..
HUSBAND. It’s much too cold for a walk, isn’t it?
LITTLE Miss. It was much too cold.

HUSBAND. But in here it’s nice and warm, dont you think?

He has sat down again and puts his arm round the LITTLE
Miss, pulling her over to his side.

LITTLE Miss, weakly. Hey!

HUsBAND. Now tell me . . . You'’d noticed me before, hadn’t you?
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LITTLE Miss. Sure. In the Singer Strasse.

HusanD. I don’t mean today. The day before yesterday and
the day before that. I was following you.

vrTTLE Miss. There’s plenty follow mel
HUsBAND. I can imagine. But did you notice me?

LITTLE Miss. Well . . . um. . . you know what happéned to me
the other day? My cousin’s husband followed me in the dark,
and didn’t recognize me.

HusBAND. Did he speak to you?

LitTLE Mmiss. The idea! You think everybody’s as fresh as you?
HUSBAND. It happens.

LITTLE MIss. Sure it happens.

HUsBAND. Well, what do you do?

LITTLE Miss. Me? Nothing. I just don’t answer.

aUsBAND. Hm . . . you answered me.

LITTLE Miss. Well, are you mad at me?

HUSBAND kisses her violently. Your lips taste of whipped cream.
LITTLE Miss. Oh, they’re sweet by nature.

HUSBAND. Many men have told you that, have they?

LITTLE Miss. Many men! The ideas you get!

HUSBAND. Be honest with me. How many have kissed these
lips?

LITTLE Miss. Why ask? If I tell you, you won't believe me.
HUsBAND. Why not?

LITTLE Miss. Guess.

HUSBAND. Let’s say—um—but you mustn’t be angry!
LITTLE Miss. Why should I be?

HUSBAND. Well, at a guess . . . twenty.

LITTLE Miss breaking away from him. Why not a hundred
while you're at it?
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HUSBAND. It was only a guess.
LITTLE Mi1ss. It was a bad guess.
HUSBAND. Let’s say—ten.

LITTLE Miss, offended. Oh sure! A girl who lets you talk to her
in the street and goes straight to a private dining room!

nussanD. Don’t be a child. Whether people run around in the
streets or sit together in a room. . . . Here we're in a restau-
rant, the waiter can come in any time—there’s nothing to it.

LITTLE Miss. That's just what I thought.

HusBAND. Have you ever been in a private dining room before?
LITTLE Miss. Well, if I must tell you the truth: yes.

HusBAND. Well, I like that: you're honest.

LITTLE Miss. It wasn't like you think. I was with my girl friend
and her fiancé, during the last Carnival.

nHuseanD, Well, it wouldn’t be a tragedy if you'd been—with
your boyfriend . . .

LITTLE Miss. Sure it wouldn’t be a tragedy. But I haven’t got a
boy friend.

HUSBAND. Go on!
LITTLE Miss. Cross my heart, I haven't.
HUSBAND. You don’t meantotellmeI. ..

LITTLE Miss. What? . . . There hasn’t been anyone—for more
than six months.

HUSBAND. I see . . . And before that? Who was it?
LITTLE Miss. What are you so inquisitive for?
HUSBAND. Because . . . I'm in love with you.
LITTLE MisS. Really?

HUsBAND. Of course. Hadn’t you noticed? Come on, tell me.
He pulls her close to him.

vrrTLE Miss. Tell you what?
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