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ACT I

OVERTURE

ScENE— The Interior of a Flower Shop in Vienna, late in the afternoon of
28th June 1914.

The premises are prettily decorated in a style to match the fairy-tale
nature of the operetta as well as the flowers that are everywhere in profusion.
Up c is the shop-window, a gauze lettered in reverse with the name of the
establishment—*‘BLUMENPARADIES’’. Through the gauze can be seen the
backcloth of a narrow, very picturesque street.

Below the window is a rostrum with entrances L and R whkich is ap-
proached by shallow carpeted steps, c. Below the line of the steps L and R
are twe entrance archways separated by an attractive counter carrying a
rich display of summer blossoms. Downstage L of C is a chaise longue for
the accommodation of customers. Downstage R is a round table on which
are order books, spools of coloured ribbon, and material for writing greeting=
cards.

When the CURTAIN rises, SHOP GIRLS are making up orders and arranging
Slowers. As they work they sing and dance. Throughout the Act, PASSERS-BY
of various types and ages may be seen beyond the window, to add to the
movement and costume-colour of the action, but this effect should be used
discreetly and not become distracting or repetitive.

“LOVE’S BOUQUET” No. 1

GIRLS. All the flowers in Vienna gay,
Here you’ll find every day—
Orchids and lilies and roses,
Yet there is only a kiss to pay.
Golden hours in Vienna gay,
Live, laugh, love
While you may.
Oh, do not delay,
Sweetest flowers fade with hours.
We’ve found out the way

To make love’s bouquet!
FriEDL. These are the flowers for Fritzi.
Vickr. For the fairest one on his list,
FrieprL.  These are from Otto to Mitzi.
Vickr. She is his Love-in-a-mist.
GIRLs. Our trade is the flower trade,

But the love trade is the root of our calling.
Our game is the flower game,
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And the love game of all the world.
Ah—!

VICKI. Sweet are the blossoms we send her,
Bringing the hopes of her lover,
Pleading his passion without any words—
Such is the way of love.

GIRLS. Our trade is the flower trade,
But the love trade is the root of our calling.
Our game is the flower game,
And the love game of all the world.

All the flowers in Vienna gay,
Here you’ll find every day—
Orchids and lilies and roses,
Yet there is only a kiss to pay.
Golden hours in Vienna gay,
Live, laugh, love

While you may.

Oh, do not delay,

Sweetest flowers fade with hours.
We’ve found out the way

To make love’s bouquet.

(When the music is finished there is a piercing feminine scream from
off up L. CILLI enters up L. She is an atiractive, if ‘well-built”, young person
in the uniform and peaked cap of a delivery girl. She has more or less to feel
her way since someone has crammed over her head a deep cardboard box
Jrom which trail some rather damaged carnations)

Arr. Cilli! (Tkey all laugh)

(Vickr and FRIEDL run to Cilli’s rescue as she misses her foothold and
almost tumbles down the steps c)

CriLvLr (muffled) Help!
(VICK1 removes the box, disclosing CILLY’S indignant expression)

Vicki. Cilli, whatever happened ?
Cirr1 (tremulously) 1 took Lea Steinmetz’s order for carnations to
the Operetta Theatre and look what she did with ’em!

(Everyone laughs. At that moment LEA STEINMETZ enters from up L.
She is a tall, temperamental blonde and flourishes a sunshade furiously)

LeEA. Where is that girl? Where is the little monster? (She catches
sight of the cowering Cilli) Ah, there you are! (She advances threateningly)
VICKI (interposing deftly) Miss Steinmetz seems to be upset . . .

LEA. Seems to be? Miss Steinmetz is upset!

Vicki. There must be some mistake. We sent you ten dozen
carnations.

LEea (grimly) You did .. . and whose name was on the card?



Acr 1 GOOD-NIGHT VIENNA 3

FrIEDL (consulting an order-book) They were from Captain Klotz
of the Hussars.

LEeA (scornfully) From Klotz? From that corsetted little weasel ?
And what has happened to my regular delivery of roses?

}’;‘I’;;L} (together ; pretending to be mystified) Roses, mam’oiselle ?

(The GIRLS exchange amused glances and shrug their shoulders)
LeA. Yes—roses! (She stamps her foot angrily)

(ILENA KRAUSS enters up L. She is a tall, handsome brunette. She, too,
ourishes a parasol and glares around with indignation
b g

FriepL (aside to Vicki) Look out, here’s another contented cus-
tomer!

ILENA (advancing down the sieps to Cilli) Are you the manager?

CiLLi. Me? No, I'm the delivery girl.

Vicki. Excuse me, Miss Krauss, but we already have a customer.
(She indicates Lea)

ILENA (to Vick:) I insist on an explanation.

LEA (to Friedl) 1 demand an answer. Where are my flowers?

ILENA. What has happened to my usual order?

BorH (together) From Count Schmettoff.

(The two tigresses “‘do a take” and turn on each other)

LEA (20 Ilena) And what is Count Max to you?

ILENA (with an elaborate shrug) Oh, nothing. He’s merely been
sending me flowers every month for the past year!

Lea. Impossible. He sends flowers to me every month.

ILeNA. I hardly think so. You see, J am the Count’s special
friend !

Lea. I doubt whether you could have been more special than me.

ILENA (raising her parasol) How dare you?

LEA (raising her parasol) And how dare you?

VIck1 (intervening) I’m very sorry, ladies, but both orders were
cancelled a month ago! (Ske closes the order-book)

i“fﬁq A (together ; indignantly) Cancelled?

Vicki (nodding) Yes! And no renewal!

Lea. I’ll see Max about this!

ILENA. See him? I’ll murder him.

LEA (with false tenderness) 1 think he’s treated you abominably!

ILENA. Poor you! I can’t think how you can stand it.

Lea. Come and have a drink, dear.

ILeNA. A good idea. The brandies are on me/

(Exit LEA and ILENA up L, arm in arm)

Friepr. Well, did you ever? That was a quick change!
Vickl. Maybe, but (she turns up to the window) just wait and see!



(EVERYONE fturns up to the window. LEA and ILENA cross to R out-
side the window, talking angrily. We cannot hear what they are saying but
as they disappear R a furious parasol battle develops between them.

GOOD-NIGHT VIENNA

EVERYONE on stage doubles up with laughter)

CiLui. That Count Max certainly gets around!

Vickt. And how about you ‘‘getting around”, my girl—and

finishing the deliveries?

CiLL1 (disconsolately) I'm fed up with taking flowers to other

women.

FriepL. Want to be at the receiving end for a change?

“THERE’S NO-ONE BUYS FLOWERS FOR ME”

CiLLr (speaking over the music). Well, why not? I’m young, I'm

healthy and I have the rudest ideas.

(She sings) Men may buy a bouquet

GIRLS.

CiILLI

For any sweetie they see,

When they buy a bouquet

I must deliver it free!

Mein Gott, as I’'m trudging the sidewalks of town
Those other girls’ roses are weighing me down!

There’s no-one buys flowers for me

Not a He thinks of me.

There’s no-one builds bowers for me

Though I’m footloose and free.

When once I believed an admirer I’d got

He seemed to react as though passion was hot.
But he sent me a cactus—and that was the lot!
For no-one buys flowers for me.

You’d do better, Cilli,

If you were frail and frilly,

The type like an orchid

That lovers adore.

A man’s afraid to tussle

With maidens made of muscle
For fear he’ll end up on the floor!

Well, no-one buys flowers for me

I’'m a She all at sea.

There’s no-one braves showers for me

Just to see if I'm free.

It might be expensive to take me to lunch
Though I’m on a diet I do like to munch,

Still daisies are cheap now at fourpence a bunch,
Yet no-one buys flowers for me!
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(A Dance Chorus follows during which the GIrLs load Cilli with
parcels until she is hardly visible. C1LLI peers over the load to sing a last
refrain)

I may not be svelte

(That’s the frangais for slim)

And pop on a belt just to keep myself trim,
But oh, when I melt

There’ll be plenty for him,

The man who buys flowers for me!

(As the music ends the GIrvLs all laugh)

CiLi. What’s so funny about it all?

Friepr. You had your big chance, Cilli, but you let him go!

CiLLr (bitterly) My big chance? Big ? That miserable little Hansi?
I did my best to be nice to him—and what did the little runt do?
Sneaked out of town and left me holding his job!

(Carrying her parcels CILLI staggers off up L, guided by the GIRLS
who tease her as she goes. Some of them follow her off)

VicK1 (to the others who remain) Come along, now. (Ske claps her
hands commandingly) We’re not finished yet!

(All the GIRLS except Friedl and Vicki exit R and L about their
business. VICKI sits at the table down R and studies an order-book, a pencil
to her lips)

FRIEDL (coming down to Vicki) Cilli was right, you know. Count
Max is a real ball of fire!

Vicki (looking up doubifully) Yes, I suppose so . . .

Friepr. Think what he’s done for the business. Why, he’s prac-
tically turned this place into a regimental headquarters. (Ecstatically)
Oh, those darling officers!

Vickt (slyly, rising) Such as Lieutenant Ernst?

Friepr. What of it? You don’t seem to be exactly bored by
Lieutenant Johann!

Vickr Friedl, it’s all very well for you and me—we can have a
little romance and no bones broken! (She pauses) But I’m worried
about Greta . . .

FRIEDL (with a shrug) Greta? She’s doing fine. She’s got this shop
and the Count as well!

Vicka (a little scornfully) Major the Honourable Max Schmettoff,
the son of the Court Chamberlain, and a village girl from Grinzing
who runs a flower shop ... ?

Friepr. He’s crazy about her. You heard those two man-eaters
jlfss': now. Since he met Greta, he hasn’t had a thought for anyone
else.

Vickt (doubtfully) You know what men can be.
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“MARCHING SONG OF THE GUARD” No. 3
(Starting very quietly, music is heard—as though in the distance)

FRIEDL (speaking over the music) You bet I do . .. and here they
come to prove it!
OFFICERS (singing, as though in the distance, off R)
We are the.regiment of devil-may-cares,
When in attack we are a crack brigade,
Never afraid!
VICK1 (speaking over the singing) Back from manceuvres . . .
FRIEDL (speaking over the singing) And not a moment too soon!

(The singing comes nearer)

OFFICERS (off R)
If to be brave is wealth, we’re millionaires.
We pay our debts with bayonets,
Oh! war is a wonderful trade.

(OFFICERS of the Imperial Guard appear above the window up R.
GIRLS enter excitedly, L and R, waving to them. The OFFICERS swagger
across to L in informal order. Bringing up the rear are LT ERnsT, LT
JoHANN and Major ScHMETTOFF—Count MAX Schmettoff)

When in the days of peace we’ve nothing to do,
A handsome lot, we’re really not above
Falling in love.

(The OFFICERS enter the shop from up L. The GIRLS eagerly flock to
meet them)

But when the trumpets make a hullabaloo,
What are we longing for?
Just war!

(As the music continues, the GIRLS surround the Officers admiringly)

Max. Here the regiment comes,
The echoes ringing as they march along
To the beat of the drums,
While ev’ry man is joining in the song.

We are the regiment of devil-may-cares,

When in attack we are a crack brigade,

Never afraid!

If to be brave is wealth, we’re millionaires.

We pay our debts with bayonets,

Oh! war is a wonderful trade.

When in the days of peace we’ve nothing to do,
A handsome lot, we’re really not above

Falling in love.
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But -when the trumpets make a hullabaloo,
What are we longing for?
Just war!

Hark, along the street

The people cheer them as they march away.

Hark, the tramp of their feet

While every voice is singing loud and gay:
OFFICERS and GIRLS.

We are the regiment of devil-may-cares,

When in attack we are a crack brigade,

Never afraid!

If to be brave is wealth, we’re millionaires.

We pay our debts with bayonets,

Oh! war is a wonderful trade.

When in the days of peace we’ve nothing to do,

A handsome lot, we’re really not above

Falling in love.

But when the trumpets make a hullabaloo,

What are we longing for?

Just war!

War!

Just war!

Vickl. Johann, my angel! (She embraces him)

Ernst. Friedl, my beloved pet! (He embraces her)

Max (amused) And what about me?

Ernst. You, Max? You don’t deserve anythmg

Jorann ( ﬂ’elmg{y) Ten miles—and not a “march at ease” the
whole way!

(The GIRLS groan sympathetically)

The Major, of course, rides a horse!

Vickr. Oh! I do call that mean!

Friepr. I don’t see why you have to have these silly manceuvres.

Max. Colonel’s orders, my dear. Stiffen up training all round—
ready for August.

Vickr. Why August? There isn’t going to be a war?

Max. A war? Good Heavens, no. Just another General Inspec-
tion—with his Imperial Majesty in a carrxage—and a silver cross for
anyone who’s lucky!

(EVERYONE laughs)

(Looking round) Where’s Greta?

Vicki. Don’t say you’ve forgotten . . . it’s Tuesday. Greta has her
singing lesson.

Max (without enthusiasm) Don’t tell me she’s keeping up that
nonsense still ?

Vicki. Nonsense! The Professor says she has a wonderful voice...
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FRIEDL (fo Ernst, mischievously) A girl who loses her heart to a
soldier needs a second string—just in case!

(ERNST makes a grab at her. Turning up stage to avoid him FRIEDL
sees GRETA enter R, in the street)

Ssh! Here she comes. (To Max) Get out of sight . . . give her a surprise.

_(Max ducks out of sight as GRETA enters up L. She is a pretty young
gz;é di)'essed in a becoming street costume. She is gaily humming a Strauss
waltz

We-ell, you sound very happy.

GRETA. Yes, I am very happy.

Vickl. Anything special ?

GRETA (producing a telegram, which she shows to Vicki) This telegram,
Vicki. It came this afternoon while I was at my lesson. The Profes-
sor wrote to his cousin in Paris about me and now—guess what—
they’ve offered me a small part in the Opera!

(The GIRLS react excitedly. VICKI seizes the telegram and studies it)

FriepL. Paris? How wonderful! Fancy being able to go to Paris!

Vicki. She hasn’t said she’s going yet. (She glances at Max) Do
you want to go, Greta?

Max (stepping forward) Yes, do you want to go?

GRETA (surprised and delighted) Max!

Max. Sweetheart, you haven’t answered my question.

GRETA (after a hesitation) Of course I'm not going. (She holds out
her hands to Max)

(MAx takes her in his arms and kisses her)

(Breaking away; teasingly) Still, it was rather nice to have been asked.
And Paris . . . with all those charming Frenchmen, and the parties
in Monmartre.

Max. To blazes with Monmartre! I’m going to give a party right
here in Vienna, tonight!

(EVERYONE cheers)
You'’re all invited—on one condition, though.
(There are murmurs of disappoiniment)
No Frenchmen!
(EVERYONE laughs)
We’ll go to the House in the Trees.
(The suggestion is greeted with enthusiasm)

Grera. That wonderful music. And the nightingales singing in
the forest.
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Max. I’ll order a special choir of nightingales, and if they don’t
sing properly we’ll have their tongues for supper!

(EVERYONE laughs)

GRETA (taking Max’s hand) You have the loveliest ideas.
JonaNN. And I'have a lovely idea, too. Junior officers’ privilege this

time—to provide the young ladies with a glass of wine before they
close the shop?

Max. Brilliant!
ERNsT. A stroke of genius!
Orricers. Hear! Hear! (They embrace the Girls)

JoHANN (o Greta) Might we have some assistance in getting in the
supplies ?

GRETA (pretending to be serious) I shall have to think about that. ..
Girrs. Oh, please?

GRETA (appearing to relent) Very well . . . be off, the lot of you. I’l
stay and keep an eye on things.

Max (fondly) And so will I!

GRETA (shaking her head) No, Max, I need you to keep an eye on
the girls and see that they return to duty.

Max. As your Highness commands. (In very military fashion)
Officers attached to the Imperial Guard, ’shun!

(The OFFICERS spring to attention)

Ladies attached to the officers attached to the Imperial Guard,
’shun!

(The GIRLS obey)
Right—dress!

(Sharing the joke, everyone shuffles about, getting into line)
About—turn!

(EVERYONE turns to face up stage. MAX siezes the opportunity of
taking Greta in his arms and kissing her. After a few seconds, puzzled by
the silence, the OFFICERS and GIRLS begin to turn round)

ALL (spotting Max and Greta kissing) Hey!
Max (releasing Greta and laughing) Left—turn!

(The OFFICERS and GIRLS turn to face L stage)
To fetch supplies,—quick—march!

REPRISE—“MARCHING SONG”—EXIT No. 3a
OFFICERS and GIRLS.
X‘\;fey are the regiment of devil-may-cares,

When in attack we are a crack brigade,
Never afraid!
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If to be brave is wealth, we’re millionaires.

We pay our debts with bayonets,

Oh! war is a wonderful trade.

When in the days of peace we’ve nothing to do,
A handsome lot, we’re really not above

Falling in love.

But when the trumpets make a hullabaloo,
What are we longing for?

Just war!

(Except for Greta, EVERYONE marches off L. MAX waves to Greta as
he leaves the stage last, The singing dies into the distance. CILLI enters R.
Now empty-handed, having delivered her parcels, she is weary and woe-
begone)

CiLr1 (bitterly, as the singing dies) So they’re back . . . and at it
again!

Greta. Poor Cilli. You’ve had a hard day.

CiLLi. My feet are on fire. Talk about fried soles!

GRETA. Cheer up. We’ll see you get something to revive you
when the party begins!

(C1LL1 and GRETA begin to exit, down R)

CrLLr (as she goes) It’s all very well for you to be cheerful, Miss
Greta, but what’s a party without a man/

(They exit. After a short pause, HANs enters up L. He is a small man,
dressed in the uniform of a private in the Imperial Guard, weighed down by
his pack, haversack, kit-bag, cartridge belt and other assorted items of
equipment. Nevertheless, he sings jauntily to himself as he arrives)

HANs (singing sotto voce, unaccompanied)
We are the regiment of devil-may-cares,
When in attack we are a crack brigade,
Never afraid!

(Seeing the shop deserted, he tiptoes down the steps, looking to R and L.
Suddenly he hears CILLY’s voice, and ducks out of sight behind the chaise-
longue)

CiLu1 (gff R) Don’t you worry, Miss Greta. I’ll keep an eye on the
shop for you . . . (she enters R) as long as I can do it sitting down. (She
limps towards the chaise-longue)

HaNs (jumping up with proudly outstretched arms, and letting his equip-
ment drop with a crask) Cilli!

(Surprised and horrified, CILLI gives a yelp and falls on to the chaise-
longue in a dead faint)

Good gracious! The thrill must have been too much for her. (He
moves towards her) Cilli! (He slaps her wrists—to no effect) Come back
to me, little rose-bud. It’s your Hansi-Pansi. (He feels in his pockets)
Now where did I put that “Manual of First Aid—Troops, for the
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use of”? (He finds it) Ah! Here it is. (He thumbs through it) Acne . . .
Eczema ... Fainting Fits. (He reads) Fainting Fits: Open all windows.
Burn a feather under the nose. (He looks around) Open all the windows
—in a shop? Burn a feather? This isn’t a chicken run! (He reads
again) “In extreme cases all tight underwear should be loosened.”
Now that sounds more like what the doctor ordered. 4/ tight under-
wear, eh? (He prepares for the appropriate action)

CrLL1 (sitting up immediately and slapping his hand away) That will
be quite enough of that!

Hans (anxiously) You don’t think that—er—just as a pre-
caution ... ?

CirLLr (seizing his face and looking at it incredulously) Great Heavens,
it’s you!

Hans. You wouldn’t care to faint again?

CiLLr. What are you doing in that ridiculous uniform?

Hans (elaborately casual) As a matter of fact I joined the Army.

CiLir. You joined the Army? What regiment? The Seventeenth
Underwear Looseners ?

Hans (hurt) Gilli, 7 am in the Imperial Guard.

CiLLr (examining one of his buttons) So you are! Whatever made
you do such a thing?

Hans. You did!

CiLLi. Me?

Hans. That’s right. When I was just the delivery boy here you
wouldn’t even look at me.

CiLri. Now, Hansi, that isn’t true . . .

Hans. No, you wouldn’t. Like the rest of ’em you were too busy
rolling your big eyes at the officers. (He gives a quick, exaggerated im-
pression of a lovesick girl) So I said to myself: ‘“Hansi, there’s only one
way out of it. You must be a soldier, too. You must be prepared to
do or die—even if it kills you!”

CiLLi. Oh, Hansi! You really loved me as much as that? My
hero! (Ske throws herself into his arms)

Hans (embracing her) My golly, it worked!

CiLwr (looking up at him) Hansi, I have the strangest feeling. It
must be romance at last.

Hans. Either that or my cartridge belt is sticking into your
corsets! (He releases her and straightens his belt)

CiLLr. My brave boy, you must tell me everything. What’s the
Army like?

Hans. It’s a real man’s life, (he shudders) horrible!

CiLit. I can hardly believe that my Hansi joined up.

Hans. He can hardly believe it either. One day delivering roses. . .
the next grooming the regimental goat. (He holds his nose) Whew!

CiLu1 (fondly) My Hansi a he-man at last. And he used to be such
a drip!

Hans. Remember many a drip has worn away a heart of stone.

CrLLr. Not you. If you’d been left alone with Venus you wouldn’t
have known what to do.
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Hans. Well, you wouldn’t have expected me to take advantage
of a woman without any arms? (Fondly) Thank Heaven you’re no
Venus!

CiILLI (recotling indignantly) Charming! (She moves away)

Hans ( following her) No, Cilli. You’re a real live lady . . . with two
of everything! (He throws his arms round her) My tiger-lily! My little
wolf-woman! (He plasters her with kisses) 1 adore you.

CiLr1 (breaking free) H-h-hansi! (Accusingly) Where did you pick
up that fancy technique?

Hans. Technique? (Delightedly) Have I got technique? Oh,
goody, goody!

CiLui. All that “tiger-lily, wolf-woman”’ stuff. The most romantic
thing you ever said to me in the old days was, ‘“Well, how about it ?”’
(Accusingly again) Hans, you’ve been working at it!

Hans (proudly) Well, a man can’t be with Count Max without
picking up a thing or two . . .

CiLwt (thrilled) Count Max? Don’t tell me you’ve been with him
all this time?

Hans (nodding proudly) I'm his right-hand man, his personal
assistant. What a man! What elegance, what charm; his wonderful
way with the women! Just let him get a girl in a dark corner; he can
read her like a book.

CiLLi. How can he read in the dark?

HANs (demonstrating with his fingers) Braille!

CiLri. Oh, Hansi, I am proud of you.

Hans (indicating the chaise-longue) Come over here and I’ll make
you prouder still!

CiLLi. Hansi, you’re so fierce and masculine . . .

Hans. And you’re so frail and feminine!

“IT’S SUCH A TRICKY THING,
THIS LOVE” No. 4

CiLLi. Hans, romance is very nice,
That confetti lark and rice.
But till I’m asked to sign
Upon the dotted line,
I’ll still remember Momma’s advice!

It’s such a tricky thing, this love,

A rather sticky thing, this love,

To ev’ry female He-Male Man’s a king

But never say ““I will” until those church bells ring!
Think what you’re doing with this love

And don’t start cooing like a dove,

Until you’re lined up, signed up, floating down the aisle!
It’s such a tricky thing, this love!
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Hans. Cilli, life’s been like a song
Since the day you came along,
The joyous verve of you,
The luscious curve of you,
They make my heart-beat sound like a gong!

It’s such a tricky thing, this love

A kiss-me-quickie thing, this love,

Oh, what a Cleopatra you must be

To make a Mark Antonio of little me!

There’s nothing slow about this love

Away we’ll go without a shove,

And you’ll surrender, tender bird of my desire!
It’s such a tricky thing, this love!

(The number finishes with a comedy dance routine in which CiLL1 at
Sirst acts coy, while HANS pursues her wolfishly ; then they exchange moods.
As the music finishes, HANs takes CILLI in an embrace so fierce

that they both lose their balance, trip over the kit-bag, and cannon into the
L end of the counter, bringing a tier of flower-pois down with a crash. CiLLI
scrambles hastily to her feet as she hears GRETA approaching. HANs
stays on the floor, partly concealed by the chaise-longue. GRETA enters R)

GRETA not seeing Hans) Cilli, I told you to look after the shop—
not break it up! What on earth happened?
Ciur. I’'m sorry, Miss Greta, b-but it was—er——

(HANs rises shakily to his feet)

— (indicating Hans) this on earth!

GRETA (not recognizing Hans) So you’ve got a soldier at last? (To
Hans) She always needed a military escort.

CiLri. Yes, but look who I’ve got!

" GRETA (after an astonished look) Good gracious! It’s Hans!

HAaNs (saluting smartly) Miss Greta!

CiLLi. My Hansi, back from manceuvres. And, guess what? He’s
personal assistant to Count Max!

GRreTA. Not really, Hans? But that’s wonderful.

(MAX enters up L and listens with amusement. HANs, busy picking up
the spilled flower-pots, does not see him)

CiLLr. Wherever the Count goes my Hansi goes too. He’s a big
man in the regiment. The Count can’t go anywhere without him!

(MAX begins to laugh. The others turn in surprise. HANS registers guilt
and then looks imploringly at Max)

Max (coming down c) You never said a truer word, Cilli. Look at
these boots of mine. What a shine, and all his work! I’ve got the
finest batman in the regiment! (He slaps Hans on the shoulder, nearly
sending him flying)

CiLL1 (sternly) So that’s all you are! (She grabs hold of Hans) Come
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along—batman. I think we should have a nice little talk! (Ske takes
hold of his ear and propels him off rR)

HANS’ EXIT No. 4a

Max (amused, and turning to Greta) And how about us? (He takes her
by the hand) 1 wanted to see you alone.

(The music begins)

“MY PRETTY FLOWERS” No. 5

GI;ETA (speaking over the music; teasingly) Was it so awfully impor-
tant:

Max (seriously) I think it was. You see, I love you more than any-
thing in the world. I can’t imagine life without you.

GRETA (enchanted) Oh, Max!

Max (with mock solemnity) But then there’s Paris . . .

GRETA (scornfully) Paris! (She takes the telegram from her pocket and
throws it into a waste basket, which is under the table) So much for Paris!
Oh, Max, this must be a dream.

Max. Don’t be afraid of waking. You won’t find me gone.

GRETA (momentarily sad) 1 wonder. “The Count and the Flower
Girl” . . . it’s too like a fairy-tale.

Max. “They lived happily ever after.”

Greta. That’s what the story says. But supposing something were
to take you away from me?

Max. It happens—in a soldier’s life. But you don’t imagine I'd
forget you?

GRETA (with a shrug) I’'m talking a lot of wild nonsense. Let’s just
live for this wonderful evening . . . and let me give you something
to remind you of that! (She takes a red rosebud from a vase on the counter,
kisses it, and puts it into his tunic. Then she begins to sing)

Sweet are the posies I fashion

Sweet as the summer we’ve spent,

Red with the roses of passion

From the garden of heart’s content.

Only flowers can sweeten with their spell
Lonely hours when we have said farewell!
Roses will carry my memory of you,
Every petal a dream come true.

My pretty flowers will be

A token when we part,

Each coloured flower a word

I’ve spoken in my heart.

Though petals may fade by morning
Just don’t be afraid—

Their warning be scorning.
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