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THESIS PERSPECTUS - MASTER OF FINE ARTS - LINDENWOOD COLLEGE

David M. Houghton, M.F.A. Candidate

As partial fulfillment of the requirements for the degree,

Master of Fine Arts, I must undertake a creative thesis project.

As my choice, I have selected to propose that I direct a full-

length production on the Lindenwood campus. The specifics follow:

PROPOSAL :

I propose to mount, stage, and direct a full scale production
of John Van Druten's theatrical adaptation of Christopher
Isherwood's novel Berlin Stories, I Am A Camera.

GOALS:

To become intimately familiar with all aspects of directing
a full-length production in a college setting. These aspects

include:

1) Play selection and screening

2) Play analysis and conceptualization

3) Realization of concept through staging and design

4) Productive communication skills with production staff
5) Audition and casting process

6) Rehearsal process

7) Production problem-sloving and solution implementation
8) Post-production critique and reviews

If approved, my graduate committee shall consist of the following:

Dr. Robert Peffers
Niki Juncker
Groff Bittner



I AM A CAMERA
The Open Shutter, The Open Wound

A Directorial Thesis by David M. Houghton

The following is a Master of Fine Arts directorial thesis. It
will encompass all elements of conceptualization, background, preparation,

staging, and performance of John Van Druten's I Am A Camera. The elements

discussed will include the following:
I. Process of Choice/Selection of the Piece

IT. Evolution of the story, from Isherwood's Berlin Stories
to the movie Cabaret

[IT.Preparation for production - the search for a facility and
identification of technical problems

IV. Casting and Staging

V. Performance

VI. Aftermath and Reflections

The project was conceived, sponsored, and mounted as a part of
the "Second Season" of the Lindenwood College's Department of Performing
Arts in March of 1983. I undertook it as a requirement towards

fulfillment of a Master of Fine Arts degree in Directing/Theatre.



ELEMENT I

Process of Choice/Selection of I Am A Camera

A partial list of my directing credits prior to the project in
question will help to put the selection process into perspective.
My first directorial experience was with a Baptist church during my
junior year in high school. One of my love interests at the time was
given the task of finding someone to take charge of her church's newly
formed Christian Drama Group, and I was selected. My first attempt
at directing was a Christian one-act called "The Cell." From there,

a community theatre production of Barefoot in the Park and George S.

Kaufman's Still Alarm rounded out my projects as a director during
secondary school.
College undergraduate work at Southern I11inois University -

Edwardsville included directing productions of 01d Times, The Zoo Story,

A Midsummer Night's Dream, Godspell, The Birthday Party, and a collection

of cuttings from the Bard's classics called Shakespearean Blackouts in

the studio, and an unprecedented mainstage production of Plaza Suite.
Undergraduate class work included courses in all levels of acting and
directing for all styles and a solid core of technical and design
courses in all areas.

Graduate work prior to the thesis project, was, ironically,
considerably more Timited to class work and theory than in undergraduate

school and saw only productions of The Lady of Larkspur Lotion,

Henry IV, Part I, and another collection of Shakespeare scenes for

recruitment touring.

In summary, I felt that my previous experience, such as it was,



had offered me a wide and diversified background from which to choose
a culminating project. My experience not only led me in the direction
of my ultimate choice of projects, but it alsoc gave me a practical
sense of expectations about what I should and about what I could
expect from a graduate thesis production. So, with these background
factors in mind, I developed a criteria for play selection.

First, I looked for a project that would balance my belief that
a Master of Fine Arts thesis production should have full technical
support and my own patented brand of the KISS method (Keep It Simple,
Stupid). My own ideas about play selection are based on the idea that,
as a director, you should avoid placing any more difficulties on yourself
than is absolutely necessary. In other words, don't make trouble for
yourself by choosing a play that requires an earthquake onstage if you
can avoid it. This philosophy also derives from the fact that I consider
myself to be an actor's director and in my definition that means that
the most important element of any production is the actor as storyteller,
and all other aspects of the production are secondary and supportive.
This perspective leads me to choose works for production that are small
cast with well-developed characters that offer three dimgnsion potential
for the actors. I also try to avoid plays that require a large number
of unnatural events occurring onstage. 1 have found that effects like
rain, snow, fire, explosions, and other spectacles stress the audience's
willing suspension of disbelief unnecessarily and are better left to
the movies. Theatre is for the actor. Even the commonplace technical
support areas such as lights, costumes, and set should be in the show and

not be the show.



In summary, requirements for a play for my thesis were: an
"actor's" piece with a simple technical shopping 1ist and emphasis
on plot and character development. My goals were to demonstrate that
I had reached a point in my directorial training and development that
I could select, conceive, adapt if necessary (it was), and mount a full-
length production that best reflected not only my accumulated tools as
a director, but to some degree the "style" that my own personal brand
of directing had evolved into.
My first selection was a "from the hip" personal preference.

Directing Harold Pinter's The Homecoming had been a goal of mine since

I was introduced to the work in my final year of secondary school.

I had met with a Timited success in directing Pinter's works, and felt

I had a better-than-average grasp of his unique style, and an unlimited
affection for the playwright's plays. It was because of this "familiarity"
that I rejected the notion. I felt I had a foothold on directing Pinter,
and Simon, and Albee. I had studied Miller in scene work, on paper, and

in theory until I felt I could readily delve into his works. 1 had
Prepared an extensive series of scenes from Tennessee Williams' A

Streetcar Named Desire and felt a handle on that playwright's style. I

sought a work that while not being foreign or alien in nature, would
force me into an area that I had not ventured into previously. The
work needed to be a new sort of challenge, while still fitting into
my own self-imposed requirements. After about two weeks of reflection and

research, John Van Druten's I Am A Camera was chosen and approved by

my faculty advisor and department chairman, Dr. Robert Peffers.
I first became aware of the Isherwood saga indirectly in the early

'70's when Liza Minnelli's photograph appeared on the cover of Time



magazine announcing a story on the new movie Cabaret. Little did I
know that this most contemporary and recent form of the story was only
the latest edition in a long evolution of plot, character, and action.

My next contact with the work was in my sophomore year of undergraduate
work when the stage musical version was performed as part of our mainstage
season. The themes alone were enough to stir the local chapter of the
American Nazi Party into bringing the show under its close and unwelcome
scrutiny. It was perhaps at this point in time that I began to realize
the full contemporary relevance of the story, and how some things for
some people had not changed.

From my assistant stage manager's vantage, I could feel twinges
of fear in myself and everyone else involved. Well, if not actual
fear, then at least extreme discomfort as their watchful eyes perused our
open rehearsals and performances. I remember being confused over
exactly why I felt this "fear," but I knew distinctly that I did not
Tike it.

It was this indefineable legacy of intimidation and fear that gave
the work a very real and tagible sense of relevance. What I was then
unaware of was that a much more poignant and concise statement on the
human relationship and reaction to this type of fear was already in

existence in the form of I Am A Camera.

My first contact with the play came in 1980 during a rare April
snowfall in Nashville, Tennessee. Vanderbilt University Theatre's

production of I Am A Camera was moving and effective to the extent

that it helped me to define and articulate my own feelings about the
type of oppression that the Nazi movement was so indicative of. These

feelings and observations eventually evolved into the working concept



for my production of the show. At this point, it is sufficient to
state that the script said things I felt needed to be said, and despite
some structural shortcomings, said them very well.

To sum up this selection process, I Am A Camera was chosen as my

thesis project because I felt it would: 1) make a social statement
that I felt was relevant both to myself and to the community, 2) was
a stylistic stretch for my directorial skills and lastly, 3) met the

limiting technical requirements of facility and talent pool.




ELEMENT II

Evolution of the Story - Berlin Stories to Cabaret

The story told by Christopher Isherwood of a small group of
people caught in 1930 Berlin during political upheaval and the fears,
choices, and decisions that they face is effective in all its forms.
Its universal themes, human relationships, and statements on the human
condition under stress are given credence by its basis in real events and
characters.

Christopher Isherwood came to Berlin in 1929 and remained -until
1934, hence being on hand for the world altering rise of Adolf Hitler
and the early phases of minority persecution. Paying his rent by teaching
English, he circulated in all social circles. His universal service,
the need to speak English, and his talent for speaking German, brought
him into contact with everyone from Communist subversives to Jewish
aristocrats to Nazi agitators. These experiences over four years
provided material for a major novel and four short stories, all based
on real events he kept record of in his personal diary, which is the
first evolutionary link in the story that eventually became I Am A
Camera.

The novel, Mr. Norris Changes Trains or by its American title

The Last of Mr. Norris, dabbles in subtle decadences and subversions of

the time. Although there are no characters or situations in "Mr. Norris"

that carry over into the I Am A Camera saga, the atmosphere of intrigue

is thick and prevalent and well-establishes the mood for later works.
The other and more significant stories drawn from those four

years are the short stories "The Newaks," "The Landauers," "Sally Bowles,"



and "Berlin Diary: Autumn 1930."

0f these four, "Sally Bowles" appeared in a small separate
volume in 1937 with the remaining three being published in their earliest
literary forms in issues of John Lehmann's New Writing.

It had been Isherwood's original intention to combine all material
recorded in his diary into one major novel, but he found he could not
get all characters to jumble into journalistic coherency. His working
title for the unified, expanded novel had been The Lost, a very
interesting insight into the writer's perspective of the time he spent
in that unstable Germany.

Eventually Isherwood combined his four short stories into a second
novel of his Berlin years. The year 1939 saw the publication of

Goodbye to Berlin.

The final literary phase of the story came with the end of World

War II. In 1945, New Directions republished The Last of Mr. Norris and

Goodbye to Berlin in the form they are now available in, the double

novel, Berlin Stories. Thus, ended the literary phase of the evolution

of the Berlin years, and thus began the theatrical evolution.

In his forward to the Berlin Stories, Isherwood writes of John

Van Druten's production for the stage:

Then in the summer of 1951 John Van Druten decided that

he could make a play out of "Sally Bowles." His adaptation,
I Am A Camera, was written with his usual skilled speed,

and was ready for production that fall. 1 arrived in New
York to sit in on rehearsals...l

Isherwood found the embodiment of himself, his past, and the people
and situations he had known to be thought-provoking and perplexing.

He searched for the truth and past reality of his lost youth:



As 1 watched those rehearsals, [ used to think a good

deal - sometimes comically, sometimes sentimentally about
the relation of life to art. In writing Goodbye to Berlin
[ destroyed a certain portion of my real past. [ did this
deliberately, because I preferred the simplified, more
creditable, more exciting fictitious past which I'd created
to take its place. Indeed, it had now become hard for me to
remember just how things had really happened - that is to
say, how I had made them happen in my stories. And so,
gradually, the real past had disappeared, along with the
real Christopher Isherwood of twenty years ago. Only the
Christopher Isherwood of the stories remained.

The effect of seeing one's past dramatized and presented in the
theatrical media is, must be, a very strange one. The real meeting
the unreal, the past colliding with the immediacy of the stage.
Isherwood reacted this way:

Watching my past being thus reinterpreted, revised and

transformed by all these talented people upon the stage,

I said to myself: I am no longer an individual. 1 am a

collaboration. I am in the public domain.3

Fifteen years passed, the story remained in its latest form.
Then in 1966 Ebb and Kander wrote the book and music for a new Broadway
musical, Cabaret. It, and its film successor of the same title,
will not be examined here, as they play no part in the evolution of
the textual story as I adapted and interpreted it. Later references
may be made to their respective contributions to the atmosphere and
individual character development, but for now, it is suf%icient to
say that the story of poeple in a city of extreme turmoil has been

universal and strong enough to survive seven major revisions and still

remain compelling and poignant.



ELEMENT III
A. The Search For Performance Space

B. Identifying Technical Problems

A. The Search For Performance Space

My production was a test case. A ground-breaker, if you will.
Mine was the first directorial thesis production in five years not
to be assigned to the mainstage, and the first in two years anywhere.
It was also the first of our department's relatively new administration.
The exact significance of M.F.A. directorial productions and their
place in the overall scheme of the department's goals and procedures
was not clear, and my project was to be the first shot at clarification.
Lucky me.

With the new administration came the idea that a university theatrical
program was not complete without a lab or studio theatre to backstop
its mainstage work. This idea was not unfamiliar to myself and other
graduate students who had experienced the benefit of such programs
at undergraduate school. It was perhaps partially because of this

experience that it was decided that I Am A Camera would be the first

full-length production of Lindenwood Theatre's newly conceived lab
theatre, officially referred to at the time as "The Second Season.”

As far as a space for the production was concerned, that was
another matter. No well-suited facility for such an endeavor was in
evidence. The only theatre on campus, the mainstage, was constantly
in production or being used for set construction due to limited shop
facilities.

Throughout discussions with Dr. Peffers and members of my graduate



committee, I remained steadfast in my belief that whatever facility
was chosen, it should offer potential for full technical support.
[ was determined that design options be as broad as possible in order
to enhance the conceptual process.
With this criteria in mind, several possibilities were examined
and dismissed. Our acting studio was a converted art studio that was
initially rejected because there was no existing lighting system.
Next examined was an auditorium/lecture hall in our Fine Arts Building.
This facility did have a lighting system consisting of several
parabolic aluminized reflectors with extremely limited dimming control.
The Tighting positions themselves were all but unaccessible, making
focus or instrument interchangement doubtful at best. These restrictions,
though troublesome, did not automatically disqualify this performance
space. What finally did eliminate Fine Arts Building, room 101 from
further consideration was stage depth. Although suggestion was made
of methods to temporarily extend the playing area, it was decided that
budget and manpower considerations did not allow for such adaptations.
The search continued. More than one tour was subsequently made
of the campus to examine any and all possible spaces.
[ suppose the one image I recall most vividly in our search was
the day Dr. Peffers and I stood in the middle of the long-abandoned
and useless swimming pool in Butler Hall kicking away cobwebs and trying
to envision it as a performance space. If nothing else, this experience
did point up the dire need for a lab theatre space if there was to
ever be an ongoing "Second Season."
After seemingly all potential spaces had been explored, from a

maintenance supply shed to our mainstage dressing rooms, I was about



to move off-campus in my search when Dr. Peffers presented a seemingly
acceptable solution. The St. Charles Presbyterian Church and Lindenwood
College Campus Chapel all-purpose room and auditorium was offered and
accepted. The room itself was more than ample in size to accommodate
folded-chair seating. At one end was a 30' wide by 20' deep playing
area. It also had a house 1ighting system, crude, but at first glance
operable at about 80% of its original capacity. It had a storage room
in the wing area useable as a dressing room and green room, and
workable wing space for a single-set production.

The space had been selected and agreed on. Logistic and scheduling
problems lay ahead, yet unforeseen. A1l that could be done was to
begin the technical management process of identifying technical problems
inherent to that performance space and requirements and procurement of

a design staff.



g. Identifying Technical Problems

[nitial discussions with the design staff quickly helped to
identify the main, underlying technical problem in mounting the first
full-length lab theatre production. There were no technical provisions
for manpower, materials, or creative consultations for lab theatre
productions.

I immediately realized that manpower and material procurement would
be an uphill battle. As far as materials were considered, all stock
had been earmarked for other uses. There was no flexibility at first
examination. The design staff's attitude concerning manpower was discouraging
at best, if understandable. It was sort of a "have at it and good Tuck."
Needless to say, these considerations had a great influence on my
selection of a production staff.

Stage Manager: It was evident from the beginning the management
problems of this production would be extraordinary. It would require
energetic attention and well-developed organizational skills. After
a search rivaling only that for a space, it became apparent that there
were no veteran stage managers available. My next choice was someone
energetic, enthused, and willing with basic organizational skills.

My choice was freshman, Dara Townsend.

Properties: Fortunately, our technical staff did have a permanent
props master who could expand his focus and energies to include our
production, Tony Michalak.

Costume Designer: This was the one area that I felt I needed

to try to work from within the department. I needed someone with
sufficient design experience, familiarity with our costume shop, and

Organizational skills adequate enough for the short move to an




unfamiliar space. The choice was senior Jackie Goodal.
Set Designer: Needed here was someone with a background in set
work with limited resources and artistic sense enough to research and
develop a re-creation of a flat in 1930's Berlin. After discovering that
there was no such person within our department, I employed the services
of Jeff Horvath. Mr. Horvath's experience included professional work
and community theatre, which would have seemed to qualify him infinitely.
Light Design: 1In this area, I was, perhaps, the most fortunate.
Art Lowell, a high school cohort, veteran of summer theatre from
scratch, and an electrical engineer for McDonnell-Douglas, seemed
taylor-made for the specific problems of the production.
So, with a space and a production staff in order, I returned to
the text for concept and analysis in final preparation for the casting

and staging process.



ELEMENT IV

casting and Staging

I have always maintained that the single most important period
in the production process is the time between when you begin auditions
to the time you post your cast 1list. Considering myself an "actor's
director" as I do, I find the successful and prudent selection of a
cast even slightly more important than a production staff. It is in
this casting process that I feel a show either makes or breaks.

You may think from this that my tendency would be to cast only
tried and true friends in my productions. Not true. I find my instincts
on new, unfamiliar talent to have a very high rate of success, although
these excursions into the unknown are the most risky. I have decided
that the artistic process cannot exist without risk. Therefore, you
will usually find a balance of known, unknown, experienced, and un-

experienced talent in my casts. I Am A Camera was no exception.

When planning for auditions, I realized that requiring a prepared
piece would be counter-productive. This stipulation would only serve
to frighten away most potential auditioners under the excuse that
"they didn't have the time" to prepare. Therefore, it w;s decided that
the format would be cold readings from the script.

The auditions had a fair turn-out and the following cast was

selected for the reasons given:

Christopher Isherwood - Tony Michalak. In this actor, I perceived
both the maturity and the experience to understand Isherwood, while at

the same time having some of the same uncertainties of ultimate direction.



conduct, requiring and actor with the experience to accomplish the role

and the human depth to understand the character. Tom had both.

Natalia Landauer - Beth Houghton. I know what you're thinking and I
want to just say that if it were true, I would have cast her as Sally.
Seriously, this was one choice that I knew there was no risk involved
in. Besides trusting her implicitly, I had already seen her play the
role and I knew that she had the essence of what I needed from the
character. In answer to any possible charges of nepotism, let me only
say that of the three women called back for Natalia, she was the only
one who felt it important enough to show up. Ms. Houghton also spoke

German.

Fraulein Schneider - Violet Horvath. A second year graduate student,

my reasons for casting were mainly two. First, Ms. Horvath's credentials
as a character actress were unquestionable. Secondly, her value as

a cast member was greatly increased by her experience in dialects

and her ability to impart this knowledge to others. Violet also had

a physical attribute necessary to the role - a large bust.

Clive - Greg Gobberdiel. Greg, a graduate student in art, brought some
limited acting experience to the auditions. Despite somé inhibitions

and undeveloped disciplinary habits, I decided that for the two brief
scenes that Clive was in, I could get what I wanted. This was a challenge

that I did not accept as readily as others, but my choices were limited.



The Staging Process:

The main problem in the staging process was not, as you might
expect with the actors, but with logistic hassles. The search for
rehearsal space was comparable only to the search for a performance space
in its scope and complications. My main objective in the rehearsal
process was to find and maintain rehearsal space that would put our
action out of the way so we would not be bothered, and that we could
call our own. This objective failed miserably, but the results were
somewhat constructive. Without going into specific details, let it
suffice to say that in a given week we may have rehearsed in three
different spaces from the acting sudio to the dressing room. It was
confusing, distracting, discouraging, and frustrating, but it did have
one major benefit. The cast and crew were very well-prepared for the
move into an unfamiliar performance space. Adapting to new dimensions
had practically become second nature.

As is my standard operating procedure, the show was pre-blocked
and edited prior to the first rehearsal. My philosophy on blocking has
become that experimenting 1is well and good, following the actor's
instincts can be very constructive, but you'd better havé a strong backstop
of concrete ideas when you go in. I feel that the director should,
as much as possible, allow actors to find their own directions. The director
should have very strong and set ideas about where he wants the show in
general and specific characters to eventually be. These two ideas may
not seem to match up, but the success comes from helping the actors from
their own way to where you want them to go. At the same time, the director

shoud1 remain open to ideas that are either better than his, or of equal



merit. Suggestions are often lent more credence if they are the actor's.
In other words, if an actor has an idea that is just as good as yours,
use theirs because it will make them feel better, more confident, and

a more important part of the process. So, with these and other basic
theories and philosophies in mind, I began the rehearsal process

and encountered the following problems. They are presented as a represen-
tative cross-sample to demonstrate my skill Tevels in identifying and
coping with production problems. The relative success of this process

will be examined in my discussion of the performances themselves.

Dialects. The script calls for several dialects, as noted in the
casting process. Work on dialects included drills with Tony and Violet.
The biggest problem encountered here was with Kate (Sally). The upper-
middle class British accent required for the role was so far from her
own speech pattern that it was almost as if it were a completely
foreign tongue. The short German phrases that she needed to speak were
practically an insurmountable problem that eventually required a character
adjustment to cope with.

Besides cast members with heavy background in dialects, it was
of great aid that Violet and Beth had spent some time in. England and
Germany. Their insights proved invaluable in determining proper

dialects and interpretations.

Discipline. Tom Meuer was not a disciplined actor. I knew this
when I cast him and weighed what I thought he might be motivated to do
for the show and what I thought he would be motivated to do for our
Personal friendship. Promptness and attendance problems were kept to
a minimum. The real discipline problems came with the text. Not

learning his lines was secondary to his using the smoke screen that he



had not yet "found himself" in the scene. After going through my gamut
of directorial tools for motivation, I finally had to tell him I felt

he was using this as an excuse. He responded to this tactic.

Logistics. Time available in the actual performance space was
severely limited. This meant being concerned with technical aspects
when the focus should have been on acting considerations. Perhaps the
most vivid example of what we were up against was that we could not have
a technical run-through the Monday night of performance week because
the auditorium was being used for a card party.

Add to this that the Tighting system turned out to be only 50%
operational and that our set designer was rarely in evidence. Adaptations
were the order of the day.

A discussion of how those and other considerations effected the

actual performances follows in the next element.



ELEMENT V

Performance

Long, late hours preparing the lighting system for its maximum
possible output were at an end. Last minute work on the set was
hurriedly completed, as our set designer had disappeared, never to
see a rehearsal or performance. The actors were ready. They had
remained steadfast in their objectives and concentration. The time
for performance had come.

Kate White was the biggest single success of the production.

Her progress in character work had been unmatched by her colleagues.

Her dialect had been mastered more than adequately to make that aspect

of her character extremely believable. Her single most notable accomplish-
ment was the development of her text-subtext thought process. Her

focus on the character seemed absolute. At any given time she could

be stopped and asked what Sally was thinking, feeling, wanting. She

always knew, and answered without hesitation in a way that seemed to
wonder why I would need to inquire on something that clear. I felt

that our Sally Bowles was an exceptional one.

Our major overall problem in performance was that o% pace. Some
of the scenes are written beginning on an upbeat note, suddenly brought
crashing down with the introduction of some piece of catastrophic
news. Other scenes, such as the one after the abortion, being on a very
low level with everyone in pajamas and feeling sick. This emotional
roller-coaster was too much for the actors to overcome completely.
Opening night excitement carried the first performance well, but on the

second night the challenge of playing the low-key moments with pace



and energy became too much in some spots. I had not devoted sufficient
time in the rehearsal process to successfully prepare the actors for
this eventuality.

Greg (Clive) is inherently a low-key person. In an attempt to
counteract the effect this might have had on his stage persona,

[ had him attack the character head on. Clive became almost a dynamo

of boundless energy. He took his entrances on the run, throwing people,
props, and set pieces to the four winds in an undying search for excitement.
This tact seemed to work well and provided his character with the

needed motivation to suddenly leave as he does.

Tony (Christopher) accomplished the difficult task of presenting
his character as someone who is initially merely a passive observer,
and who then experiences the transformation into an active participant.

The romantic/noble relationship between Fritz and Natalia was
another area I felt was a success. The decision process, the desperation
of Fritz's plight, and the strength of his eventual decision all seemed
to play very well and to stay clear of the overly sentimental.

Violet (Fraulein Schneider) was also faced with an acting challenge
she handled very well. Her grasp of the character's super objective
and how it effected her conduct and her relationships was very
satisfactory. Violet, for her work on technical aspects of the show,
coaching in dialects, and as an actress, proved invaluable to the

production.

Technical Aspects in Performance-
Set. The set, despite a less than complete commitment by the
designer, served its purpose well. The atmosphere and flavor of the

Production's historic period was adequately enhanced by the stage

N



environment.

Lighting. The 1lighting concept had been the stark, revealing
effect of a flash bulb. This was successfully accomplished through
the use of sharp angles and ungelled instruments.

Costumes. Due to some very fortunate acquisitions the costumes

did a 1ot to present the image of 1930's Berlin successfully.



ELEMENT VI

Aftermath and Reflections

A total of 43 people over two nights saw Lindenwood Colege's

"Second Season" production of I Am A Camera. Although it could have

easily been a disappointment that not more people saw the show,

[ would not allow it to be. What did disappoint me more than simple
numbers in attendance were the types of people who were not in attendance,
namely performing arts students, but I will not dwell on that here.

The cast had been well-prepared for, and expected a low turn-out.
If the small audiences had an effect on their performance, it was not
in evidence. One of our goals had been to concentrate on the story-
telling aspects of the work, and to do our job for whoever cared to
listen. In this respect, I feel we succeeded.

My goals, as set forth in the beginning chapter of this thesis,
were all met with a high degree of success. There were few aspects
that could be called failures, mainly ideas that couldn't work and
therefore, had to be discarded in lieu of others.

[ feel that I did what I set out to do as best I could, and
that is the ultimate success. '

Beyond what I had set out to accomplish, I felt that I had laid
the ground work for a permanent lab theatre, and set a standard, such
as it was, for its productions.

[ felt we had given six actors a chance to explore a rarely
seen piece, and brought a seldom seen chapter of the Isherwood/
Cabaret evolution before the public.

Finally, I felt I had consummated my status as an M.F.A. director.



The project had been conceived, constructed, and executed according
to the highest standards obtainable. For this, I am proud of my
cast and crew, and very thankful to everyone who had a constructive

hand in the process.
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TEXTUAL ANALYSIS

Given Circumstances
Dialogue

Dramatic Action
Characters

Idea

Tempos

Moods

Sub-Divisions:

k.
2.
3.

Framework of the Play: Given Circumstances and Dialogue
The Hard Core of the Play: Dramatic Action and Character
The Derivatives of Dramatic Action: Idea, Tempos, and Moods

Given Circumstances:

material in a playscript that delineates the environment - the
special world of the play in which the action takes place

This includes:
1. Environmental conditions, specific conditions, place and time
2. Previous Action - all that has happened before the action begins

3. Polar Attitudes - points of view toward their environments held
by the principle characters



ENVIRONMENTAL FACTS

Act I, Scene I’

Geographical Location:

A rented room across the passage from a smaller one in a boarding
house in Berlin, German. It is mid-summer.

Date: Late 1920's -early 1930's.

Season: Mid-early summer

Time of Day: Tea-time, mid-afternoon

The significance of the date is that it makes the action occur

at the same time the Nazi party was rising to power in Germany.

Economic Environment:
Class - lower to middle.
Economic level is poor to moderate.

Political Environment:
Extremely significant. Effects all characters. At start -

very unsteady. Nazi party is "getting bolder, more arrogant.”
They are "rioting in the streets."

Social Environment:
Increasingly decadent lifestyle contrasts with Victorian heritage
against a shifting background of ethnic norms.

Religious Environment:
Formal controls. Formal religious controls seem to have very
little bearing on any particular player's behavior.



PREVIOUS ACTION
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14.
15.
16.
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18.
19.
20.
4
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There has been heavy Nazi rioting.

Isherwood came to Berlin for a weekend and stayed on.
Isherwood has run out of money.

Isherwood has begun giving English lessons.

Isherwood has rented a room.

Isherwood has written a book with poor success.

Isherwood has been in Berlin for six months.

Fraulein Schneider was married for 11 years and then widowed.
Isherwood has lost all his pupils except one for the summer.
Isherwood is two months behind in his rent to Schneider.

. Fritz Wendal has had a rough time in business.
. Sally Bowles has been a singer-actress at the Lady Windermere.
. Natalia Landauer is the daughter of a "stinking rich" Jewish

department store owner.

Bowles has had trouble with her landlady.

Wendal is a former student of Isherwood.

Wendal and Bowles have known each other for an unspecified time.
Bowles has been having an affair with her accompanist, Klaus.
Bowles had been paying 80 marks a month for her room.

Landauer has had a cold.

Bowles has slept with a variety of men.

Lancashire, England is Bowles' home.

Bowles has been expelled from school by claiming she was pregnant.



POLAR ATTITUDES

Christopher

Beginning: "I am a camera, with its shutter open, quite passive."
End: "The camera's taken all its pictures and now it's going away

to develop them."
Sally

Beginning: "I've got to have a free soul. You know, I think I'm
really rather a strange and extraordinary person, Chris."

End: "I'd Tove to see my name in 1ights, but even if I had a first
night tomorrow, if something attractive turned up, I'd go after
3 i

Fritz

Beginning: "I need money. Maybe her [Natalia's] father will take a
a liking from me and give me a job in the business."

End: "I know now I am in love with Natalia."

Natalia

Beginning: "My dear young man, I am not sixty years old, and I can
go home unmolested all by myself."

End: "I do not think you know me. I do not think I know myself."



DIALOGUE

Imagery-

Christopher: "Sally Bowles was a girl of about...I wonder how old
she is. Her face is young but her hands look terribly
old. And they were dirty too. Dirty as a little girl's
hands. Sally's hands were Tike the old hands of a
dirty 1ittle girl."

Sally: "I'm afraid he's rather a bloody person, really. Oh, Chris,
I am a lousy picker. It's always the duds who'l1l do me in."

Fritz: "It is terrible. Lousy and terrible. Or I pull off a deal
in the next month, or I go as a gigolo."

Natalia: "It is consumption. From the Tungs. They are consumed
in phlegm."

Forcing-

Fraulein Schneider: "I have charged twenty-eight marks when times
were good."
Schneider is "forcing" Chris to make an offer on the rent.

Fritz Wendal: "She is a friend of mine. Evnetually she is coming
around here this afternoon. I want that you should
know each other."

Wendal is "forcing" Chris to inquire further on his relationship
with Sally.

Sally Bowles: "Dear old mother's ruin. Gin will be wonderful.
Am I terribly late, Fritz darling?"
Bowles is "forcing" Fritz to bolster her ego by assuring her she
is not late.

Christopher Isherwood: "Really, Sally, that was a little cruel.
Fritz really is in trouble."
Isherwood is "forcing" Sally to offer an explanation as to why
she was so cruel to Fritz.

Natalia Landauer: "I come back from the country two days before
yesterday. He comes to call on me that evening.
Fraulein, I think I have done you perhaps an
injustice."
Landauer is "forcing" Sally to inquire as to what that injustice
might be.



Text/Subtext-

Fraulein Schneider:

Text: "You are too good, Herr Issyvoo. You entertain whoever
comes. No matter whoever."

Subtext: "I don't 1ike this visitor, and he's coming at a
bad time."

Eritz:
Text: "Then if I should meet her and perhaps make a pass after
her, you would not mind?"

Subtext: "I don't even know her, but if she's rich, I'11 go for
Sally:

Text: "I thought you were English."

Subtext: "All true Englishmen keep a supply of whiskey on hand."

Christopher:
Text: "She's very rich, you know. And Fritz is very broke."
Subtext: "Fritz plans on taking advantage of her for her money."

Natalia:

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

Subtext: "Buzz off, so I can talk to Sally alone."



CHARACTER BREAK-DOWN

Character Division-

Primary: These divisions are tricky under the traditional definitions
as Christopher can hardly be considered to be a pivotal character,
and at the same time finding the correct slots for Schneider and
Clive are equally hard since more seems to actually "happen"
to them than to Sally.

For further instruction in the break-down, let's check Hodge's exact
definitions:

"It is density that separates the primary characters

from secondary or supporting characters."

Therefore, going by respective "densities," would look 1like this:

Primary:
Chris
Sally
Fritz
Natalia

Secondary:
Fraulein Schneider
Clive
Mummy

Character Models-

Christopher: Charles Rancillio
Sally: Kate White

Fraulein Schneider: Marilyn McNee
Fritz: Bob Kratky

Natalia: Mary Knipen

Clive: Hugh Hefner

Mrs. Watson: Pat Noonan



Character Wants-

Christopher - success without pain
Sally - pleasure without pain
Fraulein Schneider - survival
Fritz - Natalia

Natalia - to know the world

Clive - happiness

Mrs. Watson - her little girl

Character Wills-

Christopher - hide behind a typewriter

Sally - search in beds across Europe

Fraulein Schneider - betray, judge, follow masses
Fritz - risk life to face the truth

Natalia - expose her soul and heart

Clive - 1iterally go anywhere in the world

Mrs. Watson - accept lies and distortions

Character Decorum (from the script)-

Christopher: in his twenties, English and untidy, flannel trousers,
very dirty, and a shirt

Fraulein Schneider: Tlarge, bosomy, German woman

Fritz: young and dark

Sally: young and attractive, wears black silk, a small cape, page
boy's cap, green fingernails

Natalia: about twenty-two, correctly dressed, very German, formal
and decided

Clive: Tlate thirties, large, American, blond, and drunkish
Mrs. Watson: middle-aged, English, in tweeds, carries a cloak




WHAT THE PLAY COULD BE ABOUT

Decadence in 1930 Berlin

Early experiences of one of England's foremost contemporary writers
Love between a man and woman against odds
Jewish plight in Nazi Germany

Transition period of Germany

Struggle of one man and his religious identity
Sally Bowles career off-stage

Survival

Awakening to human plight around you

Standing up for what you believe in

The evils of extra-marital sex

Hiding from the real world

Being prisoners and not knowing it

Standing by and watching someone die

ABSTRACT IMAGES/POSSIBLE CONCEPTS

Chris' Dunkirk, standing by in disbelief and apathy until you're
pinned to the sea and must run.

Safe and warm in bed while all around you people are freezing.

America, epitomized in Clive, wants to have a good time. Its tunnel
vision ignores global threat on the horizon.

England, manifested by Sally, fails to perceive long-term consequences
of political events.

Germany, as represented by Fraulein Schneider, goes along with the
game to insure survival and maintain order.




I AM A CAMERA - WORKING CONCEPT

The play is about the experience of Christopher Isherwood in
1930's Berlin. The action of a city in turmoil forces a transition
in the young writer from an apathetic neutral observer to a concerned
participant in the injustices taking place around him.

There are a series of photographs taken by a photographer who's
intention it is to remain completely neutral. The photographs are
of a room and different people in that room. There are captions with
the pictures that tell who the people are and what they are doing.
You cannot understand why the people are acting as they do and there
is no explanation in the captions.

In these pictures of the room you can see a window in one corner.
You cannot tell what is outside the window, but you know it must have
some effect on why the people do what they do. Hoping to find out,
you make enlargements of the window. What you see, you are shocked
and horrified by, but then you understand the actions of the people
in the room, and know you must do something to help them.

The photographer can no longer remain objective, but must take
part in the very action he was observing.

The play is about concerning yourself only with what happens in
your house, only the things that effect you, and suddenly waking up
to the outside world and realizing that other people's problems are
your own, and hiding from them won't make them disappear.

The play is about remembering to look out the window.

Technical Manifestations of the Concept-

Stage:
Stage p1ctures that tell stories of relationships and characters,
at times "posing" for pictures of the mind.
Subtextually, there must always be the sense that this is a place
that is safe and that outside is fear and danger.

Lighting:
Stark, contrasting images in camera-like flash effect and shadows.

Set:
Picture-frame, comfortable, anctuary.

Costumes:
The characters sometimes dress up for the camera and are sometimes

caught in candid, unguarded moments.



HISTORY

First produced in November (28) 1951 at the Empire Theatre in New
York with the following cast:

Christopher William Prince
Fraulein Schneider 0Olga Fabian

Fritz Martin Brooks
Sally Julie Harris
Natalia Marian Winters
Clive Edward Andrews
Mrs. Watson Catherine Willard

Produced by Gertrude Macy in association with Walter Starckle.
Directed by John Van Druten.

Designed by Boris Aronson.



Other plays on Broadway that season:

The Lady's Not For Burning

Country Girl

The House of Bernarda Alba

Billy Budd
Saint Joan

Paint Your Wagon

Don Juan In Hell

Gigi



HISTORY

Reviews:

HE NEW YORK TIMES, WERDNESDAY; NOVEMBER 28, 951.

"Amusements", p. 37

I AM A CAMERA.
with the ubiquitous title centers
f 1930 and fratres Julie Harms

Druten play
arovnd Perlin

and

(left) This new John van

with auther-director van

Druten Due in New York i time for the holidays.

Theatre Arts Magazine

1951
#12, Vol. XXXV, p.13

‘[ KM & CAMERA:
[N DEBUT TONIGHT

|of Isharwood's ‘Berlin Stories’
Will Open &t the Empire

By S8AM -ZOLOTOW

Opening at 8 P. M. tonight at
the Emplre is John van Druten’s
latest effort, the oddly entitled “I
Am a Camera,” which he adapted
and staged. -

The successful dramatist-di-
rector has based his play on “The
Berlin Stories,” an autoblographi-
cal collection written by Christo-

Isherwood, dedling with the
-American novelist's sto-
dent days in the Berlin of 1830,
just before Hitler m.T to pu.::r
Realigm is emphasizad in the
tation by the inclusion of J
Isherwood by name in the dramatis
personae.

Prince, who Is featured along with
Julie Harris, a young actreas, who
has consistently shown her mettle|
in everything ahe has done lately,
|most recently in “The Member of
i|the Wedding.” Thank goodness,
she gets away from teen-age
t|portrayals and blossoms forth as
a mature actress in ‘T Am a
Camera.”

Other players in a cast of seven
|are Martin Brooks, Catherine 'Wil-
llard, Olga Fabian, Edward An-
|drews and Marian Winters.
| Sponsoring the offeting ls Ger-
l*rude Macy, in assodiation with
|Walter Starcke. The scenery and
|lighting were devised by Boria
|Aronson, the costumes by Ellen
| Goldsborough.

Next week Mr. van Druten will
et busy on the direction of the
"Bell, Book and Candle” road com-
,/pany. Besides Rosalind Russell
«ind Dennis Price, the performers
.in his comedy will include Dorothy
i Sands and Joseph Leon, who tem-
<prorarily replaced Larry Gates in
{the original production. Under the
aezia of Shepard Traube, the route
will start Dec. 21 in Wilmington.|

- -

He I8 personified by Willlam||



Reviews:

THE THEATER

New Play in Manhattan

| Am a Camera (by John van Druten)
is an interesting stage picce though an
unsatisfactory play. A past.che of Chris-
topher lIsherwood s tales of Herlin in 1930
—a decadent city already loud with Nazie
ism—the play ures young Chris himself as
a camera eve. But 'what counis most are
the very candid camera shuts of an Eng-
lish girl named Sally Bowles—a bad little
good girl, strenuously bohemian, ostenta-
tiously wanton, spotted with living with-
out real'y having been touched by life.
Julie t demler of the IWedding) Harris
plays Sally brihiantly, with amazing verve,

Time, Dec. 10, 1951, p. 63.

lora Larmow Lrwa
Juiiz Hazmis as Sacry Bowires

A bod Ltt'e good girl,

and with 3 nuiughiva bl air saves her
Irem seeming na-nily tarnished.
Sallv s the center of Jiiention fo
Piey that hus no cerver iteeil, There i ex-
Jtascne wmpit np et thies Lion, some
e bong maor chairscters, Bur the cam-
€ra sannot yuite e de betveen an indi-
vufual phicogragh st 3 g upr pture, a
peream aned 3 piie, Ly ire ites a sort of
Garern- M tted Diream el but her gaudy
make lelieve rever pes'ly I't-un.'fl']l‘llﬂi-l
the hemalium re 00w of Berlin,d And Uhns
desjate tesolute soet b ng anld t--l:lrnluu-.
g, werms oy b lee 30 = g Lo events
than 2 tuere tomtitant tor sl Wailliam
Frnce makes km sem any jleasant
Young man taker thin g talented wrner,
The play maell turns v beat toward the
end mhere thete mizht e b more ominnus
hight in the «kyv . 3 more urzimt orchestra-
Hien to the storv, there are the merest
stage diangs At ut iy 8 twerdy Hntish
maother, Though never dul 7 1= _ Con.
erg sullers Trom tow much of Sally's own
hive-mn-the-moment  diorder,

TAlE. DECLmBZR 10, 193)




Reviews:

Reviews

“2 Am a amers (Gertrude " Macy, -

J'Walter Starche) is' John van 'Druten's
:dramatization of Christuplwr Isherwood's -
“The Berlin Stories.” semi-antobiographi-

~ cal picees about the English poet’s reac- .
tions to Berlin of the early 19305 One’of

" the principal characters in the play is

# jdentified as Isherwood himsell (sympa-
u..‘li("-l“\ _impenson, ated by William

]1. isive m:l
= that sees
s conunen A

iten) who readily’ admits that
'maniforeither plul nr.‘m-\s.n,-.

does wall, ‘enohgh here by onée again
dcnmm!ll'.lhmz his stagecraft ‘afd, to a
greater degree,this special “affinity  for
life-size ¢haracters - (“The ‘Voice ‘of the
Turtle.” {-l Remember ' Mama?). * Cer-
tainly helis incisive (-umu..h in expressing
his horrar of the Nuzi bnitality, toward
the Jews! but inotherirespects his play
lacks ssmimation as well as substance. It is
only in the’ candid. sharply defined char-
acters tlat. J,mi phnlogmphed against
SO'S pet llut_ samera”

me-.vmre

fowever, the pl.-n s. impact
woukl be almnst negligible- without its
aphy of Sally Bowles, the.
expatriate of ; high |degree
and mnpﬁnhw.-ly low morals, and with-"
out Julic Harris's lrul) brilliant perfoﬂn
ance in tl h
Only cight nmﬂu haw
Miss Harmrs played the f
bean adolescent of “Thet
Wedding.] Within this time
pathetic, gallant, am}
tive portrgval of a frustra

once “promising” voungster becomes one
of the American theater’s demonstrably
fine actresses.

Newsweek, Dec. 10, 1951, p.47.



PLAYWRIGHT SUMMARY

John Van Druten 1901-1957

Originally of Dutch extraction, Van Druten was born in London, but
later became an American citizen.

His first work of note was Young Woodley, produced in New York in
1925.

Other works included Tight comedies such as:

After A11 1929

London Wall 1931

There's Always Juliet 1935
The Distaff Side 1936
Bell, Book and Candle 1954

I Am A Camera was adapted from Christopher Isherwood's Berlin Stories

in 1951.

It should be noted here that in 1966 the now popular, much performed
Broadway musical Cabaret opened.




Reviews:

The Cast

By BROOKS ATKINSON

With the assistance of a remark-
able actress, John van Druten has
put together an impromptu acting
plece, “I Am a Camera” which
opened at the Empire last evening.
The actress is Julle Harris, who

was playing & restless tom-boy in|Ef, 5

the same tre two years AgO.|Balir m‘;.

Now she is playing & gilb, brassy, B Sontimer ... Il Eiwara Andrems
temperame woman of the|Mrs. Watse-Courineldge. ...Cuherine Willard

world—all =leverness, all sophisti-
cation. Sh. plays with a virtuosity
and an honesty that are altogether
stunning, and that remew an old
impression that Misa Harris has
the quicksilver and the genius we
I.u long to discover on the stage.
T

The phrase "“impromptu acting
piece” indicates 'the difficulty of
|deseribing Mr. van Druten's play.
It is Iinteresting. It contains sev-
era]l fascinating characters. It
touches on a few vital principles.
It is written with the ingratial-
ing informality of his best work.
But “1 Am a Camera” keeps losing
its way all through the evening.
| Although it never is dull, it never
accomplishes much.
| Mr. van ,;Druten has adapted It
|from some stories Christopher Ish-
erwood wrote about life in Beriin
in the first days of the Nazis. One
of the two principal characters is
named Christopher Isherwdod. He,
is & young writer who, like a cam-
era with the shutter open, is taking
pictures of people and places In a
period of history. He is reporting
how a crucial moment in the af-
fairs of the world looked to a by-
stander,

lish people, fooling around as
young people were in New York,
London and Paris in thg previous
decade.

That ts why it is bpf: to accept
T Am a Camera’ s an acting
piece and to be ateful for the
perfection of the stage work- that
ig in it. Out of his own memories
of Berlin, Boris Aronson has de-
signed & mouldy, dingy pension
room that reeks of living and in-
dicates the rootlessness of the
fable. As his own director, Mr.
van Druten has done a superb job.

. =

Tn the part of the young writer,
William Prince is excellent, His
acting is as effortlesy.and as en-
gaging as the writing, and he
catches all the friendliness, the in-
effectualness and the vagrant
misgiviogas ef the part Martin
Brooks ia also first-rate as an ap-
prehensive young man of Berlin,
and Marian Wintera gives a ten-
der, poignant performance as &/
Jewish girl moving toward an
ominous world.

There is an immensely enjoyable
performance of & sociabie landlady
by Olga Fabian, who is full of
temperament. Catherine Willard
plays the more conventional part
of an English lady disturbed by her
daughter's behavior; and Edward
Andrews hcts a flamboyant, rich
American who cannot be trusted in
o crisie |

Mr. van Druten has written big

scenes for his ynr:lnt charac- |
ters. The scend® ring true; the
characters are searchingly ob-

served, and she acting—particu-

On the whole, they looked ran-
dom, and amusing. For “I Am a
Camera” s fundamentally the
character nketch of an effervea-
cent, amoral English girl who is
living & Bohemian life Iin Berlin|
and of young Christopher Isher-
wood, who likes her, enjoys her
company and wonders about the
futility of what he is doing. There

| -

Martin Brooks, left, Julie Harris and William Prince in a scene
from “I Am a Camera.”

are rumblings of hostility to the
Jews, and a pair of young Jews
bring their problems into the play
for a moment or two,

But on the whole, Mr. Isher-
wood's camera shows nothing more
than the harum-scarum antica of
& couple of immensely likable Eng-

larly by Miss Harris—is illuminat-
ing and exciting. In view of the
high quality of the workmanship.
s It ungrateful to wish that “I
Am a Camera” had more to say in
the theatre? Or that the photog-
raphy were a little sharper with a
wider perspective?

New York Times, Nov.

29, 1951, "Amusements," p. 57.
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““What is wronF with survival?'’ she asks, her
chilly insensitivity.~ ", =

 ater production of I AmA Camera effec: ~ “ THE ENDING is equivocal, as sorrowful35a  _

= tively creates a mood of impending devasta- *

1 tion. A solemn, sad undercurrent is felt from the -
{ first sound of recorded German cabaret songs
ito the reports of Nazi.confrontations in the
streets. Under the surface wit:lies a heavy
¢ awareness that ultimately takes over the char-

L goters.. ¢ it SfgNl e MY L est s

~ | The play is set in Berlin in 1930 and peopled -

“with drifting individuals, each of whom is ~

arootless and troubled. Ostensibly abiographi-

! cal play based on novelist Christopher Isher- .

§, wood's own {oun days as English writer in

= Berlin, it is played by quite a good student cast

¥ that ¢ clsa_rly understands the point it makes.

-~ THE, DIRECTOR'S note in the program
admits’to taking “‘a few respectful li serties,”
‘but the loose ends that leave the viewer puzzled ]

? should’not have been the résult of those liber- .

=ties: There is no real reason for the rearrange-

ysment of the furniture in the flat which is the

4+ setting throughout, and Isherwood’s aches and

» fever are without dramatic meaning. ,- - ;-

4%4 Richard Wall plays Isherwood, the aspiring

Thriter, and would have been satisfying except

“that one is not"sure that hefe¢Js. He extends

~genuiné friendship to”the spirited, pretty, and.”)

- emotionally immature Sally Bowles, but it’s’in

7 the dialogue rather than in-his characteriza- «

ction. ™ oy MGFT R VARl b TS L
¢ Sally Hubbard, as Sally Bowles, is a delightful

~and exasperating creature, incapable of being -

= e

i- fei‘fou‘s ‘or sfraightforward. but charming and 4
0

ovable. One'sees destruction ahead for her and.

wishes he could put this bright little butterfiyin
~ a flowery cage and prdt?‘ct.‘_ her from herself.
-~.FOR TRUE dramatic'creation of a character, .-
E,honors in this cast must go to Alex Stuhl as Fritz *
i.Wendel. When we meet him he is a sort of gigolo, *

aidandy who boasts that women find him 4
i;m_'emstlhle, a.male with an engagingly .arro-.-‘;’
* gant ego, but not terribly likeable. He sefsout to
: winthe daughter of a wealthy Jewish merchant;’

“ motives entirely ulterior, then comes fo love ..

' this plain, hones! . Sérious young: woman. _She -
 rejects him bécause “He?is not Jéwish;-the™
~audience knows hiS: agonizing secref but she:

oes not. g X, B R R TR e

= From shallowness and"parcissism dev;l-c.

. 0Ps a capacity, for.pain and unselfish concern 3
_for another; and Stuh| lets us see this growth, a
Selery.fine Skill in,an Fctof.” ot iy sy y.d
[ :BETH HETZLER is'remarkablé,as Natalia
whom Fritzloves; also delighting her audierice

; Witha role In which the alteration is visible. She
Eisedgy. didactic andunatiractive when she first ?
sgmgs_.to Isherwood’s flat as a student to be
k<0ached’ in English.’As. the story progresses, '
y50me bf her literalness’wears off,.as well as ’
Some”of her disdain,{and’ she becomes both °
Eﬁiﬂ#n- and Vilnerable. Miss Hetzler handles f

S With serioug restraint that speiks directly
her_lwamﬁ:? A VR P vt ]
san Hatchett and Clive Mortimer are Seen -

i Fraulein Schneider,; th&, [andlady, and, a
<Dlow-hard, ‘insensitive ﬁ\ayboﬁr,_respectively.- 1

1 s:‘::ttﬂﬁin Schneidte_r caérulzfv zg:ross asdlbemg
Y. as emply as Sally Bowles, diverse

éhough Lherr are il:]: age and style. But where
,sca}il.v_wll harm o%heraelff-?raulein 1
+ SChneider will coldly up the Nazi ideology 1

— and as' coldly destrov itg innacent “enemioec '

‘gray November day suddenly turned sleety Znd

scattering the last leaves. Fritz and Natalia

..have said last goodbyes. Sally has turned in the

doorway as she departs, ““I do love you,’” she

. says, and with a wave and a smile has followed

another phantom.:Isherwood alone remaiis,

“ but he too will soon go. sl 4 RAL R

It is a brooding moment, buf spoiled. én

“opening night. Some miscue of lights, some

awkward prolonging of the scene reduced.its

~impact but perhaps these will be corrected.

Directed by Barbara Moore, I Am A Camera
will continue tonight and Sunday night at8p.m. *
in Neely Auditorium on the- Vanderbilt =
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THE TENNESSEAN, Saturday, February 24, 1979

Director's First Contact With
I AM A CAMERA




PLAYWRIGHT SUMMARY

John Van Druten 1901-1957

Originally of Dutch extraction, Van Druten was born in London, but
later became an American citizen.

His first work of note was Young Woodley, produced in New York in
1925.

Other works included 1light comedies such as:

After A11 1929

London Wall 1931

There's Always Julijet 1935
The Distaff Side 1936
Bell, Book and Candle 1954

I Am A Camera was adapted from Christopher Isherwood's Berlin Stories
in 1951.

It should be noted here that in 1966 the now popular, much performed
Broadway musical Cabaret opened.
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[ am a camera.

A.

Christopher man-handles himself.
Exposition

1AM A CAMERA

ACT I
SCENE 1

SCENE: The scene throughout is a room in Fraulein
Schneider's flat in Berlin around 1930. The bed is bidden,
or partially so, bebind curtains upstage L. The door to
the hall is in the R. wall. Windows in the L. wall. Tbe
room is excessively German and middle-class. There is a
tall, tiled stove with an angel on it upstage r. A combina-
tion washstand-cupboard like a Gothic sbrine by the cur-
tains upstage against L. wall. A best chair like a bishop's
throne L. of stove. Antlers make a kind of batstand by
the door. There is a small table for tea now standing r.
of wardrobe. Tbe wardrobe is C. against rear wall, bebind
curtains and L. of bed. A backless sofa, or couch, b. c.,
and a pouffe p. R. of it. A large table (used as Christo-
pher's desk) . L. by the window piled with books, papers
and notebooks. A chair by the table and anotber chbair
against L. wall, downstage of washstand. There are one
or two good Medici prints on the walls, between beavy
German engravings.

TIME: A summer afternoon.

When the curtain rises, the stage is dark except for a
light on Christopher Isherwood, seated alone at the table
D. L. He is in bis twenties, English and untidy, He wears
flannel trousers, very dirty, and a shirt. (He wears this
throughout the play. The only change will be in bis tie.)
He is writing and smoking. Then be stops and reads over
what be has written.

ﬂ CHRISTOPHER. (Reading aloud.) {‘In_the last few days, there has

been a lot of Nazi rioting in the streets, here in Berlin. They are
[getting bolder, more arrogant.” (He stops.) No, that’s all wrong.
|(He crumples the page and tbrows it aside.) That's not the right

L]



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 English lessons. Now he sits in a rented room, waiting for
something to happen—something that will help him understand
what his life is all about. (Rises, pouring beer into a glass, and sits
on end of table.) When Lord Tennyson wanted to write a poem,
they say he used to put himself into a mystic trance by just re-
peating his own name. Alfred Tennyson. Christopher Isherwood.
Christopher Isherwood. 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.” (Drinks.)
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 I
haven’t even started this new one, though I’ve been here six months
already. (Sits at the table again.) Well, you’re going to start now,
this minute. You’re not leaving this chair until you do. Write
“Chapter One.” (Does so.) Good. Now begin. Create something.
Anything. (He writes, then reads.) “I am a camera, with its shutter

open, quite passive. Some day all of this will have to be developed,
cargfnuy_pm:d._ﬂ;gdj (The lights come up on the room. There

is a knock on the door.) Who's that? A

SCHNEIDER. (Off.) It is I, Herr Issyvoo.B

CHRISTOPHER. Come in, Friulein. (Schneider comes in, she isC
a large, bosomy, German woman, and carries a lace tea-cloth. She
crosses to tea table u. c. and puts cloth down on it.)

SCHNEIDER. | bring you this tea-cloth. When you are having a /D
lady guest, you can trust Schneciderschen to make things elegant.
(Crosses to pouffe p. R. and picks up books and papers.) Now,
where do you want all of these things to go, Herr Issyvoo?
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, put them on the floor.&

SCHNEIDER. But you cannot put things on the floor. (Crosses f~
up to bebind couch.)

CHRISTOPHER. There are a lot of things there already.6
SCHNEIDER. But they must not stay there, not if a lady is com-
ing. It does not look good at all. (Picks up pile of laundry from
couch.)

CHRISTOPHER. You'd better put them on the bed. She won’t be T~
looking at the bed.

10

2. Fraulein Schneider
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Schneider distracts Christopher.
Schneider coos at Christopher,
Christopher invites Schneider.
Schneider mothers Christopher.
Christopher juggles Schneider.
Schneider scolds Christopher.
Christopher excuses himself.
Schneider mothers Christopher.
Christopher gives in to Schneider.

Schneider teases Christopher.
Schneider primps Christopher.




3. Young and Saucey

Christopher scolds Schneider.
Schneider shows Christopher.
Christopher strokes Schnedier.
Schneider strokes herself.

Schneider plays tag with Christopher.

4. Suijtcases

A.

Schnedier excites herself.
Schneider remembers husband.
Exposition - Schneider

5. One of my pupils

Schneider probes Christopher.

Christopher pouts to Schneider.
Christopher sighs to Schneider.
Christopher feels sorry for himself.
Exposition - Natalia

6. I can't go on living here.

0O MM O O @ >

Christopher tugs Schneider.
Schneider answers Christopher.
Christopher jolts Schneider.
Schneider whines to Christopher.
Christopher strokes Schneider.
Schneider comforts Christopher.
Christopher pays off Schneider.

Christopher plays tag with Schneider.

7. Little room across the hall

m om 9O O oW

Christopher probes Schneider.
Schneider mothers Christopher.
Schneider is stroked by Christopher.
Schneider purrs to Christopher.
Christopher probes Schneider.
Schneider pacifies Christopher.

—3 CHNEIDER. And how do you know that, Herr Issyvoo? A
iandsome man like you? (Moves to L. end of couch.)
A "HRISTOPHER. [Eciulei idec 1’ i

fr "

@ CHNEIDER. (With a big laugh.) Oh, Herr Issyvoo. I have been
roung, too. Young and saucy. (Rather archly, she takes the things
o the bed bebind the curtains.)

€ “HRISTOPHER. | suppose you had a great many admirers, Frau-
ein Schneider? (Picks up books from couch. During this speech
Schneider crosses to couch, picks up towel and bangs it on rail
). 5. of washstand, then returns to R. of Christopber.)

O SCHNEIDER. Oh, I had dozens, Herr Issyvoo. W(Christapher picks
ip magazines on floor and puts them on table.) But only one
iriend. (She returns for more stuf].) Eleven years we were to-
sether. Then he died. And it was after that that I became fat. The
sosom, you know. It grew and it grew. And it is such a weight to
tarry about with you. It is like carrying a suitcase. Two suitcases.
(Crosses to below couch, picks up dressing gown and slippers, then
to chair u. R. for pyjamas, all of which she puts into wardrobe.
Christopher rises.) 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

A 'happy. And now it does no one any good. Trhis-young-lady you .
are expecting: she is very attractive? (Crosses to bed and closes
lcurtains.)

(3 CHRISTOPHER. She is one of my pupils. She wanted to see
where [ lived. Though when [ 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

A for the summer. (Jurns and steps to ber.)| Frd
have got to have a talk with you.
SCHNEIDER. Ja, Herr Issyvoo?
¢ CHRISTOPHER. I don’t think I can go on living here.
[DSCHNEIDER. What? Oh, Herr Issyvoo, you are not going to
leave me? Are you not comfortable here?
E CHRISTOPHER. Yes, | am very comfortable here. It’s just.that
I can’t afford it.
F SCHNEIDER. Oh, that can wait.
6 CHRISTOPHER. No. It's been waiting too long. | haven’t paid
| you for two Tonths, not properly. P've got it here. (Takes money
)

B! from wallet)| 1 was just wondering: that little room across the.

passage, just across the passage, that's not let?
» SCHNEIDER. But it is so small, Herr Issyvoo. Why, you coul¢
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hardly get into it. And what do I do with this room? With the
summer coming on, [ shall never find a tenant for it.
CHRISTOPHER. (Handing ber money.) Oh, I'm sure you will. &
SCHNEIDER. Danke. )

CHRISTOPHER. And until you do, why don’t you live in it &
yourself, instead of the sitting-room?

SCHNEIDER. (Bringing iulic lo U. L. of couch and setting tea-
cloth.) | like the sitting-room. (Christopber sits C. of couch.) [lﬁ

can look on to the corner and see what's going on. And believe
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. (Moves round to front of table.) Sometimes I think I shall
adopt that profession myself.

CHRISTOPHER. |Can I rent the other room, Friulein Schneider? A

What do you charge for it?

SCHNEIDER. (Crossing to above couch, L. of Christopber.) 18
have charged twenty-eight marks when times were good.
CHRISTOPHER. I can’t afford twenty-eighte

SCHNEIDER. (Ruffling bis bair.) Ach, du armer Junger. But of [
course you can rent it. | will not have you leave. You rent it for
twenty marks.

CHRIST?\;II;I_FR. You're very sweet, Friulein Schneiderg&"

SCHNFEI Sweet? Ja. Once | was sweet. Sweet as a sugar &

cake. Now I am sweet like a fat old bun. (Crosses to table and
tidies it.) And soon 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.
CHRISTOPHER. I'll buy you a fur coat. &
SCHNEIDER. Ja! And then I become one of the ladies. Only I will C.
not go up and down the street in those high heels. I sit at my
window in my fur coat and call out, “Komm, Sisser.” 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? Nothing! I have nothing

ings.) Ach Gott, there is the bell. It will be [}
your young lady. (Takes beer bottle, glass and plate from table
and crosses to door.)
CHRISTOPHER. You need not tell her that I am leaving this [
room.
SCHNEIDER. (On ber way out.) But of course not, Herr Issyvoo.(.
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8.

9.

10.

11.

Christopher and Schneider stroke each other.
Exposition and Character development.

Komm Susser

A.

Schneider excites herself.
Schneider fantasizes to herself and Christopher.
Character development.

Twenty-eight marks when times were good.

A. Christopher slams Schneider.

B. Schneider slams Christopher.

C. Christopher sputters to Schneider.
D. Schneider mothers Christppher.

E. Christopher strokes Schneider.

A fur coat

A. Schneider strokes Christopher.

B. Christopher strokes Schneider.

C. Schneider excites herself.

Christopher and Schneider fantasize.

Your young Tlady

Schneider is jolted by the bell.
Christopher confides in Schneider.

Schneider mothers Christopher.
Schneider plays matchmaker with Christopher.
Transition



12.

13.

14,

Herr Wendel

Fritz probes Schneider.
Schneider shoos Fritz.

Fritz brushes Schneider aside.
Christopher greets Fritz.

.

Fritz teases Christopher.
Christopher welcomes Fritz.

Fritz asserts himself.
Chirstopher probes Schneider.
Schneider teases Fritz.
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Fritz primps himself.
Fritz and Schneider spar.

The world is Tousy

Fritz provokes Christopher.
Christopher probes Fritz.
Fritz solicits Christopher.

o o W >

Fritz solicits sympathy from Christopher.

Who is Sally?

Christopher reprimands Fritz.
Fritz provokes Christopher (about Sally).
Christopher probes Fritz (takes bait).

Fritz primps Christopher.
Christopher probes Fritz.
Fritz provokes Christopher.

Christopher probes Fritz.

= M mom SO M ;m >
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Fritz strokes Sally.
Fritz wets Christopher's appetite.

You can trust me perfectly. (Turns to bim.) And I will bring you
paper serviettes for your coffee. Most ladylike. Ladies appreciate
these things. (Goes out, leaving door open. Christopher crosses to
washstand and straightens bis tie.)

SCHNEIDER. (Off.) Nein, nein, Herr Wendel. Sie konnen nicht
inein gehen. Herr Issyvoo erwartet heute eine Dame.

CFRITZ. (Off.) Aber ich muss mit ihm sprechen. Christopher.

Christopher.
[DCHRISTOPHER. (Going to door.) Fritz. (Fritz enters, young and

dark.)

EFR[T‘Z. (At door.) Friulein Schneider says I cannot come in. She
says you expect a lady.
CHRISTOPHER. Yes, I do. But that’s all right. Come in, Fritz.
(Schneider stands behind.) Do you want some coffee? One of my
pupils is coming.

G FRITZ. But yes, I would like some coffee. Black coffee.

H CHRISTOPHER. Will you make enough for three, Friulein
Schneider?
SCHNEIDER. You are too good, Herr Issyvoo. You entertain
whoever comes. No matter whoever. (Goes out, sbutting door.
Christopber takes Fritz's bat and cane. He bangs bat on batstand
and puts cane in umbrella stand.)
FRITZ. (Crosses in front of couch to L. of it, taking gloves off.) 1
do not think your landlady likes me. And that is with me all

[A right. Ultimately, I do not like her, too.[In fact, I think the world
is 1

ousy.

B CHRISTOPHER. Is business bad? (Coming down to R. of Fritz
and offering cigarette which be refuses.)

C FRITZ. 1t is terrible. Lousy and terrible. Or I pull off a new deal
in the next month, or I go as a gigolo.
CHRISTOPHER. (Sits R. end of couch and lights cigarette.)

%:RITZ (Off )\ Herr Issvvoo?

B FRITZ. | am speaking a lousy English just now. Sally says maybe
she will give me a few lessons.
CHRISTOPHER. Who is Sally?

DFRITZ. (Crossing above couch to L. of Christopher.) She is a
friend of mine. Eventually she is coming around here this after
noon. | want that you should know each other.

& CHRISTOPHER. Is she a girl friend of yours?




FRITZ. Not yet. But she is wonderful, Chris. /<

CHRISTOPHER. Who is she? What does she do? &

FRITZ. She is an actress. She sings at the Lady Windermere. Hot J
stuff, believe me. Ultimately she has a bit of French in her. Her
mother was French. (Crosses to hatstand and puts gloves with
bat.)

CHRISTOPHER |1 wonder what Natalia will think of her. Natalia A-

Landauer is the pupil 1 am expecting.

FRITZ. (Crosses to above R. end of couch.) Landauer? Of the B
big department store?

CHRISTOPHER. Her father owns it. It’s the family business. C
FRITZ. But they must be enormously wealthy.

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

FRITZ. (Xneeling on side arm of couch.) And are you going to F
marry her?

CHRISTOPHER. (Laugbing.) Me? No, of course not.(5

FRITZ. Do you not want her?

CHRISTOPHER. Not a bit. Except as a pupil. T~

FRITZ. Then if I should meet her and perhaps make a pass after 3"
her, you would not mind?

CHRISTOPHER. But you haven’t even seen her.

FRITZ. (Moving across to table L.) Why would that make a dif- /
ference? 1 tell you, Chris, | need money. Maybe then her father
will take a liking from me, and give me a job in the business. If |
marry her, a partnership perhaps.

CHRISTOPHER. What makes you think she’d have you? /7]

FRITZ. All wor will have me if | want them. AJ
ﬁ-"RJSI:O.EHEﬁ\Im Sally, apparently. &

FRITZ. (Crosses below couch to pouffe p. R. and sits.) Sally has &
been too busy. With other men. But one day she will be free, and

then | will ultimately get my look in.
CHRISTOPHER (Teasing him )| Perhaps you won’t be free. [§

Perhaps you will be all tied up with Natalia.

FRITZ. (Seriously.) Yes, ultimately business must come first. 1 /8
suppose she is a Jewess?

CHRISTOPHER. Oh, yes.(

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

CHRISTOPHER. (Rising.) That will be Natalia. ==

FRITZ. (Rising and moving up to Rr. of couch.) How do I look, ~
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15.

16.

17

Landauer of the big department store.

Christopher provokes Fritz.

Fritz probes Christopher.
Christopher primps for Fritz.

Fritz probes Christopher.
Christopher excites Fritz.

Fritz explores Christopher.
Christopher blushes.

Fritz probes Christopher.
Christopher is indignant with Fritz.
Fritz seeks approval from Christopher.
Christopher probes Fritz.

Fritz fantasizes with himself.
Christopher tests Fritz (slams).
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Fritz strokes himself.
Christopher inspires Fritz.
Fritz develops business interest in Natalia.

I will ultimately get my look in.

A. Christopher slams Fritz.

B. Fritz strokes himself.
Christopher slams Fritz - reoccuring pattern

I suppose she is a Jewess.

Christopher teases Fritz.

. Fritz slams Natalia.

Christopher re-enforces Fritz's distress.
Fritz condescends for himself.
Christopher excites Fritz.
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. Fritz rpimps himself.
Christopher and Fritz spar over Natalia.




18.

19.

20.

She is a Tlady.

A.
B.
€.
D.
E
Fs
G.
H.
Is
J.
K.

Sally stumbles over language.
Fritz ignites Christopher.
Christopher probes Fritz.

Fritz nudges Christopher (wink).
Schneider lies to Sally (snubs).
Sally sputters at Schneider.
Fritz embraces Sally.

Sally slams Schneider.

Fritz presents Sally.
Christopher welcomes Sally.
Sally flirts with Christopher.

allergic to coffee.

Christopher probes Schneider.
Sally denies Schneider.

Christopher concedes to Sally.
Sally slams Schneider.
Exposition

Character development

Prairie oysters
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Sally probes Christopher.
Christopher concedes to Sally.
Sally slams Christopher.
Christopher excuses himself.
Sally probes Christopher.
Chrisopther appeases Sally.

Sally purrs.
Sally pushes Christopher - tests - early exchange

Chris? How is my hair? (Gets out a comb and mirror.) Um
Gotteswillen . . . a grey hair. No, that is too much. (Pulls it
out.) You see, Chris dear, | must marry soon. You will help me to
arrange the marriage settlement? (They meet in front of couch.

Voices off.)
ASALLY. (Off ) Hecr Ishecwaod ist er zu Hause? l
EFRITZ. That is Sally. Chris, put on your coat.

CHRISTOPHER. Why?

FRITZ. She is a lady. Very elegant. (Christopher crosses to chair

above desk for bis coal.)

SCHNEIDER. (Off.) He is not here. He is not to house.

SALLY. (Off.) But he must be, He is expecting me. Isn't Herr

Wendel here?
& FRITZ. (Going to the door while Christopher puts bis coat on.)

Sally—liebling . . . (€xit.)
H SALLY. (Off.) Fritz, darling. The old lady said there was nobody

here.

I FRITZ. Come in. (Sally comes in with Fritz behind ber. She is
young and attractive. She wears black silk with a small cape over
ber sboulders, and a page boy's cap stuck jauntily on one side of
ber bead. Her finger-nails are painted emerald green. Schneider
stands again in the doorway.) Sally, this is Christopher. Christo-
pher, this is Sally. Sally Bowles. (Christopher and Sally meet in

front of couch c.)
J' CHRISTOPHER. How do you do?

SALLY. (Shaking bands.) I’m terribly glad to meet you.

A CHRISTOPHER. i
Schneider?
SALLY. Oh, not for me. ’'m allergic to coffee. I come out in the
most sinister spots if I drink it before dinner.

¢ CHRISTOPHER. (Jo Schneider.) Just for three, then. (Schneider

goes, shutting the door.)

SALLY you
adore them? Eggs with Worcester Sauce all sort of wooshed up

together. I simply live on them. (Sits, draping cloak over head of
couch.) Actually, I suppose I couldn’t have a whisky and soda,
could I? I'm simply dead.
CHRISTOPHER. I'm afraid I haven’t got any whisky.
SALLY. I thought you were English.

[ CHRISTOPHER. I am. But 'm also poor.

“c
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SALLY. Oh, so am I. Terribly poor. But I always have whisky. | £
mean, I think one must. Do you have anything? [ mean, anything
besides coffee?
CHRISTOPHER. [ think I’ve got a little spot of gin. =
SALLY. Dear old mother’s ruin. Gin will be wonderful. (Christo- (3
ber gets gin out of cupboard.) \Am | terribly late, Fritz darling? Py

FRITZ. (Leaning over bead of couch.) No, you are beautifully B
on time.
SALLY. I thought I wasn’t going to be able to come at all. I had C_
a most frantic row with my landlady. Finally, I just said pig, and
swept out. (Moving down to L. of couch.)

What would you like in this—or this in? A
SALLY. Have you got anything? &
CHRISTOPHER. (Helplessly.) No, T don’t think I have. &
SALLY. Then P'll just have it straight,
CHRISTOPHER. (Going back to cupboard.) Pm afraid it will £
have to be in a tooth glass.
SALLY. That will be wonderful 1Give me one of your marvellous =

%
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cigarettes, Fritz darling. (Fritz offers cigarettes.) Do you ever @
smoke any of Fritz’s cigarettes? (Takes bolder from ber bandbag,
fits cigarette into it and lights it.) They’re absolutely devastating.
Pm sure they’re full of opium, or something. They always make
me feel terribly sensual.

CHRISTOP; i ere you are. (Leaves P

gin bottle on the tea table.)

SALLY. Thank you so much. This looks wonderful. (Sips it.) Oh, B
it is. It's got an extraordinary taste, like peppermint.
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, P'm afraid I can’t have washed out this glass ,
properly. That must be toothpaste. I'm so sorry. C
SALLY. I think it is wonderful. Have some, Fritz. (Hands Fritz

the glass.) Taste it. Perhaps we can all make a fortune selling D
mint-flavored gin.

FRITZ. (Tasting.) It is extremely interesting. (Hands glass back E’
to Sally.)

SALLY. (Handing glass to Cbristopber.) You have some, too.
CHRISTOPHER. (7asting.) Perhaps we can all make a fortune
selling mouthwash you can get drunk on. (Moves away to tab!cc
L. and sits on R. edge.)

FRITZ. (Sitting on bead of couch.) \What for was your row with ﬁ

your landlady?
16

21.

22.

23.

24.

25

Beautifully on time

['T1

A
B
C
D
E
F

-

Sally probes Fritz.
Fritz strokes Sally.

Sally tantalizes Fritz.
Fritz and Sally flirt.

have it straight.

Christopher probes Sally.
Sally probes Christopher.
Christopher concedes to Sally.
Sally concedes to Christopher.
Christopher excuses himself.
Sally strokes Christopher.

Opium cigarettes

A.

Sally probes Christopher, strokes Fritz.

Mint-flavored gin

A
B.
C
D
E
F
G

Row

A.
B.

Christopher pacifies Sally.
Sally purrs.

Christopher slams himself.
Sally strokes Christopher.
Fritz compromises himself.
Sally dares Christopher.

Christopher strokes Sa11y.' -
Sally, Christopher, and Fritz spar over gin.

Fritz probes Sally.

Sally confides in Fritz and Christopher.
Sally blabbers troubles.
Plot exposition



26.

27.

28.

Klaus

A. Sally probes Fritz.
. Fritz probes Sally.
Sally shocks Fritz.
Fritz probes Sally.

m O O @

Sally loves Klaus.
Foreshadowing and exposition
A new room for Sally

Sally probes Christopher.
Christopher probes Sally.

Sally probes Christopher.

Christopher baits Sally.

Fritz probes Christopher (takes bait).
Christopher reassures Fritz.

Sally probes Christopher.

Christopher confronts Sally.

Sally stumbles Christopher.
Christopher smoothes Sally.

Sally tests Christopher.

Christopher reassures Fritz.

Sally probes Christopher.
Sally barters a deal.

. . . .
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Bring home men occasionally

A. Sally exposes herself.
Sally shows colors.

Sally enlightens Christopher and Fritz.

&SALLY. Oh, it was absolutely awful. You should have heard tt /
things she called me. | mean—well, I suppose in a way | may be
bit of a tart . . . | mean, in a nice way—but one doesn’t like t

ﬂ se called that.[Just because 1 brought a man home with me la:

@

aight. And, anyway, I’m terribly in love with him.
ITZ. Anyone | know?
« SALLY. You'll never guess. Klaus.
@FRITZ. (Rising and leaning over Sally.) Klaus? Your accompanist
Klaus?

ALLY. Yes. He was always just like part of the piano to me. Ani
then last night he was absolutely astonishing. Just like a faun, o
something. He made me feel like 2 most marvellous nymph, mile
away from anywhere, in the middle of the forest. And then the
landlady came in and made the most boring remarks, so | simply
can’t go back. (Finishes drink and bands glass to Fritz, whbo re.

ﬂ turns it to the cupboard.) ﬁ_;bgll have to find a new room. (Jo
Christopher.) 1 don’t suppose you know of any, do you?
CHRISTOPHER. (Rises and moves in to L. of couch.) A room?

€ SALLY. Something like this, perhaps?

D CHRISTOPHER, Well, there is this one.

e FRITZ. (Moving down to L. of Christopber.) Why, are you leav-
ing?

£ CHRISTOPHER. I’'m leaving this room. I can’t afford it any more.
SALLY. Is it terribly expensive? (Fritz moves chair from above
table to r. of it and sits facing them.)

H CHRISTOPHER. I pay fifty marks a month. That includes break-
fast.

iSALLY. (Rising. Christopher follows ber round to above couch.)
But that’s nothing. I pay eighty for mine. This is very nice.
(Looks around.) Is that your bed? Oh, I think that’s sweet—all
hidden away like that. (Looks bebind the curtains.) Oh, that's
where you keep things. 2

= CHRISTOPHER. (Laughing.) Only when | have visitors.

K SALLY. You mean I could really have this? How soon?

L, CHRISTOPHER. As soon as you like. I've only got to move across
the hall. It won't take me a minute. And | know Friulein Schneider
'is very anxious to let it.

IMSALLY. (Coming down to L. of Christopber.) What is she like?

G.mn, .is-.:thning_m,mathquJLL hnns.m home occa-
sionally? | mean, it would only be very occasionally, because
17




29. Let the room

A. Christopher smoothes over Sally.
Christopher reels in on Sally.

30. Am I shocking you?

do think one ought to go to the man’s rooms, if one can. | mean,
it doesn’t look so much as if one was sort of expecting it. (Kneels
on couch.) And men feel very keenly about that sort of thing.
And it won’t be men, anyway. It'll only be Klaus. I've decided to
be absolutely faithful to him. I really have. She wouldn’t mind
that, would she, qr would she?

@_‘ CHRISTOPHER.|If she can let the room, I'm sure she wouldn't A

mind anything.
@4_‘__.__,___ SALLY. ;I say, am | shocking you, talking like this? A}

CHRISTOPHER. Not a bit. No one ever shocks me when they B

A. Sally tests Christopher.

B. Christopher shuts Sally down.

C. Sally retreats from Christopher.
0

. Christopher reads Sally.
Christopher puts Sally in her place.

try to. 31. Green fingernails

SALLY. (Ratber sharply.) Why do you say I'm trying to shock &
you? O A. Christopher tests Sally.
| CHRISTOPHER. 1 have an idea you like to try and shock every- :
@__ __gipe, Why do you.paint your ﬁngermﬂsgw?A B. Sally tests Christopher.
! SALLY. I think it’s pretty. Don’t you? C. Christopher tests Sally.
CHRISTOPHER. Suppose you thought it was pretty to paint C. B
D. Sally welcomes Christopher.

dirty pictures on them, would you do that, too?
SALLY. Yes. You know, that’s rather a good idea. Not dirty pic- D
tures exactly, but sort of stimulating ones. | must get someone to
@ _ do it for me.\ls he really unshockable, Fritz, or is he just pretend- P
ing?
FRITZ. Oh, no, Chris is quite unshockable. | have tried many B
times, but ultimately I cannot do it.
@_-&___ CHRISTOPHER, JBut—there is a young lady coming this after- g}
noon who is shockable. So would you mind awfully being just a
bit more careful what you say? She’s one of my pupils, and |
do rather need her.
SALLY. Oh, but darling, of course. I'll be terribly ladylike. ﬁ
CHRISTOPHER. And don’t let her know I’'m going to move out
of here; do you mind? I don’t want her to know how broke I
SALLY. I won’t breathe a word. (Bell rings, Fritz moves u. c.;%

@_______ Starti at must be her now.
SALLY. You'd better put the gin away.

CHRISTOPHER. Oh, yes, thanks. (Retrieves gin from tea table
and puts it in cupboard.)

SALLY. I'm afraid there isn’t time for me to clean my nails. [ll v}
try and keep my fists clenched. (Christopber crosses to door.)
NATALIA. (Off.) Herr Isherwood? &

18

Sally shows colors to Christopher - Sally character exposition.

32. Christopher is quite unshockable.

A. Sally tests Fritz.

B. Fritz strokes Christopher.
Sally puts Fritz on the spot.

33. A young lady who is shockable

A. Christopher restrains Sally.
. Sally pats Christopher (don't worry!)
Christopher restrains Sally.

. Sally pats Christopher.
Christopher tames Sally and Fritz.
Natalia character exposition

o O W

34. Clenched fists

A. Christopher primps Sally.
B. Sally scolds Christopher.

C. Christopher thanks Sally.

D. Sally teases Christopher.
E
F
G

. Natalia announces herself.
. Schneider fusses over Natalia.
. Schnedier fusses over Natalia.




39

36.

37.

Sehr erfreut, gnadiges, Fraulein.

A.
B.
C.
D.
E.
Fis
G.
H.

Christopher presents Natalia.

Fritz charms Natalia (tries to).

Christopher heels Fritz (down boy).

Fritz charms Natalia (tries different channel).
Sally presents herself (jealous).

Natalia makes contact (Tesson one).

Sally spars with Natalia.

Natalia corrects Sally.

M9 0 w>»
W 3

1]

g

Natalia shows off (medical term).

Natalia starts Sally (jolts).

Natalia shows off.

Christopher teaches (corrects) Sally and Natalia
Natalia challenges Christopher. '

F. Christopher stammers himself.
G. Natalia goads Christopher.

H. Christopher sulks.

I. Natalia challenges Christopher.
Phthisis

A. Sally probes Natalia.

B.
C.
D

Natalia condescends Sally.
Sally wretches at Natalia.
Natalia puzzles at Sally.

' (&

“HNEIDER. Ja, gnidiges Friulein. Er erwartet Sie. Bitte se.
(The door opens and Schneider ushers in Natalia.)
SCHNEIDER. Bitte. Hier ist die Dame die sie erwartet habe
Herr Issyvoo. (Exit. Natalia is about twenty-two, correct
dressed, very German, formal and decided. Christopber leads b

to c. below couch.)

/3 CHRISTOPHER. ine. Mi
Friulein Landauer, and Mr. Wendel, Friulein Landauer.

BFR!TL (Moving round to R. of Natalia clicks bis beels and bou
Natalia bows to bim.) Sehr erfreut, gnidiges, Friulein.

C CHRISTOPHER. [ think we’d better speak English. Fraule
Landauer speaks wonderful English.

[DFRITZ. | am charmed, dearest Miss. (Clicks beels and bou
Natalia bows again, then shakes bands with Sally, noticing b
nails.)

(= SALLY. (Concealing ber nails.) How do you do? (Sitting ¢
chair R. of desk. Fritz crosses to pouffe and sits. Christopber si
on bead of couch.)

FNATALIA. (Sitting on L. end of couch.) 1 am well. I have ju
had a cold, but it is better now.

& SALLY. (Doing ber best) Oh, Pm so sorry. Colds are beast
things, aren’t they? One’s head gets all stopped up.

ﬂNATALlA.Thiswasa::oldmdudtsthwasnotinmth g

A All the ) -

SALLY. All the what?
NATALIA. The plegm that comes into the tubes.
D CHRISTOPHER. Phlegm. You pronounce the “h.”
& NATALIA. Oh. Then why do you say phthisis, what the Lady «
the Camellias had, and not pronounce the “h” there, too? (.
pause while she waits for an answer.)
F CHRISTOPHER. Well . . .
& NATALIA. There must be a reason. You give it to me, please.
H CHRISTOPHER. I don’t know it. But you don’t say p-tisis, either
I NATALIA. Then you should say “lem,” and leave it right out a:
in phthisis. [ have lem in my chest. Is it not so? It is not an exac
GD

language, your English. (Takes gloves off.)
icicd

SALLY. i
NATALIA. It is consumption. From the lungs. They are consume

in phlegm.
(& SALLY. Do you mind not going on about it? I think I am goir




to be sick. (Schneider enters with the coffee tray and places it on
tea table. She goes out, leaving door open.)
NATALIA. But why should it make you sick? You do not have it. o

saw

-

a film 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 kissing?

FRITZ. Oh, yes. And your King, Henry the Eighth, caught it from B
letting Cardinal Wolsey whisper to him.

NATALIA. That is not, I think, founded in fact. But kissing, most
decidedly yes. And from towels. And cups. I hope these have been
cleaned properly.

CHRISTOPHER. (Flippantly.) Oh, yes, Friulein Schneider al-
ways boils them every day. (Schneider re-enters with cake stand
and puts it down, R. of tea table.)

SALLY. I mean, you can’t ask every man to run out and have
tests and things before you let him touch you. I mean, there isn't
time, and he’d be off in a nip to someone far less parﬁcular.l.

(Schbneider crosses to above couch. Natalia freezes. Christopber
comes in bastily.)

CHRISTOPHER. (Crossing to tea table.) Natalia, let me give you n
some coffee.

SALLY. (Rising.) Oh, Friulein. (Crosses to Schneider.) Could 1 B
have a talk with your landlady, Chris, darling?

CHRISTOPHER. There’s plenty of time. &
SALLY. Oh, we’ll talk outside. Won’t we, Fraulein darling? We'll D
have secrets together. (Jo Natalia.) If you'll excuse me.

NATALIA. But most obligingly.

SALLY. (Jo Schneider) Komm, liebes Fraulein, wir werdenf
haben Geheimnesse zusammen. (Exit with Schneider. Fritz rises
and crosses to cake stand, Takes plate and bands it to Natalia.)

FRITZ. (Jo Natalia, while Christopber passes coﬂee.) [You will ﬂ

allow me to pass you a cake, dearest Miss? They are jam tarts.
NATALIA. 1 thank you, no. I do not eat between meals. (Fritz {3
puts plate back.) And Miss is not the correct way to address a
lady in English. No sugar, neither. Just plain black coffee.

FRITZ. (Moves round to u. R. of Natalia and offers cigarette, £_
which she takes.) That, too, is how 7 like it. Black, black, black,

like Otello.
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38 cardinal Wolsey and syphilis

sally tests Natalia.

Fritz shows off to Natalia.
Natalia corrects Fritz (slams).
Christopher pacifies Natalia.
Sally confides in Natalia.

m o ¢ @ >

39. We'll have secrets together.

A. Christopher distracts Natalia (draws fire).
B. Sally probes Christopher.

C. Christopher pacifies Sally.

D. Sally excuses self.

E. Natalia condescends Sally.

F. Sally strokes Schneider.

40. Black 1like Othello

A. Fritz charms Natalia.
B. Natalia slams Fritz.
C. Fritz charms Natalia.




a1.

42.

43.

Lady Windermere

A. Natalia probes Fritz.

B. Fritz strokes Sally.

C. Natalia probes Fritz.

D. Fritz strokes himself.

E. Natalia slams Fritz.

F. Fritz advances on Natalia.

Bohemian

A. Christopher wets Fritz (cold water).
B. Natalia puts Christopher on the spot.
C. Christopher wallows.

D. Natalia probes Christopher.

E. Christopher wallows.

F. Natalia test Christopher (challenge).
G. Christopher squirms under Natalia.
H. Natalia glows.

I. Fritz advances on Natalia.

J. Natalia finalizes.

It means a sweetheart.

A. Christopher flushes at Natalia.

B. Natalia probes Christopher.

C. Christopher straightens Natalia out.
D. Natalia probes Christopher.

E. Christopher flounders.

F. Natalia challenges Christopher.

G. Fritz rescues Christopher.

H. Natalia probes Fritz.

I Fritz advances at Natalia.

J. Natalia teases Christopher.

K. Christopher strokes Natalia.

L. Natalia denies Christopher.

M. Fritz advances on Natalia.

[\ IATALIA./You tell me, please, about Friulein Bowles. She is
emarkable girl. .

'ﬁi-R[TZ. (Lighting ber cigarette.) She is a night-club artiste. Ver
lented. (Christopber bands coffee to Natalia and returns to te
able.)

C NATALIA. Where does she perform?

OFRITZ. (Sits on side arm of couch.) At a club calling the Lad
Windermere. You know perhaps the play from Oscar Villder, call
ing Lady Windermere's Fan? (Fritz crosses to table for asbtray
collects coffee from Christopber and returns to bead of couchb, put
ting ashtray down on couch on the way.) . )

£ MATALIA. (Correcting bim.) Called Lady Ww s Fan b~
Oscar Vilt. But of course I know it. I have read it, both in Englisl
and in German. I think it is better in German. But the club 1 d
not know. ) \ -
FFRI’I‘Z.Wouldyouletmetahymtouoncmgh,mbm !

sing?

CHRISTOPHER. (Sitting on chair R. of desk.)[Da you think it i
ﬁ quite the right place for Friulein Landauer? (Fritz sits on pouffe.)
(A NATALIA. But why not?

CHRISTOPHER. Oh, I don’t know. I just thought . . .

ATALIA. You thought what, please?

CHRISTOPHER. I don’t know, really.

NATALIA. You don’t know. Then I cannot he!p you.
GG-!RISTOPI-IER.Idmnghtitmightbejustab.a&—.Bo.hemm
ANATALIA. Then I must see it. | accept your invitation, my dear

sir. When shall we go?

iFRITZ. (Rising mdsn moving in to Natalia.) We could go tonight,
if you are free.
ATALIA. I can be free. | will give you my address. (Hands Fritz

\a visiting card.) You will come, too, Christopher, and we will be a

/party to hear your girl friend sing.
£ CHRISTOPHER (She i i

NATALIA. No? Then what is she, please?
C CHRISTOPHER. She’s—ijust a friend.
NATALIA. | see. And she is not a girl?
 CHRISTOPHER. Yes, but . . .
F NATALIA. Then why is she not a girl friend?
chmfmdmmﬂﬁqmm:fﬂmdwhka
girl, Friulein.
21




NATALIA. So? What does it mean? A
FRITZ. It means a sweetheart. o
NATALIA. Ah, so I did not know. Then | am not a girl friend of I
yours, Christopher?

CHRISTOPHER. (Feebly.) Unfortunately—no . . . K
NATALIA. You do not mean that, Christopher. You say it onlyf
to be polite.

FRITZ. He ought to it. m

NATALIA. (Ever so slightly coduettish.) You think, Herrgy
Wendel?

FRITZ. 1 think very much.

NATALIA. And you, too, are polite. (Puts cigarette out.)

FRITZ. No, | am never polite. | am only sincere. (Returns asbtray,
to table. Sally re-enters, smoking.) q
SALLY \It's all fixed up, Chris. The poor old thing was almost in ﬂ

tears of gratitude. (Sits r. of Natalia.)
NATALIA, And why was she so grateful?
SALLY. Because I'm moving in here. (Fritz puts cup down on tea(C.

table.)
CHRISTOPHER. (Rises and crosses to R. of couch. Hurriedly.)
[Sally! We are all coming to hear you sing tonight. A

SALLY. Tonight? Oh, but, my dear, [ shall be exhausted. I didn’t {2
sleep a wink last mght (Cbﬂslopber sits on pouffe.)

NATALIA. You had rather | come some other evening?

SALLY. Oh, 1 expect it will be all right. Only don’t let the pro-
prietor bother you. He’s quite a darling, really, but he takes dope
quite a lot, and sometimes it doesn’t agree with him. (Puts ciga-
relle out in Natalia’s cup.) He pinches people. It doesn’t mean

wthmkmmummm (Rises and bands [

cup to Fritz,)

FRITZ. Please, if | may accompany you?

NATALIA. My dear young man, | am not sixty years old and I
can go home unmolested all by myself. (Fritz puts cup down on
tea table.)

CHRISTOPHER. (Quoting.) Bin weder Friulein, weder schon, [0

kann ungeleitet nach Hause gehen.
SALLY. What is that? E
NATALIA. (Reverently.) It is from Faust | 2
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N. Natalia gauges Fritz.
0. Fritz advances on Natalia.
p. Natalia snubs Fritz.

Q. Fritz primps himself.

I'm moving in.
A. Sally baits Christopher.

B. Natalia takes bait (bites).
C. Sally shocks Natalia (all).

He takes dope quite a Tlot.

A. Christopher distracts Sally.
B. Sally puts off Christopher.
C. Natalia tests Sally.

D. Natalia retreats.

Fraulein Landauer is a virgin? Faust

A. Natalia escorts self.

B. Fritz asserts self.

C. Natalia slams Fritz.

D. Christopher strokes self.

E. Sally is stunned.

F. Natalia snubs Sally.

G. Christopher enlightens Sally.




47.

48.

49.

50.

51.

52.

An interesting curiosity

A. Fritz strokes Natalia.
B. Sally flushes Natalia.
C. Natalia restrains self.

She is charging you too much.

A. Natalia pardons Sally.
B. Sally allerts Natalia.
C. Natalia covers anger.

It's her duty to understand you.

A. Sally tests Christopher.

Sally repents to Christopher.
Christopher is smug with Natalia.

o O W

What got into Fritz

A. Sally probes Christopher.
Christopher baits Christopher.
Sally probes Christopher.
Christopher mocks Fritz.

Sally mocks Fritz.

r"‘a("lw

Make a pounce.

=

Sally slams Natalia.

B. Christopher scoffs Sally.
C. Sally touchés Christopher.
D. Christopher strokes Sally.

We can sob on each other's bosoms.

A. Sally claims prize.
B. Christopher strokes Sally.
C. Sally strokes Christopher.

Christopher pats Sally (lets down easy).

G

A
L]

C

CHRISTOPHER. It means, “1 am not a virgin, and | am o
beautiful, and | can go home alone.”
FRITZ. (Moving down to below Natalia. Earnestly.) (Oh, but th:

@

is not true. None of it is true. Not in this case.

SALLY. (Eagerly.) You mean you think Friulein Landauer is
virgin? How do you know?

NATALIA. You are filled with interesting curiosity, Friule.

Bowles, but 1 must pull myself away.
bands with Sally, Fritz collects bat, cane, etc.)

ALLY. Good-bye.

CINATALIA. Good-bye, Christopher. (Shakes bands.) I think 1 wil

A SALLY. (After a moment) IL don't think that girl liked me ver;

[

talk to your landlady on my way out. I do not like these rooms
and she is charging you too much. (Exit with Fritz. Sally lies baci
on couch.)

much, did she?
CHRISTOPHER. (Crossing to tea table for cake and napkin.)
No, I don’t think she really did.

C_SALLY. P'm sure 1 don’t know why, | was doing my best. It won’t

p

make any difference to you, will it? To your lessons, 1 mean?
CHRISTOPHER. (Moves down to chair R. of table L.) No, I dont
think so. Sln’sverybroad-mh\dedinanintdlemalmdm.
She’ll probably decide it’s her duty to understand you.

A SALLY.

G

C

hvould, with his going on like that. [L_should think his best way

into him. He isn’t after her, is he?
CHRISTOPHER. She’s very rich, you know. And Fritz is very
broke.
SALLY. Do you think he’ll get anywhere with her?

ISTOPHER. (Sits.) I've always understood from him that
women find him attractive.

Y. (Jaking cigarette from bandbag.) 1 shouldn’t think sbe

®

——®

@

vith a girl of that kind would be to make a pounce.

e THRISTOPHER. | can’ imagine anyone pouncing on Natalia.
A

IALLY. (Ligbting cigarette.) No, dear. That's why it would be so
flective.

D HRISTOPHER. | believe you're right. You know, that's quite

”_‘.ALLY It seems 1

ronderful of you, Sally.

€

very simple to me. Give me the rest of that gin,




will you, Chris? There’s just a little left. Then you won’t have to
pack the bottle.

CHRISTOPHER. (Getting it.) Of course. (]
SALLY. And you're going to be right across the hall. T took s
look at the room. I¢'s not very nice. But you can use this any time
you like, you know, and then if ’'m low—or you are (Rises.) we
can just sob on each other’s bosoms. (Sally and Christopber meet

in front of couch. He gives ber drink.) )| say, Friulein Schneider’s Q

got a big one, hasn’t she? Like an opera singer, or that woman in
the music halls who can make hers jump. (Crossing to table L.)
Can Friiulein Schneider do that?

CHRISTOPHER. We might train her. #
SALLY. (Looking at the paper on the table) |Chapter One. Are H

you writing a novel?

CHRISTOPHER. Starting one. (Moves across to R. end of couch B
and sits lighting cidarette.)

SALLY. (Reading.) “I am a Camera, with its shutter open, quite E
passive.” Do you mean this is a story written by a camera?
CHRISTOPHER. (Laughing.) No, it's written by me. 'm the D

camera.
SALLY. How do you mean? 'é
CHRISTOPHER. I'm the one who sees it all. I don’t take part. F
don’t really even think. I just sort of photograph it. Ask questions,

_maybe. fHow long have you been in Germany?

SALLY. About two months,

CHRISTOPHER. What part of England is your home in? C
SALLY. Lancashire, my father owns a mill—several mills! (8]
CLIRISTOPHER. And your mother is French. (Sbe looks blank.) €
Fritz told me she was.

GALLY. (Puts cigarette out and crosses to R. end of couch. Jrri- [
tated.) Fritz is an idiot. He's always inventing things. Mummy’s

a bit county, but she’s an absolute darling. I simply worship her.
’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, I couldn’t bear
school, so 1 got myself expelled.

CHRISTOPHER. How did you do that? G
SALLY. I told the headmistress | was going to have a baby. H
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, rot, Sally, you didn’t.

SALLY. Yes, I did. So they got a doctor to examine me, and then§
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53.

54.

55.

We might train her.

A.
B.

Sally teases Schneider.
Christopher teases Schneider.

I'm the one who sees it all.

A.
B.
C.
D.
E.
s

=
<

.

.
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Sally probes Christopher.
Christopher slams self.

Sally probes Christopher.
Christopher enlightens Sally.
Sally probes Christopher.
Christopher enlightens Sally.

father owns a mill.

Christopher probes Sally.
Sally baits Christopher.
Christopher probes Sally.
Sally strokes self.
Christopher probes Sally.
Sally slams Fritz.
Christopher probes Sally.
Sally slams headmistress.
Christopher slams Sally.
Sally shocks Christopher.




56.

57

They told me I'd do better in Berlin.

A. Christopher probes Sally.

B. Sally probes Christopher.

. when they found out there was nothing the matter they were mos

C. Christopher strokes Sal ly. Irightfully disappointed. And the headmistress said that a girl whe
‘ould even think of anything so disgusting couldn’t possibly be les
tay on. So | went to London. (Crosses to pouffe and sits.) Anc
hat’s where things started happening.

A CHRISTOPHER|What sort of things?

['ve got to be free.

A. Christopher strokes Sal 1y. 5§ALLY. Oh—things. | had a wonderful, voluptuous little room—
B - with no chairs—(Drinks.) that’s how I used to seduce men. One
- Sally strokes Christopher. >f them told me I'd do better in Berlin. What do you think, Chris?
C. Christopher strokes Sally. c’fﬁ‘jﬂi{?‘i*ﬁ ik :::;r:rfc:ﬂomsgﬂlﬁ;m. (Sits on floor in front
D. Sally confesses self. SALLY. Do you, Chris dear? [ think you're wonderful, too. We're
: going to be real good friends, aren’t we?
E. Christopher probes Sal ly. € CHRISTOPHER. (Ratber slowly.) Do you know, 1 believe we are.
F. Sally confesses self. Real good friends.
- >€ [DSALLY. (Rising and walking bebind couch.) You know, Chris,
G. Christopher probes Sally. rou were quite right about my wanting to shock people. I do, and

don’t know why. (Puts glass down on tea table.) 1 do think you

were clever to notice it. (Picks up paper knife from desk and plays

with it.) And, Chris, there’s one thing more. Pm not sure if you'll

I:;i:rstand or not. I did tell Fritz my mother was French. | sup-
I wanted to impress him.

E "HRISTOPHER. What's so impressive about a French mother?
JALLY. I suppose it’s like tarts calling themselves French names
/o excite men. I'm a bit mad like that sometimes, Chris. You must
be patient with me.,

& CHRISTOPHER. 1 will, Sally. Was that all true just now, what
you told me about your family?

'A- SALLY. Yes, of course it was. (Moves round to R. of desk.) Well,
most of it. (Puls paper knife down.) Only, Chris, you mustn’t
ever ask me questions. If I want to tell you anything, I will. But
I've got to be free.

CHRISTOPHER. (Amused.) Very well, Sally. (Rises.) .

5 SALLY. P've got to have a free soul. You know, I think I’m really
rather a strange and extraordinary person, Chris.

Y. CHRISTOPHER. So do I, Sally. (Copying ber tone.) Quite ex-
traordinary. (Cbristopber starts to laugh. Sally joins in. Tbeir
laugbter grows louder. Sbe embraces bim.)

L SALLY. Oh, Chris, you are awful. (Releasing berself, sbe picks
up ber bandbag and starts for tbe door.) Look, darling, I must go.

a5

Sally declares indenpendence.
Christopher honors Sally.
Sally strokes self.
Christopher strokes Sally.
Sally baits Christopher.

— = & = =
+ . s




58. Dirty as a little girl's hands

Il be back in an hour with all my things, and you can help me
unpack. So long, Chris. (Exit.)
CHRISTOPHER. (Following ber to door.)|So long, Sally. (Dur- A. Christopher probes self.

ing this speech Christopber moves paper knife from couch to table A
L., puts gin bottle in waste-paper basket and replaces chair above

table.) Well, I'd better start moving out of here. | bet Friulein 59. I do not think she is well.
Schneider’s pleased. Sally is just the kind of person she likes.

(Takes two personal pictures from the wall and puts them on the : :
table,) How do | know that? How do | know what kind of a A. Schneider mothers Christopher.
person Sally is? | suppose that’s what’s so fascinating about her. B. Christopher probes Sally.
P th ing. .

eople who talk like that about themselves ought to be lying. But C. Schneider pampers Sally (mothers).

I don’t believe she is. And yet she’s that mysterious thing my fam-
ily calls a lady, too. (Looks out of the window.) Look at her.
She’s even flirting with the taxi-driver. And she knows I'm watch-
ing her. Oh, my God! (He laugbs.) I've got to put that down right
away. (Sits at the desk and starts to write in a notebook.) Let’s
make notes. How would you describe her? Sally Bowles was a girl
of about . . . I wonder how old she is. Her face is young, but
her hands look terribly old. And they were dirty, too. Dirty as a
little girl's hands. (Writes again.) Sally’s hands were like the old
hands of a dirty little girl.

CURTAIN

Schneider is mother.

ACT 1
SCENE 2

About three montbs later,

The scene is very slightly changed. A few feminine
touches. A doll or two. Some bottles and jars are spread -
out on the table. The Medici prints are missing, and a
couple of other pictures, very sentimental, are in their
places. A pair of silk stockings and a pair of panties on a
banger, drying. When the curtain rises Schneider is tidy-
ing up the table L. There is a knock on the door.

SCHNE.IDERJJ:, herein. (Cbhristopber enters and moves u. R. to ﬂ ‘

tea table.)
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, is Sally not here? [
26
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60.

61.

62.

I've got pains in my back.

Christopher probes Schneider.
Schneider scolds Christopher.
Christopher pouts to SChneider.
Schneider tests Christopher.
Christopher pouts to Schneider.
Schneider mothers Christopher.
Christopher pouts to Schneider.
Schneider mothers Christopher.

Christopher thanks Schneider.
Christopher whines to Schneider. (hypochondriac)

Klaus in England for six weeks

A.
B.

Christopher probes Schneider.

Schneider mothers Sally.
Christopher and Schneider worry about Sally and Klaus.

Of that a man is dead

3 O oo >
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Schneider bustles.

Fritz tests Schneider.
Schneider relocates Fritz.

Fritz probes Christopher.
Christopher pouts to Fritz.
Fritz mothers Christopher.
Christopher pouts to Fritz.
Fritz is shocked by temperature.
Christopher reassures Fritz.
Fritz reassures Christopher.

Christopher pouts.
Christopher whines to Fritz.

C}G{NEIDER. No, Herr, Issyvoo, she has gone out. And so late
she was getting up. It's not as if she were working nights any
more. | don’t thipk she is well, Herr Issyvoo.

p CHRISTOPHER /D¢ . pas
Friulein Schneider? | want to take my temperature. (Moves down
lo L. of couch.)

IDER. What, again?
£ CHRISTOPHER. P've got pains in my back, strange pains.
{(PCHNEIDER. (Moving in to Cbhristopber.) I thought it was your

{CHRISTOPHER- That was yesterday. (Moves towards Schneider
ind they meet between couch and table 1.)
SCHNEIDER. (Feeling bis bead.) You have no temperature.

& ZHRISTOPHER. (Sitting on couch.) I'm not so sure. I'd like tc
iee, if I can find the thermometer.
SCHNEIDER. (Looking for it.) It must be here somewhere. | saw
1er using it only yesterday to stir those Prairie Oysters with. Ah,
rere it is. There is still a little egg on it, but it’s on the case.
(Finds thermometer under doll on tea table, gives it to Cbristo-
pher and puts case on washstand.)
CHRISTOPHER. Thank you. (Opens thermometer and shakes it
down.)(Has the afternoon post come yet?

>,

[SCHNEIDER. (Moves round to bead of couch and picks up a slip
and pair of stockings.) It will be here soon, now. There was noth-
ing for her this moming. (Christopber puts the thermometer in
bis moutb.) 1 begin to worry for Fraulein Sally. That friend Klaus

of hers. Six weeks he has been away now in England and only one
f\ letter has he written. (Bell rings.) wm:_h
answer it.)
[BFRITZ. (Off.) Ist Friulein Bowles zu Hause?
C SCHNEIDER. (Off.) Nein, Herr Wendel. Aber Herr Issyvoo ist
da. In ihren Zimmer. Gehen nur hinein. (Fritz enters.) .
DFRITZ. Hello, Chris. Are you ill?
CHRISTOPHER. I don’t know yet. Sit down.
EFRITZ. (Sitting r. of Christopher.) What's the matter?
ISTOPHER. My back aches. That could be the beginning of
paralysis—creeping paralysis. Fritz, read this for me.
r\FRl"l'Z. (Takes thermometer.) It is ninety-eight point six. Um
Gotteswillen! but of that a man is dead.
’;,C}!RISTOPHER. (Takes tbermometer from bim.) No, you are




mixing it up with Centigrade. You don’t die Fahrenheit until it's
over one hundred and six. Are you sure that’s what it says?

FRITZ. Quite sure. )
CHRISTOPHER. (Removing the thermometer.) It must be J&
broken. (Shakes thermometer down.) | think I'll take some aspirin.
(Crosses up to washstand, puts thermometer down and takes
aspirin_[rom cupbo, How are you, Fritz? How’s Natalia? P
FRITZ. Christopher. | cannot get anywhere with that girl. I have 5
spent money on her. Money | have not got. | meet her parents. |
write her poems. Poems from Heinrich Heine, and always she
recognizes them, and then she laughs at me. It is not even the
money any more. (Crosses to table L. and sits on edge.) But when
she will not let me make love to her, it drives me ultimately mad.

1 kiss her, and it is like my aunt. And, Chris, she is beautiful, and -
she is untouched. By me or anybody.

——CHRISTOPHER. (Swallowing aspirin)\Sally said you ought !oﬂ

pounce on her.

FRITZ. But no one could pounce on Natalia.

CHRISTOPHER. (Crosses to couch and lies down on it, picking C.
up teddy becr.) Sally said that’s why it would be so effective.
Knock her down. Throw her on a couch or something. D
FRITZ. You do not mean that, Chris.

CHRISTOPHER. You don’t seem to be doing any good the usual ﬁ
How do you ordinarily manage with women?

FRITZ. | have only to uncurl my little finger, and purr a little, 6
and they come running. I think perhaps I try. (Rises and crosses ™~
to above L. of Christopher.) I can after all do myself no harm.
She is away now. | write to her every day. Now [ will write no
more. | wait for her to come home, and then 1 will pounce, and

I will snarl.

i CHR]? EOPI-{ER. Good.
@——— S nd what is with you, Chris? You still live in that darl:%

tiny prison of a room?
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, yes. 6
FRITZ. And can you get anyone else in the room at the same Co

time? D
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, yes. If they're fond of me. e
FRITZ. (Leaning over bim.) Do you have any love-life now?
CHRISTOPHER. [ have a little. Now and then. F
FRITZ. And you will not talk about it. Not ever. You English are (3
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64.

65.

66.

It drives me ultimately mad.

A. Christopher probes, teases Fritz.

B. Fritz pouts to Christopher.
Natalia drives Fritz mad.

Threw her on a couch or something

A. Christopher counsels Fritz.

. Fritz praises Natalia.
Christopher counsels Fritz.
Fritz reproaches Christopher.

Christopher reproaches Fritz.
Christopher advises Fritz.

m o O o

I will snarl.

A. Christopher probes Fritz.
B. Fritz strokes self.

C. Christopher strokes Fritz.
Fritz works self up (decides to pounce).

You English are so reticent.

Fritz teases Christopher.
Christopher humors Fritz.
Fritz teases Christopher.
Christopher humors Fritz.
Fritz probes Christopher.
Christopher evades Fritz.
Fritz reproaches Christopher.

.
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67.

68.

69.

70.

71

The kitten's awakening.

A.

B.
C.

Fritz teases Sally.
Christopher humors Fritz.
Fritz reproaches Sally. (jealous)

Miaow, miaow

Sally greet Christopher and Fritz.

Fritz teases Sally.
Sally regresses self.
Christopher mocks Sally.
Sally pouts to Fritz.
Fritz strokes Sally.

Fritz and Christopher tease Sally.

Sally character exposition

Clive bought it for me.

A.
B.
C.

Sally primps for Fritz.
Christopher strokes Sally.

Sally primps for Fritz.
Sally shows off.

Let's have a prairie oyster.

A.

B
C
D
E

Sally gags Christopher.
Christopher gags at Sally.
Sally corners Fritz.

Fritz strokes Sally.

Sally slams Christopher.
Sally takes charge.

He Tives on vacation.

MmO O @ >

Fritz probes Sally.

Sally strokes Clive.
Christopher strokes Clive.
Fritz probes Sally.
Christopher slams Clive.
Sally strokes Clive.

pso reticent. (Crosses U. L. to "Kitten's Awakening” picture.) Uf

@

Sally did not ultimately have a French mother, she would not talk
about it, either.
ISTOPHER. A what? (Remembering.) Oh . . . yes.
(/FR]TZ' She is a strange girl. Half of her is so ultimately frank
and half is so sentimental. (Takes a picture from the wall.) Thi
picture. She has it with her everywhere, (Comes back to above 1
of Christopher.) It is called “The Kitten’s Awakening.” It i
childish. (Sally enters. She is rather smarter than when we last sat
ber, a new and ratber unsuitable bat. She carries several package.

She looks tired.)

ASALLY ( itz, = o

@FRITZ. Hello, Sally. We were just admiring your plcture

CSALLY. Oh, “The Kitten's Awakening.” (Moves in betwee
them.) I've had that ever since I was a child. It’s a dead kitte:
waking up in Heaven—with angel kittens around.

pCHRISTOPHER Miaow, miaow. (Jo the tune of “Noel, Noel.™
([ESALLY. Chris makes awful fun of it. (Hits Christopber on bea.
w:lb teddy bear, then moves over to table and puts parcels down.)
But I think it’s rather sweet.

pHEITZ It is very sweet. (Replaces picture and returns to abouv:

couch.)
SALLY [Goodness, i’s hot out, and it’s late Septemher already.

@CHR!STOPHER You are very dressy today.
SALLY. | am? Oh, this hat. Yes, it’s new. Clive bought it for me
I don’t like it much, but it cost so much money. (Moves up tc
wasbstand and puts bandbag down on chair . s. of it.) {Let’s have
a Prairie Oyster. Will you, Chris?

A CHRISTOPHER. No, I think they affect my back.

€ SALLY. Fritz?
FRITZ. | would like to try one.
_ SALLY. I'll make them. Chris doesn’t really know how, (Staﬂs t
do so, puls two glasses from washstand on table L.)

F\ FRITZ. (Moving round to r. end of couch.) |And who is this
Clive who gives you hats?
SALLY. He’s an American. Chris and | met him a week ago at
the Troika bar. We were both sitting alone, having a beer each
because we were both so bloody miserable, and he was sitting next
to us, and he ordered champagne for us all, (Gets sauce from cup-
board and brings it to table.) and we didn’t separate till four the

a0




next morning. And ever since then we’ve hardly been apart, have
we, Chris? (Moves up to cupboard and kneels, opening it to look
for eggs.)

CHRISTOPHER. He’s so rich, we daren't let him out of our sight¢,
FRITZ. And he is here just on vacation?

CHRISTOPHER. He lives on vacation. I've never seen auyoneg

drink so much. (Sally brings eggs down to table.) He’s unhappy,
he says. But I’ve never really found out why. Have you, Sally?

SALLY. (Pours sauce into glasses.) Yes, dear. It's his wives. F

There have been four of them, and they none of them even liked
him. And, before that, it was his peculiar grandfathers. They both
brought him up six months each. One was a Baptist, and the other
lived in Paris. So, no wonder it split him. (Breaks eggs into glasses.)
He’s rather an interesting character like out of Dostioffsky. He's
sort of lost faith in everything, and I think Chris and [ are putting
it back, in bits. (Throws egq shells into waste basket.) 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 Five. Oh, and some shirts for you. Some silk shirts.
CHRISTOPHER. Good God. [

SALLY. The colors are a bit outrageous, but they’re the best silk. ph
Where’s something to stir this with? (Fritz crosses round to L. of )

couch.) Oh, this pen will do. (Picks up a fountain pen and stirs
the oysters.) There. (Sbe bands one over to Fritz, and gulps down
ber own.) Oh, that’s marvellous. (Licks pen.) I feel better already.
(Puts pen down and goes up to washstand—takes bat off, then

moves down to L. end of couch and sits, Fritz chokes) NVell, how'ﬂ»

are things, 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.

FRITZ. She is away with her parents. She comes back next week, B

and then there is a surprise for her. Chris has told me your advice,
that | should pounce on her, and I am going to take it, (Takes
another §ip of bis drink and chokes again.)

SALLY. at’s the matter? Don’t you like your Prau‘;e Oyster? B
FRITZ. (Puts glass down on table L.) It is a little painful. You e

drink them all down at once?

SALLY. Yes, they’re better that way. Especially when you are not &

feeling well, They sort of come back at you,
ren’t you feeling well, Sally? ﬁ
E{V]
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73.

74.

75.

G. Christopher stutters at Clive.

H. Sally tempts Christopher.
Sally and Christopher introduce Clive.

I feel better already.

A. Sally strokes prairie oysters.
Sally character exposition

I am going to take your advice.

A. Sally probes Frtiz.

B. Fritz strokes Sally.
Fritz prepares to pounce.

It is a Tittle painful.

A. Sally tests Fritz.
B. Fritz chokes.
C. Sally teases Fritz.

With me there are no compliments.

A. Christopher probes Sally.
B. Fritz pampers Sally.

C. Sally leads Fritz.

D. Fritz reassures Sally.

E

Christopher probes Sally.
Sally shuns Fritz.




76.

I'm going to have a baby.

A.

B
C
D
E

F
G
H
I
J
K

-

L
M

N.
0.
Pe
Q

R.

Christopher prods Sally.

Sally puts Fritz down.
Christopher probes Sally.

Sally shocks Christopher.
Christopher is shocked.

Sally pleads with Christopher.
Christopher probes Christopher.

Sally confirms Christopher's suspicion.

Christopher probes Sally.

Sally confirms Christopher's suspicion.

Christopher chides Sally.
Sally appeases Christopher.
Christopher strokes Sally.
Sally strokes Christopher.
Christopher chides Sally.
Sally declares intentions.
Christopher probes Sally.

Sally probes Christopher.
Sally plays martyr.

SALLT. INOt really.

AFRITZ. You would like me to go?

¢ SALLY. Fritz darling, would you mind terribly? | would like to
lie down a bit. (Christopber rises and moves round to bead of
couch.)

DFRITZ. But of course. With me there are no compliments. Sally,
you lie down. (Christopber and Fritz belp Sally to lie down.)
Then you feel better. | go now. You take her to dinner, Chris, and
cheer her up.

RISTOPHER. Pl try. Good-bye, Fritz. (Fritz goes. Cbristo
pber gets Sally's slippers from beside the bed and brings then

down.)
slippers.)

&ALLY. Not so much ill, as just wanting to get rid of him. Fritz i
sweet. | mean, he’s an old friend, but I thought if I had to go or
seing bright any longer that I'd die. (Christopher puts shoes beside
red.) I've got something to tell you, Chris.

C :HRISTOPHER. What is it?

SALLY. (Sitting up.) Chris, I went to the doctor this afternoor
. . and I'm going to have a baby.

 CHRISTOPHER. (Moving down to L. of ber.) Oh, my God!
SALLY. I’ve been afraid of it for a long time only I wouldn’t thinl
about it. I kept pretending it wasn’t true. Then yesterday [ was
sick, and then [ fainted this morning., And that’s what made me go.

{, CHRISTOPHER. Is it Klaus’s child?

y SALLY. Yes.
'CHRISTOPHER. Does he know?

<Y SALLY. (Sharply.) No, he doesn’t.

CHRISTOPHER. Well, you’re going to tell him, aren’t you?
SALLY. I don’t know, Chris. I haven’t heard from him for week-
and weeks. | wrote to him last week, the nicest letter I could, anc
he hasn’t answered. Not a word. You didn’t like him, did you?

M CHRISTOPHER. I didn’t really know him. I didn’t think he w:
good enough for you. (Sits L. of Sally.) :

NSALLY. That’s sweet of you. (Rises.)

O “HRISTOPHER. But you’re going to tell him this, now?

{2 SALLY. (Crossing to above table.) No. Not if he doesn’t write tc
me. | can’t beg him. And that’s what it would be like. I mean, |
mayn’t be up to much, but I do have some pride.

QCI-IRIST‘OPHER. Well, what then . . . if he doesn’t write?
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SALLY. I don’t know. That’s what scares me. It's silly, Chris . . . R
it happens to other girls. Almost all other girls. But | am scared.
Do you suppose they all are, too? (A knock at the door.)

t is I, Fraulein Sally. The post is here. 9
CHRISTOPHER. (Sotto voce.) She’s been keeping an eye out for ">

it.

SALLY. Come in. C
SCHNEIDER. (Entering and going to ber.) There is a letter for(D
you. The one you want, from England. g
SALLY. Oh, thank you.

SCHNEIDER. Ja, Friulein. (Schneider hands letter to Sally andp
waits. Sally starts to undo her packages. Schneider gives up and
goes out. Sally waits for ber to leave. Then she rips the letter open.
Christopber stands by. Sbe reads it. Her face changes.)
CHRISTQPHER AVhat's the matter? %

SALLY. It's what [ thought. He’s throwing me over.
CHRISTOPHER. (Rises.) Oh, no. C
SALLY. Right over. With a whole lot of stuff about how badly (@)
he’s behaved to me. (Sally bands Cbristopher the first page. He
reads it. She goes on with the second.) Apparently there’s some-
one else. A Lady Gore-Eckersley. He says she is wonderful. She’s

a virgin. A communist virgin. (Lays the letter down.) Well, those
are two things no one could ever say of me.

CHRISTOPHER. (Going to Sally and putting bis arms around
ber.) Oh, Sally, ’'m sorry.

SALLY. (Leaning against bim.) It’s silly, isn’t it
CHRISTOPHER. It is a kind of bloody letter.

SALLY. I'm afraid he’s rather a bloody person, really. Oh, Chris,

SALLY. I know. I suppose that’s why | haven’t been interested in
you that way. (Crosses to bead of couch.)
oves i lly, you'll have to

tell Klaus. He'll have to help you.

SALLY. What would be the good? te'd only run away. Leave no
address. | knew this was going to happen. (Turns to Christopber.)

A can’t have the baby, Chris. It's awful, because I want to. But not (}

17
Yo
I am a lousy pi;ﬁ: Always the duds who'll do me in.
= won't, Sally. %
[5Y

@«@?

unless I'm married, and can look after it.

CHRISTOPHER. (After a second.) I'll marry you, Sally. @

SALLY. (Jurns away and sits on pouffe.) Oh, Chris, what good (,
32
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80.
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The post is here.

A. Schneider knocks, announces self.
B. Christopher chides Schneider.

C. Schneider probes Christopher.

D. Sally admits Schneider.

E. Sally dismisses Schneider.
F

Schneider gives up.
Schneider snoops at Sally.

He's throwing me over.

Christopher probes Sally.
Sally announces news.
Christopher despairs.

Sally despairs.

Christopher reassures.

Sally draws from Christopher.
Christopher supports Sally.

Sally slams self.
Klaus abandons Sally.

™ =
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I haven't been interested in you that way.

A. Christopher strokes Sally.

B. Sally strokes Christopher.
Christopher reassures Sally.

He'd only run away.

A. Christopher advises Sally.

B. Sally despairs.
Christopher advises Sally.

Just a betrayed whore




vould that do? Klaus’s child . . . and I’'d be a rotten sort or
nother. Just a betrayed whore.

ISTOPHER. (Going to ber. Sharply.) Sally, for God's sake,
itop calling yourself that. You know you’re not.

E;ALLY. (Bitterly.) Yes, | am. Just that. One who’s fallen in love
vith a swine, because he’s her type, and then got caught. That’s

Just a whore and a fool. (Starts to cry.)
“HRISTOPHER. Sally, stop crying.

GSALLY. Ive got to find someone.

HCHRISTOPHER. Waon’t this doctor . . . 2
ALLY. No. He was quite shocked when I told him | wasn’t mar-
ied.

&HRISTOPHER. Then we’ll get someone. Maybe we should asl
‘raulein Schneider.

# ALLY. Do you think she'd know anyone?

é}IRISTOPHER. She knows just about everything, I've always
hought. I’ll call her. (Opens door. Sally moves away U. L. to
sashstand.) Fraulein Schneider!

fAICHNEIDER. (Off) Ja.

NSHRISTOPHER. Friulein. Can you come in here? (Comes back.)
t will be all right, Sally. I promise you. (Schneider enters anc
:omes in to bead of couch.)

%;CHNEIDER. You called for me, Herr Issyvoo?
“HRISTOPHER. Yes. We need your advice. Do you want to tell
aer, Sally?

SALLY. (Her back to them.) No. You do it.
ISTOPHER. Well, you see, Friulein Schneider, Sally is in :
little bit of trouble . . .
»SCHNEIDER. Ja?
ISTOPHER. She’s going to have a baby.

J SCHNEIDER. Um Gotteswillen.

VCHRISTOPHER. So you see . . .

wSCHNEIDER. But then this Herr Klaus, he will come back an

mnarry her.
f THRISTOPHER. Well, you see, he isn’t awfully anxious to. Yt ,
e

VEAL.LY. (Angrily, coming down to L. of couch.) It isn’t that at all,
is. You never can tell anything right. It's 1 who doesn’t want
him, Friulein. I don’t ever want to see him again. (Tums away
(rom tbem.)
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SCHNEIDER. Ach, so . . . y 2
CHRISTOPHER. So you see, we want to get—er—to get rid of AP
the baby. The point is—do you know anyone?
SCHNEIDER. Yes, I do. There was a young lady living here once, @ ©
and she went to the doctor.
SALLY. For the same thing? Gcb
SCHNEIDER. Exactly the same thing. ()
SALLY. And was it all right? g¥
SCHNEIDER. It was quite all right. (Crossing fo Sally) I have F€
his address and telephone number still. I kept it just in case it
should ever happen again. (Christopber sits on pouffe.)
SALLY. (Trying to be easy over it.) I suppose it happens quite GG
often, really?
SCHNEIDER. It can always happen. It s just bad luck. But he is b I&
rather expensive. It is a certificate he has to give that your health
will not let you have the risk of childbirth. It costs money, that
certificate.

ow much?

SCHNEIDER. For this other young lady, it was three hundred
marks.

CHRISTOPHER. Three hundred!

SCHNEIDER. We could make it a little cheaper, | think, if we
argued. Maybe two hundred and fifty.

CHRISTOPHER. That’s still an awful lot.

SALLY. | know it is. But I've got to do it, Chris. I really have.
(Crosses to Schneider and takes her hands) Nou’d better ring up

the doctor, Friulein, and see if he can see us.
SCHNEIDER. You like that | come with you?

SALLY. Oh, would you? That would be marvellous. (As Schneider
crosses to door, Sally follows ber.) I say . . . Friulein! Where—
where does he do it?

SCHNEIDER. 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 forgotten, I go telephone. (Sbe goes out
gaily.)

SALLY. (Crossing to couch and sitting on floor in front of it.)

—alt’s like a treat to ber.

CHRISTOPHER. It'll be all right, Sally, I know it will. The other
girl was all right.
SALLY. There’s something so degrading about it, as well as dan-
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83.

84.

How much?

Ring up the doctor.

A1l the old rules are true after all.




85. I don't know what ['d do without you.

86. I won't see anyone.

87. O0h, hello Clive.

88. I brought you these.

89. It's not exactly de luxe.

gerous. Oh, damn! Isn't 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 there’s something alive inside of
you, that you can’t have. That you mustn’t have. It’s like finding
out that all the old rules are true, after all.

CHRISTOPHER.

home will probably cost a bit of money, too. I've started making
a little more now, too. If I can help you . . .

SALLY. (TJurns to bim.) Oh, Chris, you are an angel. I'll pay yo'
back. I swear I will. And you know, I think perhaps you had bette
come with us. We'll say you're the father. I think it looks bette
to have him along.

CHRISTOPHER. (Comes to R. of Sally and sits on couch wili
arms round ber.) Yes, Sally, of course I'll come with you.
SALLY. Oh, Chris, I don’t know what I'd do without you. (Sh:
clings to Christopber and be bolds ber, Bell rings.) [Oh, damr
there’s the bell. If it’s anyone for me, I'm not home. | won’t se:
anyone. (Opens the door, and goes down the passage. Christopbe.
rises and moves round to above couch.) Friulein Schneider, I'n

not at home to anyone. | won’t see . . .

CLIVE. (Off.) Hello, there. I just thought I'd come and look you

up.
SALLY. (Returning and crossing to ¢.) I’s Clive. (Clive enters.
He is in bis late thirties, large, American, blond, and drunkish.)
CLIVE. Well, hello, Chris, you son of a gun. (Shakes bands.)
CHRISTOPHER. Hello, Clive.

CLIVE. (Crossing to Sally.) I've never seen your place before. I
thought I'd come and take a gander at it.

(Presents an enormous box of very expensive flowers.)

SALLY. Oh, Clive, how wonderful of you. (Clive looks round
room.) Look, Chris, from that terribly expensive shop on the
Linden.

CHRISTOPHER. Goodness.

(Vo3
g

@

very grand, is it? Can’t you do better than this?
SALLY. [—er—I have in my time, This is just temporary. (Takes
ribbon off flower box.)

' CLIVE. Oh, sure, Sure.

CHRISTOPHER. (Defensive.) What's the matter with it?
CLIVE. Well, it's not exactly de luxe, do you think?
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CHRISTOPHER. (As before.) I think it's very nice. (Sally puts
' flower box on floor.)
CLIVE. Oh, sure. Sure. | wasn’t casting any slurs. I just thought

@—— bit more modern. But it's okay.|Say, 1 bet

your rooms are better.

SALLY. Oh, yes, they’re much better, They're wonderful.
CLIVE. Where are they?
CHRISTOPHER. Just across the hall.
CLIVE. (Going to door.) Mind if I take a look? (Sally starts to
gesture wildly at Christopher not to show bis room.)
CHRISTOPHER. (Stopping bim.) Well—er—they’re rather un-
tidy just now.
CLIVE. That'’s all right with me. (Sally repeats ber gesture.)
CHRISTOPHER. There are some things lying around that—well,

! that I wouldn’t want anyone to see.

.‘ CLIVE. Say, what are those?

| CHRISTOPHER. Just some personal things.

j CLIVE. (Starting to do again.) Boy, that’s what I'd like to look at.

) CHRISTOPHER. I'm awfully sorry, but I don’t think .
| CLIVE. You mean, you’ve got someone in there?

CHRISTOPHER. Well, er . . .
CLIVE. (Pushing Christopber towards door) Why don’t you
come right out and say it, feller? Don’t beat about the bush.
Go on back to her. Ill understand.
CHRISTOPHER. (Again on a gesture from Sally.) Well, she’s—
er—asleep just now.

@._* - —MAM:LM%WCH: say, now what have
you got in the way of liquor? (Sally makes room for Clive on
couch. He sits R. of ber.)

SALLY. We've got some gin.
CHRISTOPHER. Not much. (Goes to door and shuts it.)
SALLY. I'm afraid we’re out of whisky.

! CLIVE. Say, you need some stores. I'll send you in a cellar. (Rises

@ ow, 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.

(Comes down to above Sally and ruffles ber bair.) I thought we

might drive out there for dinner.

SALLY. The three of us.
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93.

The man can see you right away.

CLIVE. (Jo Christopher.) 1f you're free. (Sally nods at Cbristo-
pher.)

CHRISTOPHER. Oh, yes, I'll be free.

CLIVE. (Moves in to L. of Christopher.) Is that a good place?
CHRISTOPHER. I've always heard it was.

CLIVE. But you’ve never been there?

CHRISTOPHER. It’s much too expensive for us.

CLIVE. Well, fine. Only is it really a good place? Can we have
good time there? The real McCoy?

SALLY., It’s about the best place there is.

CLIVE. Oh, well, swell, then. That’s great. That’s the real thin
Well, shall we go?

SALLY. I can’t go yet.

CLIVE. Why, what have you got on? (Schneider enters am:
crosses D. S. to R. of pouffe.)

SCHNEIDER. [ Friulei

please?

CLIVE. (Crossing to Schneider.) That’s all right. You speak up.
No secrets here. No secrets in front of Uncle Clive.

SALLY. (Rises.) Have you talked to the—to the man, Friulein?
SCHNEIDER. He says he can see you right away.

SALLY. Oh—oh, thanks.

SCHNEIDER. It takes twenty minutes from here. | think perhaps
you should go now.

SALLY. Oh, yes, | will. You get your hat and coat, Friulein, and
I’ll be ready.

SCHNEIDER. Ja, Friulein. (&xit.)

CLIVE. (Crossing to Sally.) What man is this?

SALLY. It’s just a man about a job. A sort of audition.

CLIVE. I'll drive you there.

SALLY. I don’t think you’d better. | mean, it’s not a very big job,

'and it would look a little funny if I were to arrive in a Dusenberg

car.

CLIVE. It would make them pay you more. (Cbhristopber moves

down to couch.)

SALLY. Look, Clive, it’s awfully sweet of you, but I think we’d

better go by bus.

CLIVE. You take your landlady on auditions with you?

SALLY. Sometimes. She gives me confidence.

CLIVE. (Crossing to . of Cbristopber.) Well, then, Chris and 1
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94. I hope you get the job.

will go to the Adlon, and sit in the bar and wait for you. He can
bring his girl along, if he wants to.
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, no, that’s all right. But—I’ve got to go out,
too, and then I've got to come back here for just a minute. Why
don’t we all meet later at the Adlon? (Slaps Clive on the arms.)
CLIVE. I'll send my car back here for you. Six o’clock? (He slaps
Cbristopher on the arms.)
CHRISTOPHER. Fine. (He slaps Clive on the arms.)

t would be wonderful. And thank you so much for

these.

CLIVE. (Crosses to Sally and takes ber band.) Well, good luck.
I hope you get the job.

SALLY. 1 do, too. (Jurns away.) At least, I—I think I do.
CLIVE. 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. (&xit.)
SALLY {rmmumuch.md.zﬂ:.;jOh, Chris, | thought we were

95. I might reform him.

©

never going to get rid of him.
CHRISTOPHER. 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 myself to him. I've always thought I'd like to have a
really rich man for a lover. Or perhaps I could marry him, and
then I might reform him. I could, you know, I really could.
CHRISTOPHER. Sally, do you really think you could reform
anyone?

SALLY. Oh, Chris, don’t. Don’t pull me down again. | feel awful.
CHRISTOPHER. (Crosses to bebind couch and sits on arm.)
I'm sorry, Sally. And don’t worry about reforming people. You're
sweet. You really are.

SALLY. Thank you, Chris. Even if you don’t mean it.
CHRISTOPHER. But I do. (Rises and goes up to bed for ber
shoes.) And now we’d better get going. :
SALLY. Yes, | suppose so. (Christopber belps Sally on with ber
__shoes) ]I suppose we should put these flowers in water. (Sbe picks

96. Put them in water.

97. Dirty jokes at school

up box.) They cost such a lot. I'll just put them in the bath for
now. Then I'll see if Friulein Schneider is ready, and come back
for my hat. (Goes to tbe door, and turns to Cbristopber.) Thank
you for offering to marry me. (Exit.)

d this is the

S
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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
ou can dodge them. (Drops the slippers.) And then we'll 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-

forget the whole thing. And we won't believe or remember a thing

about it. Either of us. (Starts to put the cigarette in bis moutb.
Then be stops and looks at the door.) Or will we?

CURTAIN




ACT 1l
SCENE 1

Ten days later,

Christopber is alone, sitting on the pouffe, p. L. now,
pasting pbotographs in an album. The couch bas been
moved to the window and the table to the center of the
room. The large chair bas been placed at the R. of the
table. Tbere is another chair to the L. of the table.

. . CHRISTOPHER. (7o bimse![.}"[his awful, obscene laziness! |

ought to be flogged. Where has the time gone to? Jittering help-
lessly over the bad news in the papers, staring half-drunk at my
reflection in the mirrors of bars, skimming crime-novels, hunting
for sex. Summer’s almost over. Instead of ripening like an apple,
I'm wearing out like an old boot. This place stinks of my failure.
(Sally comes back into the room. She wears a robe and looks pale

__and ill.) Are you all right?

SALLY. Yes, I'm all right. Just. Goodness, if it takes all that effort,
just to go across the hall. (Pausing bebind Christopber, sbe ruffles
bis hair.) How's all your creeping paralysis, Chris?
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, that’s gone. (Feeling bis left side.) But you
know, I think I've got appendicitis.

SALLY. (Crossing to couch and settling down to a balf-finished
game of patience.) If you have, you just die of it. Don’t let them

You know, Chris, what I would really like would
be some champagne. Some really cold champagne.
CHRISTOPHER. I'm afraid we haven’t got any of that.

SALLY. Clive ought to have sent us whole baskets of it. I do
think it was odd his disappearing like he did. Where do you think
he went, Chris?

CHRISTOPHER. I wonder if he didn’t go off on an opium jag.
SALLY. That’s quite possible. I never thought of that. Oh dear,
I've known a lot of opium fiends, and you never could really rely
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on them. And then what happens to my career?

CHRISTOPHER. Do you really think he’s going to do anything f

about that?
SALLY. He says he’s going to put up all the money for a show
for me. All I'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 1
do want some. I want some terribly, now I've thought about it.
CHRISTOPHER. I'd buy you some, if I could, Sally. But you
know we really are desperately broke.
SALLY. is, i i
that kid. The last day or two, I've been sort of feeling what it
102. Do s would be like to be a mother. Do you know, last night I sat here
you think I could become a nun? for a long time by myself, and held this teddy bear in my arms,
and imagined it was my baby? I felt a most marvellous sort of
shut-off feeling from all the rest of the world. I imagined 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 for its
, clothes and food.
CHRISTOPHER. You mean, a baby would be your purpose in
k-~ life?
SALLY. Yes, | wouldn’t think of myself at all. Just it. It must be
rather wonderful never to think of yourself, just of someone else.

I suppose that's what people mean by religionCDe—you think |

could be a nun, Chris? I really rather think I could. All pale anc

pious, singing sort of faint and lovely hymns all day long.

CHRISTOPHER. [ think you'd get tired of it. You’d better jus
‘ marry and have a child.

103. Just that

—®

SALLY, -
if you were to go out into the street now, and be run over by :
taxi . . . I should be sorry in a way, of course, but I shouldn’
really care a damn.
CHRISTOPHER. (Laughing.) Thank you, Sally. 2
SALLY. (Moving to bim and kneeling on floor L. of bim.) I didn
mean that, of course, darling—at least, not personally. You mustn
mind what [ say when I'm like this. I can see now why peaple sz
operations like that are wrong. They are. You know the who
| business of having children is all wrong. It’s a most wonderf
' thing, and it ought to be the result of something very rare a
special and sort of privileged, instead of just that! What are y

grinning about?

)
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CHRISTOPHER. Well, that’s what it’s supposed to be. The result
of something rare and special. That’s what that's supposed to be.
(Closes album.)

SALLY. Oh, goodness, is it? Yes, | suppose it is supposed to be.
Oh, is that why people say it’s wrong to do it when you're not
married, or terribly deeply in love?

CHRISTOPHER. Yes, of course it is. (Rises and puts album and
paste on chair by washstand.)

SALLY. Well, why didn’t anyone ever tell me?
CHRISTOPHER. (Comes down to R. of pouffe and sits on floor.)
1 expect they did, and you didn’t believe them.

SALLY. Did you believe them when they told you?
CHRISTOPHER. No, Sally. 1 don’t think we’ll ever quite trust

things, in the long run.
—SALLYjI trust you, Chris. I'm terribly fond of you.

CHRISTOPHER. 'm fond of you too, Sally.

SALLY. And you’re not in love with me, are you?
CHRISTOPHER. No, I'm not in love with you.

SALLY. 'm awfully glad. I wanted you to like me from the first
minute we met. But Pm glad yor're not in love with me. Somehow
or other, 1 couldn’t possibly be in love with you . . . So, if you
had been, everything would have spoiled. Hold my hand, Chris,
and let’s swear eternal friendship.

CHRISTOPHER. (Jaking ber band across the pouffe.) 1 swear
eternal friendship.

SALLY. So do I. (The bell rings. They botb rise, and Christopber
t.) JOh, dear, | wonder who that

is. 1 hope it's no one for us. I'd much rather be alone with you,
Chris.

CHRISTOPHER. So would I, Sally.

SALLY. (Sits on couch.) Oh, Chris, don’t go and get run over by
a taxi. (Schneider enters.) :

t is Fraulein Landauer to see you, Friulein. (Nata-

lia enters and crosses to Sally, ignoring Christopber.)
CHRISTOPHER. Hello, Natalia.
NATALIA. Friulein Bowles, I am but just back from the country
and I have only just heard that you have not been well. So I have
hurried in to see you.
SALLY. That’s very nice of you.
NATALIA. (Jurning.) Oh, hello, Christopher.
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107. Stay away for just a little while.

108. I think I have done you an injustice.

CHRISTOPHER. Hello, Natalia.

NATALIA. (o Sally.) I bring you these few flowers.

SALLY. Oh, thank you so much. (Hands flowers to Christopber.)
Chris . . . Won't you sit down? (Christopher takes the flowers.
Natalia sits on pouffe.)

NATALIA. Thank you. What is, please, that has been the matter
with you?

CHRISTOPHER. (Quickly.) Oh, just a little ulcer, that’s all
They had to cut it out.

NATALIA. Where was the ulcer?

SALLY. Inside.

NATALIA. But, of course, it was inside. Where, please, inside?
SALLY. I don’t really know. In here, somewhere.

NATALIA. And who, please, was it who cut it out for you?
SALLY. The doctor.

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

SALLY. Oh, just a doctor—a very good doctor.\Wauld you like

some coffee or anything?

NATALIA. Yes, I think that I would like some coffee.

SALLY. Will you get it, Chris? (Christopber crosses to door.)
NATALIA. (Rising and crossing to table. Puts bag and gloves
down.) And, Christopher, if you could stay away for just a little
while, it would be nice, too. I have something that I wish to say
to Friulein Bowles. (Sally rises and crosses to table.)
CHRISTOPHER. Yes, of course. (Goes out. Sally offers Natalia a
cigarette.)

NATALIA. No, thank you. (Goes to couch and sits.) Tell me,

Friulein, please, have you seen Fritz Wendel lately?

SALLY. (Jakes cigarette and lights it.) Not for the last day or so.
NATALIA. | come back from the country two days before yester-
day. He comes to call on me that evening. Friulein, | think I have
done you perhaps an injustice.

SALLY. Oh?

NATALIA. | have always think of you as a young lady who has
no control of herself, and | have been disdainful of you therefrom

I am sorry. | do not think I quite understood.

SALLY. How do you mean?

NATALIA. | have think always that 1 have control of mysel
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Please, you will not laugh at me if [ tell you something that is very

personal to me?
SALLY.] No, of course | won’t. (Crosses to pouffe and sits.)

NATALIA. Fraulein Bowles, Fritz Wendel has made love to me,
and | have not taken him seriously, because it’s all too formal,
too discreet. Then, two nights before last, it is all changed. He
throws aside his formality, and it is quite different. 1 have never
known a man like that. And it has disturbed me. I cannot sleep for
it. And that is not like me.

SALLY. But what am I supposed to tell you?

NATALIA. (Rises and crosses to L. of Sally)\T wish to know,

please, if | should marry him. My parents tell me no. They care
for me. They think only of me, and they do not care for him.
And he is not Jewish, and they wish that I should marry a Jewish
man. | have always wished so, myself. Now I do not care. Only
I think perhaps there is something of Herr Wendel’s life that I do
not know, that perhaps you do. And that therefore I should not
marry him. You will tell me, please?

SALLY. Yes, I . . . I think perhaps there is.

NATALIA. What, please?

SALLY. I ... I don’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.
NATALIA. I do not think so, too. (Returns to couch and sits.)
But I think if I do not, that perhaps I will kill myself.

SALLY. Oh, no, you won’t.

NATALIA. 1 do not think you know me. I do not think 1 know
myself. (Begins to cry.)

SALLY. Oh, there’s nothing to cry about. (Rises, does to table and
puts cigarette out. Natalia goes on crying.) Oh, don’t. Please
don’t. You'll have me crying, too. I'm most frightfully weak still,
and I cry over almost anything. .
NATALIA. (Still crying) (1 am sorry. I did not know that love

was like this. It is not what the poets have said. It is awful, and
it is degrading.

SALLY. Yes, I know. It is. It’s absolutely awful when it really
hits you. But you mustn’t give in to it, really you mustn’t. | know
that sounds silly coming from me. (Goes to Natalia and kneels
on floor by ber. Y But what do you think has been the matter with
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there and snigger like that. You don’t know how silly it makes you
look. (Bell rings.)

CHRISTOPHER. 'm a bit on your nerves, aren’t I, Sally?
SALLY. (Goes to window.) Yes, you are. Oh, it’s not only you.

It's everyone. I'm on my own es.

SCHNEIDER. (Opening door);FrinIun Sally, hier ist der Herr
Americaner. Bitte, mein Herr. Bitte sehr. (Clive comes in. He car-
ries a basket of champagne, which be gives to Christopber.)
CLIVE. Well, hello, hello, hello, there.

SALLY. Well, hello, Clive.

CHRISTOPHER. Hello. (Rises and moves to below table. Hand-
shakes are performed.)

SALLY. We thought you'd forgotten all about us. (Christopber
puts champagne on table.)

CLIVE. Oh, for God's sake, no. Say, I've only just heard you’d
been sick. Why didn’t you let me know?

SALLY. You weren’t around.

CLIVE. (Sits by Sally.) What was the matter with you, anyway?
SALLY. I had an operation.

CLIVE. Oh, gee, that’s tough. How are you feeling now?
SALLY. Better. Much better. Now that I've seen you.

CLIVE. Well, that's fine. Feel like coming out to dinner tonight?
SALLY. I can’t do that. It’s all I can do to get to the bathroom.
CLIVE. Ah, come on. Do you good.

CHRISTOPHER. She can’t, Clive. She really can’t walk yet.
CLIVE. (Rising.) Oh, hell, anyone can walk if they want to.
CHRISTOPHER. No, she mustn’t. Really.

CLIVE. Well, le’s have dinner up here, then. All of us. I brought
you some champagne.

SALLY. Oh, Clive, how wonderful of you. I was just saying to
Chris that what I'd like best in the world would be some cham-
pagne.

CLIVE. (Crossing to Christopber above table c.) Well, let's have
it. It's still good and cold. I only just got it. Open it, will you,
Chris, there’s a good feller?

CHRI 1L m m.| (Goes

out taking coffee tray.)

CLIVE. Well, let's take a look at you. (Crosses to Sally and kneels
on couch.) Gee, you're a pale little Jady. We'll have to pack you
off some place to perk you up a bit. Where would you like to go?
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119. A11 I want is champagne.
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pEr—

SALLY. Clive, I think maybe I ought to stay here for my career.
CLIVE. (Vaguely.) Your career?

SALLY. Yes, the theatre.

CLIVE. Oh, sure, sure. (Sits on pouffe.)

SALLY. I mean, if [ am going to do a play, we ought to start
thinking and planning a bit quite soon.

CLIVE. Oh, plenty of time for that. Get you well first. (Christo-
pher returns with three tooth glasses and puts them on table.)
SALLY. I'll be all right in a few days.

CLIVE. Get you really well.

SALLY. No, but, Clive, I do think . . .

CLIVE. You leave that all to me. Leave that all to Uncle Clive
(To Christopber.){Say, are those th

CHRISTOPHER. 1 think Friulein Schneider may have some
others.

SALLY. (Rises.) Don’t bother, darling. All I want is the cham-
pagne. Open it, won’t you?

CHRISTOPHER. All right. (Starts to do so. Takes one bottle out
and puts basket on floor.)
SALLY.

Clive.)

CLIVE. Been?

SALLY, You've been away somewhere, haven’t you?
CLIVE. Ah, just for a day or two.

SALLY. It’s been ten days.

CLIVE. Has it? Yeah, it may have been. (Rises and moves away L.
Sally sits on pouffe.) I can never keep track of time when I'm on a
E;t. You know, this is a funny city. (Looking out of window.)

CHRISTOPHER. Shooting?

CLIVE. Seemed just like Chicago. (Comes down to above chbair L.)
CHRISTOPHER. Where was this?

CLIVE. 1 don’t know. Right in front of one of the big department
stores. (Sits.) Birnbaum’s, I think, where we bought you those
fancy undies.

CHRISTOPHER, That’s a Jewish store. That would be Nazi riot-
ing, | imagine.

CLIVE. Say, who are these Nazis, anyway? | keep reading the
word in the papers when I look at them, and I never know who
they are referring to. Are the Nazis the same as the Jews?
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CHRISTOPHER. No—they’re—well, they’re more or less the op-
posite. (The champagne bottle is opened.)

SALLY. Oh, that looks wonderful.

CLIVE. And there’s a funeral going on today, too.

SALLY. Darling, isn’t there always?

CLIVE. No, but this is the real thing. This is a real elegant fu-
neral. It’s been going on for over an hour. With banners and
streamers, and God knows what all. I wonder who the guy was?
He must have been a real swell.

CHRISTOPHER. (Passing glasses.) He was an old liberal leader.
They put him in prison once for trying to stop the war. So now

everybody loves him.
QA.LLY_éh, this is marvellous. Just what the doctor ordered. Let’s

drink to Clive. (Rises.) Qur best friend.

CHRISTOPHER. (Rises.) To Clive. (They all drink.)

CLIVE. (Rises and crosses to table.) Well, thank you both. I'll
drink to the pair of you. Two real good playmates. (Does so and
pours bimself anotber.)

SALLY. You know [ think there’s something almost sacred about
champagne. | think it's absolutely right that it’s as expensive as it
is. It makes one appreciate it more, like something really special.
CHRISTOPHER. Like—tbat!

SALLY. Yes, exactly like that.

CLIVE. What's that? (Cbristopber sits on couch.)

SALLY. (Vaguely noble.) Oh—love and that sort of thing.
CLIVE (Leaning on table) Wou know, this is a pretty dreary sort

of town. I've been here three weeks, and I'm getting kind of fed

up with it.

SALLY. (Alarmed.) You're not going away?

CLIVE. 1 was kinda thinking of it.

SALLY. (Rises and crosses to L. of Clive.) Oh, no, Clive, You

mustn’t. ¢

CLIVE. (Suddenly.) What do you say we all go? All three of us.

CHRISTOPHER. But where?

CLIVE. Where would you like to go?

CHRISTOPHER. (As in a game ) Anywhere in the world?

CLIVE. Anywhere in the world.

CHRISTOPHER. 1 think I’d like to go to India.

SALLY. Oh, no, it’s all so terribly unsanitary. | want to go some-
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124. Turtle soup

where terrifically mysterious and sinister, and full of history. I'd
like to go to

CLIVE. (Refills glasses.) We can do both. Say, what do you say—
we take off from here as soon as Sally’s well enough? Take the
Orient Express.

SALLY. That’s such a lovely name,
GJVE,TakeitasfarasAthens.'I'!mwemﬁytoEgprThen
back to Marseilles. From there we can get a boat to South Amer-
ica. Then Tahiti. Singapore. Japan.

CHRISTOPHER. You know, you manage to say those names as
though they were stations on the subway!

SALLY. Well, he’s been to them all heaps of times, haven’t you,
Clive darling?

CLIVE. Sure. Sure, I have. But I'd kind of get a kick out of show-
hgthemtoyoutwoldds.AndthenwemendupinCalifomh.
CHRISTOPHER. (Rises.) You don’t mean it, do you, Clive? Just
take off and go, just like that?

SALLY. (Moves over to pouffe, then back to chair 1. of table and
kneels on it.) But of course, Chris. Why ever not? This is sheer
absolute heaven.

CHRISTOPHER. Andwhathappemwymrngecamr?
SALLY.Oh,lhatmmit.OrwempickitnpagaininCnH-
fornia. I'm sure Clive knows all the picture magnates, don’t you,
Clive?

CLIVE. | know quite a few of them.

SALLY, lmn,youoouldgumeuduﬂ!mslﬂnedm,ifm
wanted to?
G..WEOh,Igumso.Wcﬂ,what:bomit?Whmﬂuﬂmnh
off? You won’t need more than a week, will you? You can rest on
the train.

SALLY. I can rest anywhere.

LIVE. How’s about a week from today?

SALLY. I think it would be marvellous.

-LIVE. (To Cbhristopber.) All right with you?

“HRISTOPHER. (Sitting down on pouffe, belplessly.) Yes, I—I
uppose so,

-LIVE. (Rises and goes to R. of table.)

Dkay, that’s that, theg,
And, look, if we’re going to have dinner up here, I'd better go get
uafewlhhgs.mwmldmlih?&neﬂﬁammmwﬁ?
SALLY. Oh, I'd adore that.
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CLIVE. Then some soup. Some green turtle, maybe. And a par-
tridge. With salad, of course. And I guess some of that chestnut
ice cream with whipped cream all over it. And some fruit—some
peaches.

SALLY. Get something for Friulein Schneider.

CHRISTOPHER. Get her a pineapple. It's her idea of real luxury.
CLIVE. (Starts moving to door.) I think maybe we’d better get
some new china, too, and some decent glasses.

CHRISTOPHER. Well, if we’re going away next week . . .
CLIVE. Oh, heck, you can present them to your landlady to make
up for your rent. Ill go get them.

SALLY. Why don’t you send your chauffeur?

CLIVE. Heck no, this is kinda fun. Something to do. I'll get some
real good brandy, too—half a dozen bottles—and we’ll make a
real picnic of it. So long, kids. I'll be right back. (Exit. A long
silence.)

SALLY ) Isn’t life extraordinary? (Goes to bead of couch and

looks out of window.) Just when you think you've really touched
bottom, something always turns up.

CHRISTOPHER. Do you think he means it?

SALLY. Yes, of course he does. (Comes back to couch and kneels
on it) You know, Chris, I really do adore him. I mean that. |
really do.

CHRISTOPHER. I know. I've watched you doing it.

SALLY. You're looking all stunned. What’s the matter?
CHRISTOPHER. 1 feel stunned. Doesn’t it stun you when some-
one comes along and just whirls you right out of the whole flux
of your life?

SALLY. (Lies down.) No, dear, not a bit. Besides, my life hasn’t
got a flux. And I don’t think yours has, either.

CHRISTOPHER. No, you’re right, it hasn’t.

SALLY. Well, then?

CHRISTOPHER. But what will become of us?

SALLY. We shall have a wonderful time.

CHRISTOPHER. And then?

SALLY. I don’t know. Oh, stop bothering with it, Chris. You al-
ways spoil things so.

CHRISTOPHER. We shall never come back.

SALLY. 1 don’t want to come back.

CHRISTOPHER. 1 suppose you’ll marry him.
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126. Take no thought for the morrow.

CHRISTOPHER. And [? What will I be?

SALLY. You'll be a sort of private secretary, or something.
CHRISTOPHER. Without any duties, (Sally lights cigarette.
Christopber goes to table and puts glass down.) You know, Sally,
I can suddenly see myself ten years from now, in flannels and
black-and-white shoes, pouring out drinks in the lounge of a
California hotel. (Crosses to window.) I'll be a bit glassy in the
eyes, and a lot heavier round the jowls.

SALLY. You'll have to take a lpt of exercise, that’s all.
CHRISTOPHER. (At Wfﬂdow-w:h -

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 banners. (Goes to chair R. of table and sits.) You know, in a
few days, we shall have forfeited all kinship with about ninety-
nine per cent of the world’s population. The men and women who
earn their livings, and insure their lives, and are anxious about the
future of their children.
SALLY. It’s the only way to live. Isn’t there something in the Bible
about “Take no thought for the morrow”? That’s exactly what it
means.
CHRISTOPHER. [ think in the Middle Ages, people must have
felt like this when they believed they had sold themselves to the
devil.
SALLY. Well, you needn’t come, if you don’t want to.
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, no, I shall come. I’s a funny feeling. Sort
of exhilarating. Not really unpleasant. And yet, 'm frightened
too. If I do this, I'm lost. And yet I'm going to do it.
SALLY. (Rises, crosses to chair L. of table and kneels.) Darling,
is there any more of that champagne?
CHRISTOPHER. Yes.
SALLY. Well, let’s have it! (Christopber pours it out.) Chris, this
is the end of one life, and the beginning of another. Two weeks
from now, we’ll probably be floating down the Nile, with the desert
all round us in the moonlight, and all those marvellous sensual
Arabs watching us from the tops of the pyramids. And then there’ll
be India. And a Maharajah will offer me my weight in diamond:
if Ull spend one night in his harem.
CHRISTOPHER. You'd better put on some weight. Will you dc
it?
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SALLY. (Sits.) Well, not unless he’s one of the kind who looks
like a sort of mixture of Valentino and Buddha. If you know what
I mean.

CHRISTOPHER. Well, not exactly. What will I be doing all this
time? ’

SALLY. Oh, you'll be looking simply marvellous and sexy in
jodhpurs and an explorer’s hat. And then there’ll be feasts on
volcanoes in the South Seas, and cocktails with Garbo. (Pours
more drinks and rises.) Chris, what is it they say in German when
you’re going on a journey, and they want to wish you luck?
CHRISTOPHER. (Rises.) Hals and Beinbruch.

SALLY. What does that mean?

CHRISTOPHER. Neck and leg-break. It’s supposed to stop you
having them,

SALLY. That’s wonderful. (Raising ber glass.) Neck and leg-
break, Chris.

CHRISTOPHER. Neck and leg-break. (They drink.)

CURTAIN

ACT I
SCENE 2

Five days later.

When tbe curtain rises, Christopher is seated at the table
writing a letter. There are one or two dress boxes lying
around, and an open suitcase in front of the bed.

CHRISTOPHER. (Reading a P.S. to_bis letter)| Next address:

Poste Restante; The World. (Schneider enters, carrying a large
package, and crosses to R. of table.)

SCHNFIDER. Herr Issyvoo, there is a box for you from Land-
auer’s shop. I bring it in here, because the man has not.come yet

to_repair the ceiling in your room. [l think perhaps it is the news
that has stopped him.

CHRISTOPHER.. (Crosses to couch and sits), \What news?
SCHNEIDER. (Crosses to pouffe.) They have closed the National
Bank. There will be thousands ruined, I shouldn’t wonder. Such
times we live in! It was bad during the war. Then they promise
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129. It is the Judas touch.

130. Yes, I am upset.

us it will be better. And now it is almost worse again. (Jo R. of
table.) It is the Jews. | know it is the Jews.

CHRISTOPHER, Friulein Schneider, how can it be? You don’t
know what you are saying.

SCHNEIDER. They are too clever. And you buy things at Land-
auer’s shop. That is a Jewish shop. What did you buy?
CHRISTOPHER. (Opening the parcel.) 1 bought a suit. It's—it’s

a tropjcal suit. (Rises and crosses to L. of pouffe. With determina-
rwn)ﬁ&mndnjkhmuk;Jhu:xxxmuﬂnm;ﬂmLLhmmetngﬂ

you. | should have told you before; Friulein Sally and I are going
away. We’re going—well, right round the world. We're leaving on
Thursday.

SCHNEIDER. This Thursday? The day after tomorrow?
CHRISTOPHER. Yes, I'm afraid so. We'll pay you till the end of
the month, of course.

SCHNEIDER. (Sits in chair L. of table.) But, Herr Issyvoo, this is
dreadful. Both of you going away, and my other rooms empty, too.
And now, with the banks closing, what shall I do?
CHRISTOPHER. (Crosses to above table.) I'm terribly sorry, but
there are other tenants. There must be.

SCHNEIDER. How shall I live? And you tell me now, at the last
minute !

CHRISTOPHER. | know. I'm sorry, but—you can have all tha
new china and glass we have.

SCHNEIDER. (In an outburst.) Never, never did I think it woul:
come to this. To live on other people, to become fond of them, a:
I have of you. To help Friulein Sally, take her to the doctor, ana
then to have you walk out like this, as though | were nothing but
a landlady to whom you can fling the rent.

CHRISTOPHER. (Helplessly.) Fraulein Schneider, it’s not
that . . .

SCHNEIDER. And now I am an old woman, and nobody will
care what becomes of me. I can go drown myself in the Spree.
(She is crying now. Christopher toucbes ber.)

CHRISTOPHER. Oh, please, Friulein Schneider . . .
SCHNEIDER. (Springing up and crossing lo above pouffe.) No,
do not touch me. It is the Judas touch. (Sally comes in. She wears
a new light suit, carries another dress box and is very gay. She
crosses to R. of chair r. of table.)

SALLY.What on earth’s going an?
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CHRISTOPHER. I've just broken it to Friulein Schneider that
we're leaving. | am afraid that she is rather upset.

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, because you were too hard up sometimes to
pay me. And now you throw me the china and glass as a tip. The
china and the glass . . . I will throw them from the windows
after your taxi as you go away. (At door.) That is what I think
from your china and your glass. And from you, too. (Exit.)

SAILY Iouwre quite right, Chris. (Puts parcels down.) She is
upset. What did you have to tell her for? (Closes door. Sally
crosses to bed and puts bag down. Christopber crosses to couch
and sits.)

CHRISTOPHER. Well, I thought we had to. It's only two days
now. You know, that was sort of awful what she said about our
being able to afford this trip.

SALLY. (Comes down to table.) I don’t see why.
CHRISTOPHER. It doesn’t seem wrong to you—to let Clive pay
it all?

SALLY. Well, we couldn’t do it, if he didn’t. And he wants to. I
mean, we didn’t ask for it. (The bell rings.).

CHRISTOPHER. I didn’t feel that I could quite explain that to
Friulein Schneider.

SALLY. I've got an absolutely exquisite négligée. | must show it to
you. (Opens the box, and takes out a fluffy pink négligée, with
which sbe crosses to above pouffe and then displays.) Look, isn’t
it simply marvellous?

CHRISTOPHER. But, Sally, what are you going to need that for?
SALLY. Darling, to lie around in.

CHRISTOPHER. Where?

SALLY. Anywhere. 1 expect we’ll do lots of lying around.
(Schneider, quite grim now, announces.)

SCHNEIDER. ,-lerr Wendel. (Fritz enters and crosses. to below
table. Schneider retires.)

FRITZ. Well, then, hello, you.

SALLY. Hello. Look, Fritz, don’t you think this is wonderful?
(Displays the négligé, jumping on the ottoman to do so.)

FRITZ. But, yes. That is extremely seductive. It is for a part in
the movies?

SALLY. No, it’s to wear. We’re going away, Fritz. Clive is taking
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133. Is there any champagne left?

134. Natalia wil] stay with her father.

us. All around the world. We're leaving on Thursday. (Goes up to
tbe bed and puts négligé down on it.)

FRITZ. You say again, please. (Sally comes back for dress box
and puts it down on bed.)

CHRISTOPHER. We're going round the world.

FRITZ. (Moves in to between couch and pouffe.) The two of
you. (Sally and Chritsopber nod) With Clive?
CHRISTOPHER. I know, Fritz. It doesn’t sound likely. But he did

ask us,
SALLY. (Crosses to above table for cs’gareﬂe.)lt.‘l:ds,.da_u:_hm

any of that champagne left?

CHRISTOPHER. Oh, yes, there are still about four bottles. You
know he brought a dozen.

SALLY. Let's open one.

CHRISTOPHER, (Gelting it from cupboard.) It isn’t cold.
SALLY. That's all right. I'm terribly thirsty, and we've just got
time before his car arrives to fetch us to lunch. (Christopher gets

bottle and glasses from the washstand. Fritz crosses to couch.)
‘l Eritz2 (Sit nouffe Christapher bri :

pagne to table.)
FRITZ. 1 am not good. I am not good at all.

SALLY. Oh, dear, what’s the trouble now?

FRITZ. | would like to tell you. Can 1, please?

SALLY. Yes, of course.

FRITZ. Chris, you remember Sally’s advice about me and Natalia.
1 attempt it. I think it goes well. And then I go again to see her,
and she sends me a note. She will not see me, she will never see me
again. (Crosses to above table r. of Christopber. Sally turns away
in embarrassment, rises and sits on couch.) 1 beg, I plead. I go
again. At last she see me. She tell me it is all over. (

opens the bottle and pours.) And she shows me a note that her
father has received.

SALLY. From whom? i
FRITZ. It is not signed. But it say, “Herr Landauer, beware. We
are going to settle the score with all you dirty Jews. We give yor
twenty-four hours to leave Germany. If not, you are dead men.’
(Moves down to pouffe.)

CHRISTOPHER. (Stopping pouring.) Good God! When w:
this?

FRITZ. (Sits.) This was last night. And she say that with th
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sort of thing she cannot think now from anything else, and | am
to go away and never come back. And when I try to comfort her,
and tell her that it is some silly schoolboy who writes it, she
scream at me that | do not understand. That 1 am like all the oth-
ers. That her father is worried sick, and her mother is falling all
the time ohnmiichtig . . .
SALLY. What is that?
CHRISTOPHER. Fainting.

. FRITZ. Ja, she is falling fainting, and now will I go, please. Please.

{ Please. Please. So | go.

\ SALLY. (Embarrassed) Well . . . (Rises and crosses to above
table Rr. of Christopber.) Chris, isn’t that champagne ready, yet?
CHRISTOPHER. (Roused.) Oh, yes.
SALLY. Well, let’s have it. Here, Fritz. (Gives Fritz a glass.)
Here’s how.
CHRISTOPHER. How.
FRITZ. (Sadly.) How.

| SALLY. (Sits in chair L. of table.) Oh, this is wonderful. Even
warm, it is wonderful.

I CHRISTOPHER. What is Herr Landauer going to do?
SALLY. I should think he is going away, isn’t he?
FRITZ. (Crosses to below R. of table and turns to face them.) No,
he will not go away. He wants that Natalia and her mother should
go. And Natalia will not. I 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 I could afford it. And
I'm sure they can. | mean, what is the point of staying, with that
sort of thing going on?

FRITZ. | do not know. (Drinks again, then s ly flings bis
@-—-——m_ﬁm-.hum_mw ' i Verfluchter Kerl!

(Buries bis bead in bis bands.)
SALLY. Fritz, what on earth’s the matter?
CHRISTOPHER. What is it? : 135. I am a Jew.
FRITZ. It is L. Please, can I tell you something else? Can I tell you
both something?
SALLY. Yes, of course.
FRITZ. (Sits on chair R. of table.) It is something | have never told
anyone in my life before. But now I must make confession. I am
3 Jew.
SALLY. (Quite unperturbed.) Well?
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136. Clive's car

137. Maybe you should tell her.

138. But in what church?

FRITZ. That does not surprise you?
SALLY. (Rises, crossing to pouffe.) I sort of had an idea you
were, especially when you made so much fuss about not being.
And then [ forgot all about it. But so what?
EffZ.Sowhat?lhaveﬁedmdpretend&d.EvmwNaﬂﬁal
ve lied.
CHRISTOPHER. If you were so keen on getting her, I should
have thought that was the very thing to tell her.
SALLY. Her parents wanted her to marry a Jew.
FRITZ. | know, | know. She has told me that. And still [ could
not say it. | think | wanted it even more, that no one should ever
know. Even now, I cannot be one from the Landauers, and have
letters like that written to me. | am ashamed from myself, but it is
so. And now | have told you, and now you know me for what |
am. And it is not nice. It is not nice at all. (A long pause.) Well,
you say something, please.
SALLY. Fritz, I think you are taking it all too seriously. | mean,
It is your own business.
FRITZ. I do not think it is any more. But still | cannot speak.
(Bell rings.)
SALLY. (Crossing to table.) |That'll be the car Clive’s car Quick,
let’s have another drop of champagne. Fritz?
FRITZ. No, I do not want any more.
JALLY. Come on, it'll do you good. Here . . . (Offers Fritz ber
lass, He pushes it away.) Oh, well, have it your own way.
Moves away to bebind pouffe.)
“HRISTOPHER. (Jouching Fritz)
Scbneider enters with a note. She gives it to Sally and goes out
again, Sally puts glass down on pouffe and opens letter.) I 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 bas opened the note and read u)uhm,.ﬂdunr
(She cannot speak.)
CHRISTOPHER.Whatisn Sally?
'i.:g.\’. Oh, it’s nothing. Look,Fritz,we'vegottogoomn
CHRISTOPHER. (Sbocked.) But, Sally . . .
SALLY. (Sharply, moving in to L. of table.) Well, we have. An
right away. Fritz, I'm not trying to get rid of you, but we do have
to go.
7
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FRITZ. Ja. Ja. Of caurse.
SALLY. I'm most terribly sorry. And please, please come back.
Come back soon.
FRITZ. (Rises.) But you are going away.
SALLY. Oh . .. yes . .. Well, come tomorrow.
FRITZ. 1 will see. Good-bye, Sally. Good-bye, Chris. I think
maybe now I go pray a little. But in what church? I do not know.
(&xit. Sally sits chair L. of table.)

eally, Sally, that was a little cruel. Fritz really
is in trouble . . .
SALLY. Yes, well, so are we. Real trouble. Read that. (Hands
Christopher the note. He crosses to above pouffe.) Read it aloud,
will you? I want to be sure I got it right.
CHRISTOPHER. (Reading.) “Dear Sally and Chris, I can’t stick
this damned town any longer. I’m off to the States. Hoping to see
you sometime. Clive. These are in case I forgot anything.”” (Looks
in the envelope.) Three hundred marks. (A long pause.) Well!
(Picks up glass and sits on pouffe.)
SALLY. I should think you might be able to say something better
than “well.”
CHRISTOPHER. [ said “well” when it happened. I can’t think of
anything else to say, now it isn’t going to.
SALLY. Do you think it’s true?
CHRISTOPHER. Do you want to ring up the hotel and see? See
if he’s gone?
SALLY. No, you do it. I don’t want him to think ’m running
after him.
CHRISTOPHER. 1 feel rather the way.
SALLY. We could ask Friulein Schneider to phone. (Opens
door.) Friulein Schneider . . . Friulein Schneider . . .
CHRISTOPHER. (Puts drink on table.) What are you going to
tell her?
SALLY. Nothing. Just ask her to phone. (Sally comes back to
to above chair R. of table. Christopber moves to above pouffe.
Schneider enters. Sally goes to ber.)
SCHNEIDER. You called for me? (Christopber sits on pouffe.)
SALLY. (Over-sweetly.) Yes, Schneiderchen. Will you be a lieb-
ling, and call the Adlon Hotel, and ask for Mr. Mortimer?
SCHNEIDER. You want to speak to him?
SALLY. No, I don’t. I just want you to ask for him. And if he is
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140. Then, that is a miracle.

there—well, say we’ll be a little late for lunch. And then come
and tell us. (Kisses Schneider. Schneider goes without a word.)
CHRISTOPHER. You know he’s gone, don’t you?

SALLY. (Crosses to table and leans on it.) 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?

CHRISTOPHER. | think he just got fed up
SALLY. And what about us?
CHRISTOPHER. I don’t imagine he even remembered us—or not
for more than a minute. [ think that’s the way he lives. And that
he leaves every town and every set of acquaintances just that way.
SALLY. Easy come, easy go.
CHRISTOPHER. Yes.
SALLY. We were easy come, all right. (Crosses to R. of Christo-
pher.) But, Chris, don’t you think it was outrageous? | mean,
really outrageous?
CHRISTOPHER. Sally, I don’t think we’ve got too much right to
have an opinion anyway, about the whole thing.
SALLY. (Moves round pouffe to couch and sits.) And what have
we got out of it?
CHRISTOPHER. Not much. But it didn’t last very long.
SALLY. I don’t think we’re much good as gold-diggers, are we,
darling? (Christopher and Sally begin to laugh. Scbneider returns.)
SCHNEIDER. Herr Mortimer has left, Friulein. He has gone back
to the United States.
SALLY. I see. Thank you.
CHRISTOPHER. (Rises and comes to below c. of Mb!e,)lAnd,
Friulein Schneider, we won't be going away—after all.
SCHNEIDER. (Overjoyed.) Ah, Herr Issyvoo, you mean that?
CHRISTOPHER. Yes, I do.
SCHNEIDER. Oh, but that is good. (Crosses to pouffe.) This is
wonderful. Neither of you? Not Friulein Sally, either?
SALLY. (Rises and crosses to below pouffe.) No, neither 6f us.
(Christopber moves round above table.)
SCHNEIDER. Then, that is a miracle. Oh, but | am happy. | am
happy. (Seizes Sally by the waist and starts to dance. Tbey finish
up in front of table.)
SALLY. (Releasing berself.) Yes, I'm sure you're happy, Friulein
But not now, please. I'd like you to leave us alone.
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SCHNEIDER. (Repentant.) But, of course. Forgive me, Friulein
Sally. I go now. Thank you. (Exit.)
CHRISTOPHER. (Crosses to L. of table.) lDo you want to come

out and have some lunch?
SALLY. I don’t think I could eat any.
CHRISTOPHER. I don't, either,
SALLY. Well, there we are, We've got three hundred marks.
CHRISTOPHER. (Gives Sally money and crosses to above
pouffe.) What are you going to do with them?
SALLY, We'll divide them.
CHRISTOPHER. No, you take them. They were sent to you.
SALLY. (Going to Christopber.) They were meant for both of us.
Halves, Chris. (Halves the money.)
CHRISTOPHER. Well, thank you.
SALLY. (Crosses to bed and picks up négligée.) I shall take this
négligé back.
CHRISTOPHER. (Puts parcel on floor.) I'll take this suit back,
too.
SALLY. (Cbanging into mules and opening the jacket of ber 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 | thought we’d be gone. Ill go and see him this
afternoon. (Starting to go through ber address book on small table
u. R) He’s a horrible old man, and he’s always trying to go to
bed with me, but I've got to make some money, somehow—I sup-
pose. I've got his address here, somewhere,
CHRISTOPHER. P’ll have to put my advertisement in the paper
again. English lessons given.
SALLY. (Finding sometbing else.) Oh, and there’s this. (Coming
D. ¢.) Do you want to earn some money, Chris?
CHRISTOPHER. You know 1 do. I need to. (Puts suit box on
floor.)
SALLY. (Pouring cbampagne.) Well, there’s a man who's starting
a magazine. It’s going to be terribly highbrow with lots of mar-
vellous modern photographs—you know, girls’ heads reflected up-
side down in inkpots. (Passing drinks.) Here, Chris. I’s silly to
waste it. (Goes up to wasbstand with bottle, then down to table.)
Well, he wanted me to write an article in the first number on the
English girl. 1 forgot all about it, and I haven’t an idea what to
say, so why don’t you do it for me? P’ll give you the money.
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“HRISTCPHER. (Rises, crosses up to washstand and puts glass
down.) That's wonderful. Thank you. But you must have part.
(Sils chair L. of table.) How soon do you want it done?
| SALLY. 1 should give it him in a day or two at the latest.
| CHRISTOPHER. How long is it to be?

' SALLY. Oh, I don’t know. About that long. (Gesticulates, then
gets a book from small table u. r.) Here’s a dictionary, in case
there are any words you can’t spell.

CHRISTOPHER. (7akes it, amused.) Good.

SALLY. (Her arms around bis neck.) \Qh, Chris, 1 do like you,
You're like a marvellous brother.

CHRISTOPHER. I feel the same thing. But you know, Sally, we’ve
been delivered from something. From the Devil. | know it’s dis-
appointing, in a way . . . That's where the old plays and operas
were wrong . . . There ought to be a sort of disappointment
chorus at the end. But it is another chance.

SALLY. (Sits on pouffe.) Yes, | 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.

CHRISTOPHER. It would have been worse still if he hadn't
litched us.

SALLY. He never meant to play straight with us. You're right.
He was the Devil.

CHRISTOPHER. I didn’t mean that. The Devil was in us, Sally,
how about our trying to reform, and change our way of life a bit?
SALLY. What's wrong with our way of life?

CHRISTOPHER. Just about everything. Isn’t it?

SALLY. (Rises and crosses to chair r. of table.) I suppose so. Not
getting any work. Not even trying to. That operation. The lies I've
written Mummy. The way | haven’t written home at all for weeks

142. The devil was in us.

143. I'm sick of being a tart.

now.
CHRISTOP ‘ 2 = @ Il
SALLY. (Sits.) Yes, we can. I'll tell you something, Chris. Some- |
thing I've just decided. i
CHRISTOPHER. What's that? |
SALLY. I'm sick of being a tart. I’'m never going to look at an- "l
other man with money, as long as | live. (Christopber laugbs.) Wl
What's funny about that?
CHKISTOPHER. Nothing. It’s a good beginning, anyway. 4
SALLY. What are you going to begin on? is
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CHRISTOPHER. I'm going to start work tomorrow morning.

SALLY. (Carried away.) We’re both going to begin. We're going

to be good. Oh, Chris, isn’t it wonderful?

CHRISTOPHER. (Rises and leans on table, smiling.) Yes, Sally.

SALLY. (Rises and crosses lo pouffe.) We're going to be quite,

quite different people. We're even going to look wonderful, too.

People will turn around and stare at us in the street, because our

eyes will be shining like diamonds.

CHRISTOPHER. Diamonds—without any rings under them.

SALLY. (Very gaily.) And think how we’ll feel in the mornings.

Imagine what it will be like to wake up without coughing, or feel-

ing even the least little bit sick.

CHRISTOPHER. We'll have appetites like wolves. Ravening

wolves.

SALLY. Don’t you suppose we ought to diet? Eat just nuts and

things?

CHRISTOPHER. All right. And we’ll give up smoking in bed . . .

SALLY. And drinking before breakfast.

CHRISTOPHER. (Shocked.) Sally, do you?

SALLY. (Crosses to chair r. of table and kneels on it.) We must

have a timetable. What time shall we get up?

CHRISTOPHER. Eight o’clock.

SALLY. Half-past seven.

CHRISTOPHER. All right.

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

CHRISTOPHER. And do exercises.

SALLY. Then we’ll have breakfast together, and talk German.

Nothing but German.

CHRISTOPHER. Ja. Jawohl.

SALLY. (Rises and crosses to L. of Chbristopber.) Then we should

study something. Do you think we could learn a useful trade?

CHRISTOPHER. We’ll weave from eight-thirty to nine. And

then spend an hour making small, hand-painted boxes.

SALLY. (Laughing bard.) And then it'll be time for you to start

your novel, while [ practise interpretive dancing. You know, with

shawls and things . . . (Gets towel from rack and dances with

it)

CHRISTOPHER. Sally, joking aside. You are serious about all

this, aren’t you?

SALLY. (Drops towel on chair.) Of course | am. Terribly serious.
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(Gets the address book from table and crosses to couch with it.)

CHRISTOPHER. What for?

SALLY. To see what's going on. (Lies on couch.) And then, one
decent piece of luck . . .

CHRISTOPHER. (Sits on pouffe. 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 is. That’s life. It’s all accident.

CHRISTOPHER. (As before.) Accidents are only the result of
things one’s done. Things that one is.

SALLY. Why, I could go to a party tonight, and I could meet the
most wonderful man, who'd make all the difference to my whole
life, and my career . . . (She breaks off, looking at bim.) What's
the matter? Why do you look like that?

CHRISTOPHER. (Slowly.) Sally, you weren’t serious. You didn’t
mean a word of it.

SALLY. Yes, I did. I meant every word. ’m going to be quite dif-
ferent. But there’s no reason why [ shouldn’t go out. I don’t have
to shut myself up in prison. (Rises.) That isn’t what you want, is
it?

CHRISTOPHER. (Rises.) No, Sally, of course not. But . . .
SALLY. (Angrily.) Well, then, stop looking so disapproving.
You’re almost as bad as my 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.
CHRISTOPHER. I know you do, Sally.

SALLY. (Putting on an act.) | think 'm really rather a strange
and extraordinary person, Chris. (Pause.) What's the matter?
You laughed at me the first time | told you that. Can’t you laugh
now? Come on. (Sally starts to laugh, not too brightly. He starts
a moment later, still more feebly. The laugbter dies. She tries
again, it fails. They move slowly away from each other.)

CURTAIN

-
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ACT 11
ScenE 1

Two days later. The room is untidy. A balf-used coffee
tray is on the table with a glass of brandy. The bed is
unmade and clothes are strewn around
and table are back as in Act 1. Sally's

table.

Scbuddnispickﬁqupawrofpmufrombebhd
couch as the curtain rises. She crosses to

couch, picks up shoes and puts them

chair u. R. There is a knock on the door.

o CHRISTOPHER. (Off) ¥ally, may I come in?

SCHNEIDER. Come in, Herr Issyvoo. (Christopber comes in.)

Friulein Sally is
CHRISTOPHER. She’s up very late.
SCI-{NEIDER.S:eminmlmlmnigh

G{RIS'I'OPHER.IIe&sMMpthuefwhumday
afternoon

SCHNEIDER. (Picks up Sally's bat and jacket from couch and
s!:irl from floor R. of table.) She did not come back until almost

CHRISTOPHER. Hello, Sally.

ux&hmld:hkmybedmhnkaﬁtdemmm
hadodyhalfb«chocohuthismnﬁng,andmbnndy
is not soearly.(Cbri:topbefcmmuplokbind
crosses lo table. She is wearing a robe,

. and
and looks bung-over. Sbe is smoking.)
@—— Oh, hello, Chris.

SAILY.aneaIIdnthorm,ﬁiuleiu.l’mgoinghww

it. I'm going out quite soon. You can do the room
pwis clothes on chair below wasbstand.)

then. (Schneider

SCHNEIDER. Very good, Friiulein. (Exit. Sally drinks brandy.)
CHRISTOPHER. 1 haves’t seen vou for a day and a half,
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147, You'

148. The quarrel we had

149, He's not stuck-up.

re awfully nice to come back too

SALLY. I know. I've missed you, Chris. (Sits in chair above table.)
CHRISTOPHER. (Crossing to r. of ber.) I've missed you, too. I
say, you don't look too well this morning.
SALLY. I've got a terrible hangover.
CHRISTOPHER. What have you been up to?
SALLY. Oh, not that.

CHRISTOPHER. | wasn't thinking of that!
SALLY. But we never stopped going around.

and sentimental the first night, and | telephoned Mummy in
London.

CHRISTOPHER. (Lying on couch.) Good God, what for?
SALLY. I suddenly felt like it. But we had the most awful con-
nection, and | couldn’t hear a word. And last night was worse.
We went to the most boring places. (Moves to couch and sits on
it by Christopher.) Oh, Chris, I need someone to stop me. | really
do. I wish I'd stayed home with you.

CHRISTOPHER. Well, thank you, Sally.

SALLY. But you're awfully nice to come back to.
CHRISTOPHER. You’re awfully nice to have back. I say, that
sounds like a popular song.

SALLY. Oh, it does. Maybe we could write it together and make a
‘ortune., (Jmprovises a tune.) “You’re awfully nice to come back
o..

“HRISTOPHER. (Doing the same.) “You're awfully nice to have

ack.”
ALLY } | 1 “You're ba;:fully nice to
5 (Singing togetber.) { come G

ALLY. (Her arms around Christopber.) | do think we belong
»gether. Much more than if we’d ever had an aﬁ'air.Ehn_lltdf.-
uarrel we had didn’t mean anything, did it? (Rises and goes to
zreen for stockings and shoes.) .
‘HRISTOPHER. I don’t think two people can live as close as we
o, and not have them.

ALLY. (Comes back to couch and sits L. end of it.) But it was
that that sent me out on that idiotic binge.
CHRISTOPHER. (Pause.)[Did you read the article 1 left you?

SALLY. The what, dear?
CHRISTOPHER. My article.
SALLY. (Vaguely.) Oh, yes, I—looked at it.




CHRISTOPHER. Well?

SALLY. (TJoo brightly.) I’'m terribly sorry, Chris. But it won’t do.

CHRISTOPHER. Why, what's wrong with it? (Goes to small

table u. r. and picks up typescript.)

SALLY. It’s not nearly snappy enough.

CHRISTOPHER. Snappy? (Down to pouffe.)

SALLY. But it’s all right, Christopher. I've got someone else to do

it. (Polishes ber sboes on ber dressing gown.)

CHRISTOPHER? Oh? Who?

SALLY. Kurt Rosenthal. I called him this morning.

CHRISTOPHER. Who’s he?

SALLY. (Turns to Christopber.) Really, Chris, I thought you

took an interest in the cinema. He's miles the best young scenario

writer. He earns pots of money.

CHRISTOPHER. Then why’s he doing this?

SALLY. As a favor to me. He said he’d dictate it while he’s shav-

ing, and send it round to the editor’s flat.

CHRISTOPHER. Well, journalism isn’t really in my line. But I

think you might have let me know. (Sits on pouffe.)

SALLY. (Rises and crosses bebind bim.) I didn’t think you'd

want to be bothered.

CHRISTOPHER. And be would? (Sally takes off and drops dress-

ing gown on couch. Goes up to chair for skirt.)

SALLY. (Starting to dress.) He doesn’t make such a fuss about

writing as you do. He's writing a novel in his spare time. He’s so

terribly busy, he can only dictate it while he’s having a bath.

(Does skirt up.)

CHRISTOPHER, (Rises and crosses up to bebind couch, Bitterly.)

I bet that makes it wonderful. Of course it depends how many

baths he takes.

SALLY. He read me the first few chapters. Honestly, I think it's

the best novel I've ever read.

CHRISTOPHER. (Drops article on couzh.) But that doesn’t add

up to very many, does it? (Sally comes down to table for ciga-

retle, then goes to wasbstand and brushes bair.)

SALLY. (Her tone sharpening.) He’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.
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150. You're like a vampire.

e

151. So, this is the end for ys?

CHRISTOPHER. (Tn to ber.)) Just who are you talking about,
Sally?

SALLY. (Brushing ber bair.) Well, you do, Chris. You know you
do. And it’s silly to get jealous.

CHRISTOPHER. (Angrily.) Jealous? Who's jealous?
(SALLY. There’s no need to get upset, either. (Puts bat on and
crosses down to bim.)

CHRISTOPHER. (Furious.) | am not upset. You don’t like my
article. All right, you needn’t go on about it. I can't think why |
expected you to; 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?

CHRISTOPHER. No, | wouldn’t.

SALLY. Well, I'll 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 my-
self into you.

CHRISTOPHER. Oh, is that what you've been doing?

SALLY. It’s all you want. You’re like a vampire. If you don’t have
someone around you, you sit about in bars waiting to devour
someone. (Sits in chair above table.)

CHRISTOPHER. Your friends said that?

SALLY. My friends are a lot better than the tatty people you run
around with. (Spits into mascara and does her eyelashes.) All your
friends seem to be interested in, is just flopping into bed.
CHRISTOPHER. (In to ber.) And since when have you had any-
thing against bed?

SALLY. 1 haven’t anything. So long as it leads somewhere.
CHRISTOPHER. You mean not just for the fun of it. (Moves
away.)

SALLY. That's disgusting. That's like animals. (Rises and goes to
chair for jacket which she puts on, then comes back to bim.) But,
'you know, Chris, I'll tell you something. I’ve outgrown you.
CHRISTOPHER. (Turns to ber.) You've what?

SALLY. P've gone beyond youZL’
CHRISTOPHER. All right, When?
TALLY. The sooner the better, 1 should think.
CHRISTOPHER. That's fine with me.
SALLY. Good.
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CHRISTOPHER. So, this is the end for us?

SALLY. (Picks up bandbag from table and starts moving to door.)
Yes. If you want it that way. We’ll probably bump into each other
somewhere, sometime, I expect.

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

SALLY. (Pausing at door.) I never know whether you're being
serious, or not.

CHRISTOPHER. Try it and find out, if your friends will spare
you the time.

SALLY. (Tbrowing it at him.) You know, you make me sick.

¥ Cood-bye, Chris. (Goes out, slamming door.)
(3. __ CHRISTOPHER (Moves towards door)|What  lele bitch she

is! Well, 've always known that from the start. No, that’s not true.
I've flattered myself she was fond of me. Nothing would please me
better than to see her whipped. Really whipped. Not that I care a
curse what she thinks of my article . . . (Picks it up.) Well, not
much. My literary conceit is proof against anything she could say.
(Comes down to table and throws it in waste basket.) It's her
criticism of myself. The awful, sexual flair women have for taking
the stuffing out of men. It’s no good telling myself that Sally had
the vocabulary and mind of a twelve-year-old schoolgirl . . .

mismanaged our interview, right from the beginning. I should have
been wonderful, convincing, fatherly, mature. I made the one fatal
mistake. [ let her see | was jealous. Vulgarly jealous. I feel prickly
all over with shame. Friends, indeed! Well, I certainly won’t see
her again, after all this. Never. Never! (Sally returns, very shat-

3 iecl
152. What a little bitch she 15:

' tered.)
@"— SALLY I Chris, something awful’s happened. Guess who | met on
' the stairs. | met Mummy. ' 153. What mummy ?
CHRISTOPHER. What mummy?
SALLY. Mine,

CHRISTOPHER. I thought you said she was in London.
SALLY. (Crosses to couch and puts bag down.) She was. But
1 that call of mine upset her. | suppose I did sound a bit drunk. Any-
@ way, she jumped to conclusions, and into an aum Chris,
you’ugomgtohavetodusometbmgforme.l’vcbecnwnnnghu
now and then . . . | mean, they do send me money from time
to time. l'\renevefhadtlnmtotellyou,butlsonofpw 154. You Owe it to me.
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155. Not a beat

156. I'm Mummy.

L =1 }

her to understand, when I first moved in here, that we were en-

gaged.

CHRISTOPHER. That who was engaged?

SALLY. You and I. To be married.

CHRISTOPHER. Sally, you didn't!

SALLY. (Picks up dressing gown and slippers.) Well, I needed

the best I could think of. She’s in the sitting-room. 1 told her this
place was all untidy, but she’ll be in in a2 minute. Oh, and her
| name isn’t Mrs. Bowles. It's Mrs. Watson-Courtneidge. That's
real name. Only you can’t imagine the Germans pronouncing it.
CHRISTOPHER. And ’'m supposed to stand by and pretend? Oh,
no, Sally. (Sally drops dressing gown and slippers on floor.)
SALLY. Chris, you've got to. (Jn to Christopber.) You owe it to

me.

CHRISTOPHER. For what? For letting me eat you up? I'm sorry.
And I'm going to my room. (Starts to go.)

SALLY. (Running round back of couch and getting in bis way.)
If you don’t, I'll tell her the most awful things about you.
CHRISTOPHER. I'm afraid I don’t care. Tell her what you like.
SALLY. (Pleading and pusbing Christopber back into the room.)
Chris, you can’t do this to me.

CHRISTOPHER. After the things you just said to me? That |
made you sick.

SALLY. That was just an expression.

CHRISTOPHER. No, Sally. We’re through. Quite through.
SALLY. Well, we still can be, after she goes home. Only, help me

keep her happy. Don’t believe everything I said at first. She isn’t
M

. Please, darling. Please

. Christopher struggles to disenjage bimself. Then Mrs. Wat-
son-Courtneidge comes in. She is a middle-aged English lady, in
Yweeds. She carries a cloak. Sbe sbuts the door.)

MRS. WATSON. (Catching sight of the embrace.)[Excuse me. !

someone who sounded like a good, steady influence, and you were

SALLY. (Extricating berself.) Oh . . .

MRS. WATSON. (Coming down to R. of pouffe.) I hope this is
Mr. Isherwood.

SALLY. Yes, Christopher.

MRS, WATSON. I'm Mummy.

"HRISTOPHER. | imagined that.

MRS WATSON. Well—don't I deserve a kiss, too?

&
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CHRISTOPHER. (As Sally looks pleadingly at bim.) Oh—yes, of
course. (Christopber goes to Mrs. Watson and a kiss is per-
formed.)
MRS. WATSON. You’re not a bit like I imagined you.
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, really. How did you imagine me?

ite different. (Crosses to table.)|So this
is your room, Sally. Yes, | can see why you said it was untidy.
SALLY. (Picks up dressing gown and puts it on the bed.) I got up
very late this morning. Friulein Schneider hasn’t really had time
to do it.
MRS. WATSON. I don’t imagine she does it very well at the best
of timesJP’ve just been having a little talk to her. I can’t say I like

her very much. And why does she sleep in the sitting-room?
CHRISTOPHER. (Moving to bead of couch.) So that she can
watch the corner.

MRS. WATSON. And what happens on the corner? (Goes to
above table, puts cloak down on chair and bandbag on table.)
CHRISTOPHER. Oh—that!

SALLY. Chris!

MRS. WATSON. I beg your pardon?

CHRISTOPHER. (Vaguely.) This and that.

MRS. WATSON. I should think she’d be much better occupied
looking after . . . (Dusting the table with ber fingers.) that and
this! (Picks up tbe brandy glass.) Sally, you haven’t been drinking
brandy, [ hope.

SALLY. That’s Chris’s glass.

MRS. WATSON. On your breakfast tray? (Steps towards Chris-
topher.) Where do you live, Mr. Isherwood?

CHRISTOPHER. Just across the hall.

MRS. WATSON. (Dryly.) How convenient!

SALLY. (Steps towards Mrs. Watson.) What do you mean by
that, Mummy?

MRS. WATSON. Sally, dear, I'm not asking for detailsThere are

things one doesn’t choose to know. But tell me, you two, when are
you getting married?

SALLY. I don’t know, Mummy. We’re happy as—we are. Aren’t
we, Chris? (Sits L. end of couch.)

CHRISTOPHER. (Grimly.) Just as we are.

MRS. WATSON. (Takes gloves off and moves slightly u. s.) |
can well believe it. But sooner or later, these things have to be—
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160. It's an odd book.

161. I haven't got any decent clothes.
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like to ask you, Mr. Isherwood.
| CHRISTOPHER. (Moving round to bebind couch.) Yes?
MRS. WATSON. I've read your book.
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, really?
MRS. WATSON. After Sally wrote me the title, I got it from the
library—with a good deal of trouble. It’s an odd book. Was it a
success?
CHRISTOPHER. No. Not really.
MRS. WATSON. That doesn’t altogether surprise me. | take it
you don’t live on your writing?
CHRISTOPHER. No. Hardly. (Warningly.) Sally!
MRS. WATSON. What do you live on?
CHRISTOPHER. | teach English.
MRS. WATSON. And is that sufficient?
CHRISTOPHER. I get by.
MRS. WATSON. Can two get by?
CHRISTOPHER. I'm inclined to doubt it. (As before, but more
so.) Sally!
MRS. WATSON. (Crosses to table, puts gloves down and takes
bandkerchief from bandbag.) Well, that is not my concern. That
will be Sally’s father’s.

CHRISTOPHER. (Getting no response from Sally.)lel.,.naw_l :

you'll excuse me, Sally . . . (Staris to go.)
MRS. WATSON. Are you not lunching with us?
JALLY. Yes, of course he is. (Going to Cbhristopber.)
"HRISTOPHER. Sally, I can’t.
‘ALLY. Yes, you can. You were lunching with me.
HRISTOPHER. Look, I think there’s something we ought to
ear up. (Cbristopber comes down to below couch. Sally follows
i m.)
SALLY. Noi .
MRS. WATSON. What is that? (Silence a moment. Then Cbris-
topber gives way.)
CHRISTOPHER. I haven’t got any decent clothes.
MRS. WATSON. My dear Mr. Isherwood, it's not your clothes
we want, it’s your company. | know all about your background.
ing you wear will be all right, so long as it is clean.
| PHER. Well, that's part of the point.
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SALLY. (Pushing bim out) Go and change, Chris. We'll wait

here for you.
CHRISTOPHER. (After a look at ber.) 1 won't be a minute.

(Exit.)
__MRSﬂAISQNJHe’s an odd young man, Sally.

SALLY. Oh, I don’t know, Mummy.

MRS. WATSON. (Going to L. of Sally.) Tell me, that strange

telephone call of yours—how much was Mr. Isherwood involved

in it?

SALLY. Involved?

MRS. WATSON. Had you had a few too many cocktails because

of some, well, little quarrel with him?

SALLY. Oh, no, Mummy. Chris and I never quarrel.

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

together quite long enough for the moment. (Moves away to ta-

ble.) You had better move into the hotel with me.

SALLY. (Protesting.) No, Mummy, I . . . (Goes towards Mrs.

‘Watson.)

MRS. WATSON. Sally, don’t answer back. (Sally sits on couch.)

You always answer back. I've begun to realize that things are a

little more complicated than [ had imagined. (Goes to above

couch L. of Sally.) Hasn’t Mr. Isherwood suggested any date for

your wedding?

SALLY. No, Mummy, I don’t think he has.

MRS. WATSON. I'm not suggesting he will let you down. He’s a

gentleman. That’s one comfort. But . . .

SALLY. (Xneeling on couch, urgently.) Mummy, you’ve got en-

tirely the wrong idea about Chris and me. We aren't . .

MRS. WATSON. (Interrupting.) Sally, that is something you

might have had to say to your grandmother. You don’t have to

say it to me.

SALLY. But, Mummy . . . s

MRS. WATSON. (As before.) Mummy’s quite broad-minded.

(Goes to table, puts handkerchief in bag and gets out smelling

salts.)

SALLY. (Giving way.) Well, all right, but don’t rush him. Don’t

try and force him, or anything.

MRS. WATSON. Trust Mummy! [ see you still have that picture.

You had that in the nursery. “The Kitten’s Awakening” P’'m glad
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163. He is doing better now,

165. Go right in, Natalia.

you still have that. (Sits r. of Sally.) The old things are still the
best, after all, aren’t they?

SALLY. (Subdued.) Yes, Mummy.

MRS. WATSON. (Embracing Sally.) We must get you back to
them.

CURTAIN

ACT 111
SCENE 2

The same. Afternoon. About three days later.

Fritz is on stage lying on couch reading a newspaper and
smoking. Schneider is pouring coffee for bim. The old
pictures are back on the walls. The room is again as in
Scene 1.

SCHNEIDER. (At table.)|He is always back around this time, @
Herr Wendel. You cannot have to wait long. (Goes to Fritz with

coffee.)

FRITZ. Danke. I am glad that Christopher could move back into

this room again. Will he stay on here?

SCHNEIDER. Oh, | hope. He is doing better now. Starting new

lessons. It is true they are almost all to the Jews, but even so there

is at least some good that comes from them that way. (Fritz does 3

not answer.)

away from the Jews, and drive them all out?

FRITZ. 1 have no idea. (Rises and puts cup down on table,)

SCHNEIDER. It would be a good thing. (7o r. of Fritz.) Do you

not agree with me?

FRITZ. | do not really know.

SCHNEIDER. But you must know, Herr Wendel. That is what the

speakers all say. Everyone must know, and everyone must agree

and only then can Germany be saved. (Voices beard off stage.

Schneider goes to door. Fritz to above couch.)

F*ﬂUSSFzSFR-(OﬂJUEdeujL&nm,hhuﬂ;lhe!vllu:
re ight?

F::TALIA. (Off.) Oh, yes, I thank you. I am all right.

CHRISTOPHER. (Off.) And then come to my room. It’s the old
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room. (Christopher comes in. He is a little more messed up than
mew_})hf hello,

Fritz. I didn’t know you were here.
FRITZ. Was that Natalia’s voice | heard outside?
CHRISTOPHER. Yes, she’s gone to the bathroom. I must wash
my hands. (Jakes jacket off and bangs it over chair by wash-
stand.)
FRITZ. What is the matter?
CHRISTOPHER. There was a bit of trouble. (Pours water into
the basin.)
FRITZ. But what is it all about?
CHRISTOPHER. (Washing bis bands.) 1 was walking with Nata-
lia 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?
CHRISTOPHER. Yes, she got quite fierce. She made a speech.
She was almost like Joan of Arc. | was quite astonished.
FRITZ. She is wonderful, that girl.

And she was hit in the face with a stone.
FRITZ. Um Gotteswillen.
CHRISTOPHER. It wasn’t serious. At least, I don’t think it was.
I wanted her to go to a doctor, but she wouldn’t. I think she is a
bit shaken, that’s all.
FRITZ. It is better perhaps if your landlady does not see her.
(Goes to table and puts cigarette out.)
CHRISTOPHER. Why? (Getting tin of plaster dressings out of
cupboard.)
FRITZ. She is not very partial to the Jews, your landlady. (Crosses
to couch and sits.)
CHRISTOPHER. Yes, I know. But she doesn’t know what she is
talking about. (Comes down to table with dressings.)
FRITZ. She knows as much as most people. .
CHRISTOPHER. And that is the tragedy. (Jakes a series of
dressings, and starts to put them on bis bands ratber excessively.)
FRITZ. What is wrong with your hands? Were you in it, too?
CHRISTOPHER. Well, after Natalia started, I couldn’t really

keep opt of it. Trying to get her away.
F.R.EIZ' Natalia should not stay here.

CHRISTOPHER. She’ll stay as long as her father stays.
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169. You drink your brandy ang let me do it

FRITZ. She would go if she married.
CHRISTOPHER. | doubt that.
FRITZ. (Urgently.) But she ought to go! Christopher, | know now
I am in love with Natalia. I have not seen her, but 1 am in love
with her.((Ri i i

crosses to R. of couch. There is a emall scar, newly wasbed, on
ber face. Fritz steps forward.)

NATALIA. So, Christopher, I think now . . . (Sees Fritz, and
stops.) Oh, Fritz.

FRITZ. Ja, Natalia.

NATALIA. Christopher did not tell me you were here.

FRITZ. He did not know.

CHRISTOPHER. Let me give you some brandy, Natalia,
NATALIA. I do not think so. (Sits on couch.)

CHRISTOPHER. Yes, but I do think so. You need something.
And it's quite good brandy. I’s part of—quite a good loot. I'm
going to have some. (Goes to cupboard, gets brandy and glasse:
and brings them down to table.)

FRITZ. (Jo Natalia.) Please, may I see your face?

NATALIA. (Turning.) There is nothing there.

FRITZ. (Kneeling.) | would like to see, please. It is clean? Yoy
have washed it? You have washed it thoroughly?

NATALIA. | have washed it thoroughly.

CHRISTOPHER. Would you like to put a Band-Aid on?
NATALIA. On my face? (Fritz crosses to table.)
CHRISTOPHER. I think you should. You can get blood poison-

ing.

NATALIA. And a bandage will help that?

CHRISTOPHER. (Going to cupboard.) 1 have some iodine. I can
put that on for you.

NATALIA. Not on my face, | thank you. (Fritz goes back to
Natalia and kneels Rr. of ber, leaving glass on couch as be goes.)
FRITZ. You let me put one of these on. Just a very small one.
Like so. (Holds one up.)

NATALIA. (Jouched, but unwilling to sbow it.) I can put it on
myself. (Cbristopber returns to table with iodine.)

FRITZ. 1 know, but let me do it, please. You drink your brandy,
and let me do it. (Starts to do so0.)

CHRISTOPHER. (Looking at bis bands.) You know, I wonder if
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| shouldn't take these Band-Aids off, and put on some iodine. |
could get gangrene.

NATALIA. No, Christopher, you could not.

CHRISTOPHER. You never know. Then they amputate your
hands. And you can’t write or type any more. (Tears off the
dressings and paints on iodine.)

FRITZ. (Finishing bis job.) There. (Seems to feel a little faint.)
Now 7 take some brandy. ‘Fritz goes to table. He and Natalia
gulp some krandy, bastily.)

NAT And now [ think I go home. (Turns to go.)

FRITZ. You let me take you, please. (Crosses to C.)

NATALIA. My dear young man, [ . . .

FRITZ. (Finishing for ber.) 1 am not yet sixty years old, and 1
can go home unmolested.

NATALIA. I prefer that I go alone.

FRITZ. 1 would like that you let me take you.

NATALIA. (Crossing to Fritz.) And if we run into another of
these street riots?

FRITZ. | would still like to take you. (Cbristopber raises bis bead.
The two men exchange glances. Fritz nods very gently and puts
down glass on table.) 1 tell it now.

CHRISTOPHER. Let him take you, Natalia. I would feel better.
NATALIA. Very well. | see you tomorrow, Christopher. At the
usual hour, Yes? (Fritz goes to Natalia.)

CHRISTOPHER. Yes, of course. Good-bye, Natalia. I admired
you very much this afternoon.

FRITZ. 1, too.

NATALIA. | cannot see why. Come] (Sbe goes out with Fritz.

Christopber looks after them, then picks up the box of dressings
and tbe iodine. He crosses couch, finishes Natalia's brandy and
resumes bis painting.)

CHRISTOPHER. It doesn’t look too good. (Splasbes on some
more iodine. Schneider comes in and crosses to table.)
SCHNEIDER. 1 take the coffee tray. What is with your hands,
Herr Issyvoo?

CHRISTOPHER. | think they may be poisoned.

SCHNEIDER. But how did you come to hurt them?
CHRISTOPHER. It was in a street riot.

SCHNEIDER. An anti-Jewish riot?

CHRISTOPHER. Yes.
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SCHNEIDER. And you were attacking the Jews.
CHRISTOPHER. No, 1 was defending them.

SCHNEIDER. But that is not right, Herr Issyvoo. The Jews are at
the bottom of all the trouble.

CHRISTOPHER. (Crosses fo table with dressings and iodine and
puts them down. Sharply.) wﬂ
enough of that this afternoon. Let’s not talk about it any more.
SCHNEIDER. But that is wrong, Herr Issyvoo. We must all talk
about it. That is what the speakers say. Germany must come first.
CHRISTOPHER. (TJurning angrily.) And what does that mean?
How can any country come first that does things like that? Sup-
pose | push this in your face. (Thrusts bis fist near Schneider's
face, and she retreats.) Because Germany must come first—and
I'm strong enough to do it, and to hurt you? What does that
prove?

SCHNEIDER. But, Herr Issyvoo . . .

CHRISTOPHER. 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. (Turns and moves away
to table.)

SCHNEIDER. (Angrily.) You will see, Herr Issyvoo. You will see.
(Bell rings.)

CHRISTOPHER. | know that talking like this makes me almost
as bad as you. Or perhaps worse. Because I've got intelligence, |
hope, and you've just been listening to things. Now go and an-
swer the bell. (Schneider goes. Christopber cries in exasperation to

bimself and moves to u. . of couch.)
to do? (Examines bis bands again.) | wonder if I've broken any-
thing. It feels awfully loose. (Flexes bis thumb.) Ought that to
move like that, or oughtn’t it? (Sally comes in. She wears the
cloak ber mother was carrying in the previous sceme.)

SALLY. i

CHRISTOPHER. Well, fancy seeing you again, without your
mother. (Mrs. Watson-Courtneidge comes in.) Oh, hello, Mrs.
Watson-Courtneidge!
MRS. WATSON. Cood afternoon, Christopher. (Crossing to
Sally's ®.)
CHRISTOPHER. And how are things with you two?
MRS, WATSON. They’re very well. Sally has been making me
very happy.
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CHRISTOPHER. | see you've dressed her up in your ciotnes.
SALLY. (Defensively.) What's wrong with that? Mother’s got

very good taste.

CHRISTOPHER. But it’s hardly your taste, is it?
— MRS WATSON. (Qver to couch and lifting the glass)| Brandy

again?
CHRISTOPHER. (Defiantly.) Yes. (Goes to Mrs. Watson and

takes glass from ber.)
MRS. WATSON. I see. What's the matter with your hands?

(Christopber goes to table and puts glass down.)
CHRISTOPHER. I hurt them. [ was in a fight.

SALLY. (Crosses to above L. of couch.) Good gracious, you!
What was the fight about?

CHRISTOPHER. Jews.

MRS. WATSON. Why were you fighting about them?
CHRISTOPHER. 1 don’t like seeing people being pushed around.

(To Sally.) Or made to pretend they’re what they’re not.
@--————--—Mwmw' ell, now, Chris-

&

topher, there’s something | want to tell you. ’'m taking Sally home.
CHRISTOPHER. Oh? And what do you say about that, Sally?
SALLY. (Xneeling on couch L. of Mrs. Watson.) Mummy’s quite
right, Chris. She really is. | ought to go home. To my past, and
my roots and things. They’re very important to a girl.
CHRISTOPHER. Sally, don’t. Don’t let her!

SALLY. Let her what?

CHRISTOPHER. You’re disappearing, right in front of my eyes.
MRS. WATSON. | hope the gi is di ingll 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.

Then you can be married from our house at the end of next

month. That will give me time to arrange Sally’s trousseau.

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

SALLY. (Miserably.) No, not yet. :

MRS. WATSON. Told me what?

CHRISTOPHER. Sally, 1 think you should.

S:LLY. (Desperately.) No, Chris, not now. (Crosses to Christo-

pber.)

CHRISTOPHER. Yes, now. (Crosses below Sally to L. of couch.)
—{Mrs. Courtneidge, there’s something | have to tell you. Sally and

@
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I are no longer engaged. She sent me a note this morning, to break
it off. |
MRS. WATSON. Sally, you never told me.

SALLY. (Very relieved.) 1 wanted to speak to Chris first.

MRS. WATSON. This is all a little sudden.

CHRISTOPHER. | don’t think it’s very sudden, really. We had
a sort of quarrel the morning you arrived, and we never really
made it up since.

MRS. WATSON. I thought you never quarrelled.
CHRISTOPHER. Who said that?

MRS. WATSON. Sally did. Are you sure about this, Sally?
SALLY. (Crosses to pouffe and sits.) Well, yes, Mummy, as a
matter of fact | am. I don’t think Chris and [ are really suited to
each other.

MRS. WATSON. Neither do I. But I never hopgd that you would
realize it. Well, this alters everything. (Rises.)“ will pot expect

you to come back to England, Christopher.

CHRISTOPHER. Good.

MRS. WATSON. (Going to Sally and putting ber arm round
ber.) But I'm very glad that Sally has been able to see the truth
for herself. | was afraid she had changed almost too much. That
you had changed her.

SALLY. (Jo Christopber.) See?

MRS. WATSON. (Crosses to couch.) Sally has been very good
about you, Christopher. She has continued to deny everything that
I am absolutely sure has taken place. | think that shows a very
fine character,

CHRISTOPHER. No doubt that was due to your influence.
MRS. WATSON. Perhaps you'll forgive me if I say a few things
to you, Christopher, (Sits.) | think someone should say them, and

Sally’s father isn’t here to do so. Perhaps ghat’s lucky for you. He’s
not a patient man, and he adores Sally] I know he’d think that

@
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anyone who’d harmed her richly deserved a sound horse-whipping.

CHRISTOPHER. (Coming towards Mrs. Watson.) Now, listen, |

Mrs. Courtneidge . . .

MRS. WATSON. [ have no intention of listening to you, Mr.
Isherwood. Sally has done quite enough of that, already. She’s a
very sweet, simple girl, but she’s far too easily influenced.
CHRISTOPHER. Look, do we have to go into all this?

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

SALLY. (Ri es, they are.

MRS. WATSON. (Surprised.) Sally!

SALLY. (Coming in to R. of couch.) 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.
CHRISTOPHER. Now, Sally, wait a minute . . .

SALLY. | know. I’ve told you a lot of the same things, myself.
But I don't like to hear her say them. Certainly not to you. You
don’t know Chris. 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—poten-
tially. All artists need time. He’s going to write a wonderful book
one day, that'll sell millions of copies, or a lot of short stories all
about Germany or something, which will tell the world wonderful
things about life and people and everything—and then you'll feel
very silly for the things you've just said. (Turns away.)

MRS. WATSON. I thought you'd just broken off your engage-
ment.

SALLY. (Turns to AMrs. Watson.) Yes, | have. But ’'m not going
to stand here and let you nag at him like that. He doesn’t chase
around after horrible influential people, and I bet he wouldn’t take
a job from Daddy 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. (Goes io door and stands by it.)

: ell ... (Rises.)) I'll say good-

bye, Christopher. We shall be leaving tomorrow, or the next day.
I don’t imagine that we'll meet again. And | would prefer that you
and Sally did not see each other again, either. Shall we go, Sally?
(Moves to door and goes out.)

SALLY. Yes, Mummy. (Follows, sbutting door witbout looking at
Christopher.)

CHRISTOPHER. \Well. Really? (The outside door slams. He goes
to the ltable, and the brandy botile, then stops.) No, | won’t. I will
have some principles!

CURTAIN
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ACT Il
SCENE 3

Three days later. Evening.

A large trunk is open in the middle of tbe floor. Christo-
pher is putting things into it and sorting otbers from the
closet. He brings feur sbirts from cupboard to bebind
couch.

CHRISTOPHER [SWhere did L ever get all these things? This shirt

—I can’t possibly have bought it. No, | didn’t, of course, I re-
member. It was at that party at the Lithuanian sculptor’s, where a
whole bottle of créme-de-menthe got spilled over mine. (Starts
putting them in trunk.) These are Clive’s silk ones. | don’t suppose
I'll ever wear them, but you never know, they are the best silk.
This pair of pants. No, really, they’re too far gone. Out! (Tbrows
them away in waste basket and closes trunk. Enter Sally. Sbe is
dressed as in the first scene. She comes to couch and puts bag and
cloak down.)

SALLY. (Chris!

CHRISTOPHER. Sally! | thought you'd gone. I thought you'd

gone home.

SALLY. No. Mummy left this morning.

CHRISTOPHER. And you're not going?

SALLY. Not home. Oh, Chris, it was ghastly getting rid of

Mummy. But | knew | had to, after that scene here.

CHRISTOPHER. How did you do it?

SALLY. (Xneeling on couch, giggling.) 1 did something awful. |

got a friend in London to send her an anonymous telegram telling

her Daddy was having an affair. That sent her off in a mad whirl.

But Daddy will forgive me. Besides, it’s probably true—and 1

don’t blame him. 1 told Mummy I'd follow her when | got some

business settled. And something will turn up to stop it. It always
‘ : ; . s

does, for me. [’

P’m back again.

CHRISTOPHER. (Smiling.) Yes, | can see you are.
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SALLY. Is there anything to drink?
CHRISTOPHER. There's just a little gin, tha's all. (Goes up 1o

washstand. )
SALLY. Id love 2 little gin. In a tooth glass. Flavored with pep-
@\‘\mﬂ\vhere are you off to? (Sits on the trunk.)
CHRISTOPHER. | am going home.

SALLY, When?
CHRISTOPHER, (Coming down 1o Sally with drink.) Tomorrow
@H —night/ I'm going to Fritz and Natalia’s wedding in the afternoon.
CHRISTOPHER. (Sits L. of Sally.) Fritz told Natalia about him-
> self, and that did ;. And now he doesn’t have to pretend any
ﬁ. - me with me, Sally. They’d love to see you.
SALLY. Oh, I'd like to, but I won’t be here.
CHRISTOPHER. Where will you be?
SALLY. P'm leaving for the Riviera tonight,
CHRISTOPHER. With whom?
SALLY. For a picture.
CHRISTOPHER. Well, splendid. s it a good part?

SALLY. (Rises and crosses to above L. of couch.) I don’t really
know. I expect so, You haven’t Bot a drink, Chris. Have 3 drop of

@_ — o m;whnamiwm%w%yarcyou
[ 80ing away, Chris? (Sits on couch.)

stories. I think maybe that will work out,
SALLY. Oh, | hope so, I do want you to be good, Chris. (Puts
glass down on floor and gets Cigarette from bag.)

— = ow,
@‘ tell me about you and this job that you don’t seem to know any-
thing about. Or care about. Who’s the man, Sally?
SALLY. Man? (Lights a Cigarette.)
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, come off it
SALLY. ( Giggling a little.) Well, there js a man, He’s wonderful,
Chris. He really is.
CHRISTOPHER. Where did you meet him?
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192. 1'd run away from you too.

SALLY. Two days ago. Just after we left here. He saw us in the
street . . . Mummy and me | 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 ys, and he kept sort of hitching his foot
around my chaif. And he passed me a note in the fruit-basket.
Only Mummy got it by miseake. But it was in German, I told her
it was from a film producer, And I went over and talked to him,
and he was! Then we met later. He's quite marvellous, Chris.
(Kneels on couch.) He's got a long, black beard. Well, not really
long. I've never been kissed by a beard before, | thought it would
be awful. But it isn’t. It's quite exciting. Only he doesn't Smk
much German. He's 3 Yugloslavian. That's why [ don’t know
much about the picture. Byt 'm sure it will be all right. He'll write
in something, and he’s po¢ jdeas about South America later.
CHRISTOPHER. Oh, no, Sally, not South America!

SALLY. (Rises and goes to above ®. of couch.) Why not? Oh,
you mean brothels and things. Oh, no, darling, Il be terribly
careful, I'll take references and everything. And now P've got te

CHRISTOPHER. Rises.)[ Oh, Sally, must you? Must you go on
like this? Why don’t you go home, too?

SALLY. And be Miss Watson-Courtneidge again?

CHRISTOPHER. Come back with me, I mean it, Sally. My fam-
ily’ll give me some money if Pm home. Or P'll get a job. (Goes to
Sally and puts bis band on per shoulder.) P'll see that you're all

t.

SALLY. (Crosses 1o pouffe and puts cigarette out.) It wouldn’t
be any good, Chris. I'd ryp away from you, too. The moment
anything exciting came along. It's all right for you. Youw're a
writer. You really are, I'm not even an actress, really. I'd love to
see my name in lights, but even if | had a first-night tomorrow, if
something attractive turpeq up, I'd go after it. I can’t help it
That's me. You know that really, don’t you? (Christopber sits
bead of couch.)

CHRISTOPHER. (Facing Sally.) Yes, Sally, Pm afraid I do.
SALLY. Afraid? Oh, Chris, am | too awful—for me 1 mean?
CHRISTOPHER. No, Sally. 'm very fond of you.

SALLY. I do hope you are, Because | am of you. (Goes to Chris-
topher.) Was it true aboyt eternal friendship that we swore?
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CHRISTOPHER. Yes, of course it was. Really true. Tell me, do
you have an address? (Sally goes to couch and collects cloak and
bag.)

SALLY. No, I don’t. But I'll write. I really will. Postcards and
everything. (Crosses to door.) And you write to me. Of course,
you'll be writing all sorts of things, books and things, that 1 can
read. (Jurns to Christopber.) Will you dedicate one to me?
CHRISTOPHER. The very first one.

SALLY. Oh, good. Perhaps that'll be my only claim to fame. Well,
good-bye for now, Chris. Neck and leg-break.

CHRISTOPHER. Neck and leg-break. (Christopber and Sally go
into each other's arms.)

SALLY. (Starts to go, then turns to Christopber.) 1 do love you.

(She goes, swiftly.)
CHRISTOPHER. (Stares after ber, for a momenr.]'l love you,

too, Sally. And it’s so damned stupid that that’s not enough to
keep two people together. (Starts to move toward the window.
The lights begin to dim.) The camera’s taken all its pictures, and
now it's going away to develop them. | wonder how Sally will
look when I’ve developed her? I haven’t got an end for her yet,
but there probably isn’t one. She’ll just go on and on, as she al-
ways has—somewhere. (Looks out of the window.) There she
goes now. Into the photograph. She’s just going around the corner.
(Walches as the curtain starts to fall.) Don’t forget those post-
cards, Sally.

CURTAIN
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