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Perjonen:
PBaul . . . v« « . . Zenor |
Marietta, %anaerm .. .
DieCrideinung Smarten%, Sopran
Pauld verftorbener Gattin . . . .

Frant, Pauld Freund . . . . . . . Bariton
Brigitta, beit Paul . . . . . . . Al
Suliette, Tangerin . . . . . . . Gopran
Qucienne, Tdangerin . . . . . . . WMezzojopran
Safton, %anaer .. ..+« . . Dimiferrolle
Bictorin, ber .%eglﬁeur . . . . . . Zenor
Frig, der S.Bwrtot .« « + . . . . SBariton
Sraf Albert . . . Fenor

Beghinen, die Cfric[)emung ber SBroz,eﬁwn,
Fanger und Tangerinnen.

Spielt in Briigge, Ende des 19. Jahrhunderts; die Borgdnge
der Bifion (I1. und zum Teil II1. Bild) find mehrere Wodjen
fpater nad) jenen bes I. Bilbes zu denfen.

CHARACTERS

PAUL i Tenor
MARIETTA (@ dancer) .....ooeeviiveneeeennens Soprano
THE VISION OF PAUL'S DEAD WIFE, MARIE
FRANK, (Paul's friend) ....ccoeviieeinnvnnnnn. Baritone
BRIGITTA (Pauls servant) ............cccov... Contralto
JULIETTE (a dancer) ........ Soprano
LUCIENNE (a dancer) ...... . Mezzo Soprano
GASTON (a dancer) ......... mo Mime
VIKTORIN (Stage manager) Marietta’s Tenor
FRITZ (the Pierrot) ......... .| Troupe | Baritone
COUNT ALBERT ............ Tenor

Nuns, the Vision of the Procession, Male and Female dancers.

The action takes place in Bruges, at the end of the 19th century;
the incidents of the Vision (Picture 2 and part of Picture 3) are
supposed to take place several weeks later than those of Picture 1.



DIE HANDLUNG

Das Buch zu Erich Wolfgang Korngold’s Oper “Die tote Stadt”
ist dem beriihmten Romane des belgischen Dichters Georges Rodenbach
“Bruges la morte” und dem vom Dichter selbst danach geformten Schau-
spiel “Le Mirage” nachgebildet. Schauplatz der Handlung, der immer
fithlbare Hintergrund der Oper, ist Briigge, die tote Stadt, die im mys-
tischen Frieden ihrer Kloster und Kirchen, ihrer Glocken, verwitterten
gotischen Fassaden, ihrer stillen Wisser und verlassenen Grachten, der
Vergangenheit miide nachtriumt. In dieser toten Stadt, die den Lebenden
mit Vergangenheitsgedanken und mystischen Jenseitsphantasien erfiillt,
hat Paul, der Held der Oper, seiner vor mehreren Jahren verstorbenen,
geliebten, sein ganzes Wesen ausfiillenden Frau Marie einen Altar der
Erinnerung und Trauer errichtet. Ein besonderer nur dem Kult der
Toten und ihren Reliquien geweihter Raum ist die Stitte seines steten
schmerzlichen Gedenkens an die Tote. Hier leuchtet auch in einer Glas-
truhe das Haar der Toten, das Gegenstand seiner besonderen Anbetung
ist. Der Zufall fitlhrt nun mit einer wandernden Operntruppe eine
Ténzerin Namens Marietta in die Stadt, die der toten Frau in der duss-
eren Erscheinung bis in die kleinste Einzelheit gleicht, nicht zuletzt
in dem goldenen Blondhaar. Paul erblickt in dieser wunderbaren Aehn-
lichkeit das Walten fibersinnlicher Zusammenhinge und {ibertrigt mit
der ganzen Inbrunst seiner erregten Sinne seine Gefithle fiir die Tote
auf dfe Tinzerin, in der er sich die Dahingegangene zu idealem Verkehr
wiedererstanden triumt. Die extatische Stimmung, in die er durch
dieses Abenteuer gerit, fithrt eine Traumvision herbei, die ihn vor der
gefihrlichen Enttiuschung, die ihm droht, bewahrt. Diese Traumvision
bringt ihm in einer phantastischen Handlung das Wesen Mariettas zum
Bewusstsein, zugleich den unnatiirlichen, lebensfeindlichen Charakter
seiner bisherigen Totenverg6tterung. FEr triumt, dass Marie die tote
Gattin, aus ihrem Bilde ihm hervorschwebt und ihn auffordert, “zu schauen
und zu erkennen,” was ihm bevorsteht. Und schon erscheint an Stelle
Mariens, der toten Frau Marietta, die Tinzerin und scheint auf dem
Theater in orgiastischen Rhytmus zu tanzen. Dann sieht er sich——zu
Beginn des zweiten Bildes—nachts auf einem einsamen Kai vor dem
Hause Mariettens auf die Geliebte wartend, von Eifersucht gequilt. Er
opfert ihr seinen besten Freund, den die Verfithrerin an sich gelockt
hat, erfihrt dass thretwegen, sich seine treue Haushilterin von ihm ab-
wendet. Dann glaubt er weiter Marietta, umgeben von ihrer Tinzer-
gesellschaft und ihren Liebhabern, vor dem alten Klosterportal zu schen,
wie sie mit den Kollegen in einer nichtlichen Probe im Freien jene
Nonnenszene aus “Robert der Teufel” improvisierf, bei der sich eine
Tote, die Oberin Helene, aus dem Sarge erhebt. Paul sieht sich—immer
in der Vision—aus dem Verstecke hervorstiirzen, in dem er die Ge-
schehnisse belauscht hat. Das Spiel Mariettas mit den jhm heiligen



THE ARGUMENT

The libretto of Erich Wolfgang Korugald's opera “The Dead City,”
is based upon the celébrated novel “Bruges la morte,” by the Belglan
poet Georges Rodenbach, and upon the play “La Mirage,” thg poet’s own
dramatizal 1. The scene of action, the dmnipresent back-
ground of the opera, is Bruges, the dead city, wearily dreaming of the
past amid the mystic peace of its churches and cloisters, its bells, its
weather-worn Gothic facades, its stagnant waterways and abandoned
canals. In this city which has died, whose atmosphere fills the living
with thoughts of times gone by and mystic fantasies of a life beyond the
grave, Paul, the hero of the opera, has erected an altar T of sorrow and
remem—fyr:fmcex sacred to Marie, the cherished wife whom’ “he Had Tost.
“Phough she had been dead for some years, her memory still TionopoTizes
his every thought. A special chamber, exclusively dedicated to his cult
of the deceased and to her relics, is the sanctuary in which he abandons
himself to his sorrowful reminiscences.

Chance brings to the city an ambulant opera troupe, among whose
members is a dancer named Marietta, who resembles the dead woman in
every least detail of her appearance, and especially as regards her blonde,
golden hair. In this marvellous resemblance Paul recognizes the inter-
vention of supernatural forces, and with the whole ardor of his_agitated
senses he transfers the emotions he feels for the dead woman %o the.
“@ancer, in whom he dreams the former has risen again to remew an

“ideal union, The ecstatic mood which this adventure_calls fortuh im.. ,
lcads to a "_Drmm’ V'xsxon which guards hlm agamst the dangerous
disillusionment that threatens him. e

~~—~—his “Dream Vision,” in a fantastic sequence of events, .discloses
Marietta’s real nature to him, as well as the unnatural, witally perilous
character of the mortuary cult into which he has fallen. He dreams
that Marie, his dead wife, floats forth from her picture and summons
him to “behold and understand” what betides him. And at once, in the
place of Marie, the dead wife, appears Marietta, the dancer, moving
across the stage in orgiastic rhythms,

Paul now—at the beginning of the Second Tableau—finds himself
at night on a deserted wharf before Marietta’s house, waiting for his
beloved to appear, and torn with jealousy. He sacrifices his best friend,
whom the seductress has lured to her side, to her; and discovers 'that
his faithful housekeeper has turned away from him because of her.
Again, he seems to see Marietta surrounded by the dancers of her com-
pany, and her lovers, giving an improvised nocturnal rehearsal in the
open, before the portals of the ancient cloister, of that Scene of the
Nuns in “Robert le diable,” in which a dead woman, Helen, the Mother
Superior, rises from her grave. Paul now sees himself—still in the
Vision—rush forth from the hiding-place where he has witnessed what




Vorstellungen einer auferstehenden Toten hat seine Empdrung gegipfelt.
Er schreit der Lasterhaften all die in ihm aufgehiufte Entriistung ins
Gesicht, vor allem sein Geheimnis, in ihr nur das Ebenbild Mariens,
eine Tote geliebt, sie selbst aber nur, zwischen Abscheu und Leiden-
schaft schwankend, sinnlich begehrt zu haben. In ihrer Eitelkeit t5dt-
lich verletzt, will Marietta nun erst recht den Kampf mit der Toten
aufnehmen. Ihren Verfiigungskiinsten wird es nicht schwer, den
Schwachen und Haltlosen wieder zu beriicken. FEr ergibt sich ihr von
neuem, seine lTote verleugnend. Er will zu ihr, in ihr Haus, “Nein zu
dir,” ruft sie dimonish, “in das Haus der Toten”! Dort will sie die
neue Liebesnacht feiern, den Triumph iber die Tote bis zur Neige
auskosten,

Im dritten Bilde, in dem sich die Geschehnisse der Traumvision
weiter fortsetzen, sieht Paul Marietta nach der Liebesnacht in seinem
Hause, im Zimmer der Reliquien. In ihrem damonischen Triumphgefiihl,
dem sie sich vor dem Bilde der Toten hingegeben hat, stellt sie die
frommen und reuigen Empfindungen Pauls auf die &dusserste Probe.
Draussen zieht die Frohnleichnamsprozession voriiber; Marietta sucht
Paul ecrotisch abzuziehen. Paul soll sie kiissen jetzt, gerade jetst. Fnt-
setzt weist sie Paul von sich. Er glaubt in seiner Erregung den frommen
Zuz ins Zimmer dringen, mit drohenden Gebarden auf ihn cindringen zu
sehen. Da Marietta seinen Aberglauben hdhnt, tritt Paul aus tiefstem
Gefithl fiir seinen Glauben an Liebe und Treue ein und reizt hiedurch
Marietta von neuem. Brutal wirft sie ihm Heuchelei, dei Anbetung
ihres Lasters, seine charakterlose Schwiche an den Kopf. Als ihr Paul
die Tiire weist, weicht sie nicht, nimmt den Kampf mit der Toten
wieder auf, greift nach den Reliquien, nach dem Haare der Toten,
schlingt die Flechte um den Hals und beginnt hohnlachend zu tanzen.
Ausser sich wirft sich Paul auf die sein Heiligstes Schindende und
erdrosselt sie mit der Haarstrihne . . . .

In diesem Augenblick ist die Vision zu Ende; Paul erwacht. Marietta
tritt ein, als ob sie eben erst—wie es im ersten Bild geschah—fortgegangen
wire. Sie ist zuriickgekehrt, um ihre vergessenen Rosen zu holen: “Ein
Wink als ob ich bleiben sollte” . ... Da Paul stumm bleibt, entfernt
sie sich lichelnd, achselzuckend. Paul wird sie nicht wieder sehen. Er
it wissend geworden, genesen. Ein Traum der bitteren Wirklichkeiten
hat ihm den Traum der Phantasie zerstort: “IVie weit darf die Traucr
um teure Tote gehen, ohne uns zu entwurzeln? Grausamer Zwiespalt des
Gefiihls” . .. . Paul wird Briigge, die Stadt des Todes, verlassen, dem
l.eben geben, was des Lebens ist.  Auf irdischen Gefilden gibt es kein
Wiedersehen, mit denen, die von uns gegangen, kein Auferstehen.

Dr. J. K.



has ocurred. Marietta’s mockery of the rising of the dead, which he
reverences, has brought his indignation to a climax. He flings into the
.face of the abandoned woman all the wrath which has accumulated in
him, and above all his secret: that he had loved in her only her resem-
blance to Marie, his dead wife, and that so far as she was concerned he,
vacxllatmg between passion and repulsion, had felt for hef 1i¢_more.than
a sensuous aes1re Marietta, whose vanity has received a deadly wound,
Me‘ﬁﬁﬁes to take up the struggle with the dead woman in earnest.
Her persuasive arts make it easy for her once more to fascinate her
weak and spineless admirer. He again; surrenders himself to her,
denying his dead. He wishes to accompany her, enter her house. “No,
to your home,” she cries with demoniac insistence, “to the home of the
dead woman”! There she will celebrate the new night of love, there
drain the draught of her triumph over the dead wife to the dregs.

In the Third Tableau, in which the incidents of the “Dream Vision”
are continued, Paul sees Marietta—the night of love has passed and
gone—in his home, in the sanctuary where he keeps his relics. Filled
with the demoniac feeling of her triumph, which she has not scrupled to
exhibit before the dead woman’s picture, she tries Paul’s feelings of piety
and remorse to the utmost. While a Corpus-Christi Day processional is
.passing without, Marietta tries to distract Paul’s attention by erotic
temptation. He must kiss her that moment, that very moment. Horri-
fied, Paul repulses her. In his excitement he imagines the sacred pro-
cession is entering the room, moving toward him with threatening
gestures. When Marietta mocks his superstition, Paul defends his belief
in love and faith with the deepest emotion, and thereby rouses Marietta
to new attacks. She reproaches him brutally with his hypocrisy, his
idolatry of her viciousness, his weakness and lack of character. When
Paul shows her the door, she does not leave, but once more resuming
her struggle with the dead, snatches up the relic, the golden strand of the
dead woman’s hair, winds it about her neck, and laughing scornfully,
begins to dance. Frantic with rage, Paul flings himself upon the creature
who is desecrating what he holds most sacred, and strangles her with
the strand of hair,

At this moment the Vision ends. Paul awakes. Marietta enters—
as in the First Tableau—as if she had just gone away. _She has re-
turned to fetch the roses which she had forgotten “A sign, as though
T were to s stay . . ." Since Paul remains silént, she goes off smiling,
shrugging Her shoulders. Paul wiill not see her again. He has under-
stood, he is cured. A dream of bitter realities has destroyed the dream
of his fantasy: ‘How far should we give way to grief, how far dare,
without disaster? Harrowin, conﬂlct of the-heart”! Paul will léave”
Bruges, the dead cxty*aﬁa‘fegh'er unto Tife that which 1s life’s. On the
fields of earth there is no meeting again with those who have gone
before, there is no resurrection.

Dr. J. K



Erites BiId.

(‘Be&?aul. €in fleines Gemad) bon geringer Tiefe mit alten jdyive-
ren Piobeln. Der bdiiftere Cindrud langer Unbemiptheit und Unbe-
oohneit liegt dariiber. Die riidiwdrtige Wand bilbet aivei vorfprin-
gende Cden; den Raum gwifden bdiefen Eden nehmen drei bid vier
aur allgemeinen uftrittdtiive fithrende Stufen ein deren oberfte fo
breit ift, dbap fie eine Art Pobium bdarftellt. Lintd [bom Bujdauer]
ein in bie Wanb eingebauter Sdjrant mit Spiegel. Geftelle mit alten
Nippes und Photographien in Rabhmen. 2(11? einem Sii}d;cben eine
Glastruhe mit abfebbarem Dedel, in ber Art der Glasjhirge alter
Ubhren, barin eine Haarfledhte. Lintd die Tiire, die in Mariend Bim-
met fithrend au denfen ift. Die linfe borfpringendbe Wand nimmt
ein blumenbefrdangtes, lebendgrohes, auf ben Boben reid%enbeé Portrait
Mariensd mit Shatol und KLaute ein; dabor ein BVorhang an einer
Meffingftange, die mur an einem Enbde befeftigt ift, jo b igie mit dbem
Borhang leid)t nad) borne gu drefen ift und das Bild jidtbar tvird.
Blumen aud) an Titre und den iibrigen PHhotographierahmen. Breites
genfter redtd3 nad) ber SGtrake mit alten Spiggardinen. Jn bdeffen

&?e ein Fauteuil. JIn der redten Ede [im BVorbergrunde] Tijd) mit
©ofagarnitur. Cine Laute an der Wand. — Sonniger Spitherbit-

nadmittag.)

Crfte S3ene
Brigitta
({dliegt bon auBen auf und ikt Frant eintreten)

Behutjam! Hier ift alles alt,
Sefpenitiid.
(Sie ieht die Gardine hod). Die Sonne dringt in einem breiten

trafl ing Binuner)
Bis geftern drang nod) feiner
n dieje Stube auBer thm und mir,
Die Jahre durd), die er in Briigge lebt.

Franf

Brigitta

Sie find fein Freund, Lerr Frant —

©o feid gejagt.

Sa, gejtern jdien er gany gemwanbdelt.

Cr bebte bor Crrequng, jdfudst’ und ladte.
~Die Titren aufl” fo rief er,

RaBt Qidt in meinen Tempell

Die Toten ftehen auf!”

Und geftem —2?

: Frant
Wie {onderbar!




FIRST PICTURE

(Paul’s home. A small, shallow room with old, heavy furniture,
and giving the gloomy impression of not having been used or in-
habited for a lomg time. The back wall forms two projecting
angles, the space between which is occupied by three or four steps
leading to the general entramce. The top step is so broad that it
forms a sort of platform. L. of the audience, a wall-cupboard with
a mirror. Small tables with old ornaments and photographs in
frames. On one of these tables o glass coffer with detachable
lid, in the style of an antique glass clock-shade; a plait of hair
lies in the coffer. On the L. a door, supposed to lead to Marie’s
room. The left projecting wall is occupied by a life-sized porirait
of Marie with scarf and lute. This reaches to the floor, is festooned
with Rowers and covered with a curtain fixed on to abrass rod. The
rod is only fixed at one end and can be swung round with a touch
to disclose the picture. The door and the photo-frames are also
decorated with flowers. On the R. a wide window with shabby
lace curtains looks on to the sireet; and near it is an easy chair.
In the R. cormer of the foreground, a table with sofa, etc. On
the wall a lute. A sunny afternoon in late autumn).

SCENE 1

- BRIGITTA
(Unlocks the door from outside and admiis Frank)

Step gently! Here everything is old and ghostlike.

(She draws back the window-curtain. A wide shaft of sunshine
slants across the room)

Till yesterday no one had crossed this threshold
Excepting him' and me,
The many years he lived in Bruges.

FRANK

And yesterday?
BRIGITTA

You are his friend, sir,
So I will tell you.
Yes, yesterday he seemed another man.
He sobbed and laughed and trembled with excitement.
“Throw the doors open,” cried he,
“Let light into my temple!
“The dead are resurrected!”

FRANK
How very strange!



Brigitta
Seht — Rofen und [Lebfojen an den Rahmen
(geigt auf bie Fiire lint3)
Und an der Tiir zu ihrem Jimmer,
S dem fie litt und ftarb.
" (teift auf das perhangte Bild und dreht ben Borhang zur Seite)
Bejonders dies Bild hat er {don gejdmiidt. |
Frant :
Gagqt, it fie da8 —? Marie? '
‘ Brigitta
Da3 war fie. IJn dem hellen, weiden Kleide,
Das er {o liebte.
Frant .

(betradtet ba3 Bildbniz)
Sdyon —!
errgott! Wie leuditet diefes Haar!
Brigitta
(3eigt auf die Krijtalliruhe)

Da drunter liegt ein Stribhn bon diefem Haar.
Bie flitffige Dulaten, nidt rwahr?

Frant
€r hat e3 aufbeivabhrt?
Seltfam.
Brigitta
Und hier —

(mit einer Bewegung itber den gangen Raum YHin)

Qein Jled, der nidt von feiner Toten fpradye.
Gr nenntd die RQirdje ded Gewefenen.

(fie Hat Frant langjam umbergefiihrt, der finnend all die Bilber,
v Andenfen und Reliquien betradhtet)

Frant
So im Getvejenen lebt er ftetd3?
Brigitta

Bis geftern immer jo. Cr jagte: ,Briigge
Und id), toir find eins.
Wir beten Sdyonjted an: BVergangenheit.”

Frant

Und dbu,” Brigitt? Crirdgit du das?
Du — eine Frau?
Qodts did) ins Qeben nidyt I)maué?

10



BRIGITTA
Look—roses and carnations round the pictures.
(Pointing to door on L.)

And round the door of her own bedroom *
Where she lay ill and died.

(Points to the portrait and swings aside the curtain)

This portrait he adorned with special care.

FRANK
Tell me, is that—Marie?

BRIGITTA

That was she. In the light, clinging dress
He loved so dearly.

FRANK
(Looks at the portrait)
Handsome—!
By Jove! What gorgeous hair!
BRIGITTA
(Points to the crystal coffer)

Inside here lie some tresses of her hair.
Like liquid gold, aren’t they, sir?

FRANK
He has preserved them?
Curious.
BRIGITTA
And here—

(Indicates the whole room)

No spot but does recall his dead.
“The Temple of the Past,” he calls it.

(She has slowly led Frank round the room; lost in reflection he
inspects the pictures, relics and mementoes)

FRANK
And so he lives for ever in the past?

BRIGITTA

Always till yesterday. “Bruges,” he would say,
“And I—we two are one.
We worship the most beautiful: the Past.”

FRANK

And you, Brigitta? Can you endure it?
You, a woman?
Does not the world outside attract you?

1



Brigitta
(Leifer)

Was Leben ift, dad weif id) nidt, Herr Frank.
Sy bin allein.  ier aber, hier ift Qiebe,
Das weiB id). Und fvo Liebe,

Dient eine arme Frau gufrieden.

(ed {dhellt draugen)
Da ift er.
Bweite G3ence
(PBaul tritt ein, nervds, von einem Erlebnisd erregt)
Paul

(umarmt ifhn Beftig)
Frant
(Tadelnd)
Brigitta fithrt’ mid) in die ,Rirde ded Gewvejnen” —
Ranl

(Tebhaft)
Ded Gewejnen? Nein!

(3u Brigitta)
Qauf jdnell Hhinab
Bum Gartner — Hhole Rofen! Beidbe Arme voll!
€3 {oll erglithen hier von roten Rofen.

(er Hat Brigitta Hinausgedringt)

Sranf! Frant!

- (3u Frant)
Du fabit ihr Bild —
Frant
Sa, fie war {@on, und viel Haft du verloren —
Raul

(in bas Bild verjfunien)
Marie, Marie, dein Atem, deine Augen!
(3u Franf)
Wie jagit Du? Sie war jhon?

Frant
Sewif.
Baul
Gie w ar jdon, fagit du?

(leidenfdaftlid)
Sie it jhon!  ft!

12



BRIGITTA
(Lowering her wvoice)

I know nought of the world outside, sir,
I am alone. But here, love dwells—
That I do know. And where love dwells,
A poor lone woman is content to serve.

(A ring outside)
Here he is.
SCENE 2
(Enter Paul in a state of high nervous tension)
) PAUL
Frank! Friend!

(Embraces him impetuously)

FRANK
(Smiling)
Brigitta’s showing me the “Temple of the Past.”

PAUL

(Forcibly)
Of the Past? No, no!

(To Brigitta)
Run down quickly to the gardener—

Bring up some roses. Both arms full!
This place must glow with crimson roses.

(He has hurried Brigitta out)

(To Frank)
You’ve seen her portrait—
FRANK
Yes, she was lovely, and your loss is great—
PAUL

(Absorbed in the portrait)

Marie, Marie, your breath, your eyes!

(To Frank)
What said you? She was lovely?
FRANK
Indeed. .
PAUL
She was, you said?
(Passionately)

She is! She is!
13



Frant
(blidt ihn forjdhend an)

Jn deiner Fantafie —7¢

Panl
Nein, nein, fie lebt!
Bald ijt fie hier, fie fehrt zuriid.
O bor ein Mardjen an,
Ein wunderbared Marden.
Du weift, dap id) in Briigge blied,
Alletn u fein mit meiner Toten.
Die tote Frau, die tote Stadt,
Sie floffen zu geheimnisvollem Gleidnis.
Und taglid) jdritt id) gleiden Wegq,
Mit ihrem Sdatten Arm in Arm,
Bum Minnewaifer, auf die Flade ftarrend,
Shr treued Bild mit Tranen mir erfehnend,
Den fiigen, fanft in fid) gefehrien Blid,
Den goldnen Sdjimmer ihred Haars."
Und geftern tvieder traumte id) am Gitter
Bon der Cnijdoundenen, von ihr, Warie.
Oolt mir ihr Antlit aus der Tiefe.
So gang war fie mir nah, ie einjt
3n fernen Gliidestagen — fehnend, liebend .
3n meines Sdaund BVerjunfenheit
Cridallen Sdyritte.
S hordge . . .
€in Sdjatten gleitet itbers Waffer.
& blide auf:
Bor mir jteht eine Frau im Sonnenlidt.
Franf! E€ine Frau . . . im Mittagsglaft
Crglangt Mariensd goldnes Haar, den Lippen
Entidvebt Mariend fitged Ladeln.
RNidt dihnlid¥feit mehr — nein, ein Wunbder,
Begnadigung! €8 jdien fie Jelbft, mein Weib!
€in Fieber fakte mid) nad) altem Sliid.
®ott, {dhrie id), wenn du gnadig bift,
&ib f{ie mir gan 3 auriid!
Und heute Mittag prad) id) fie,
Bebenden Herzens, sweifeldound —
Der Wunder allergrohted:
Mariens Stimme flang ausd ihrem PMund!

Srant
Sm dden Brirgge eine Unbefannte?
Raul
I toei nidt, er fie ift —
Qubd fie gu mir in meine Cinjamfeit.
Sie fommt und in ihr fommt
Mir meine Tote, fommt Marie.
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FRANK
(Looks at him searchingly)

[n your imagination—?

PAUL
No, no, she lives!
Soon she’ll be here—she’s coming back.
Oh, hear this fairy-tale,
This wondrous fairy-tale.
You know that I remained in Bruges
To be alone with my dear dead one.
My dead young wife and this dead city
Seemed to be fused in one mysterious being;
And day by day I took the self-same path,
—My dear one’s shadow on my arm—
Down to the water, gazing at its surface
And tearfully evoking her dear image,
Her sweet and gently contemplating look,
The golden lustre of her hair.
Well, yesterday, I stood as usual by the rails
And dreamed of my dear lost one, Marie,
Seeking her image in the waters.
She seemed as near to me as once
In happy bygone days—yearning and loving.
And as I stand there lost in gazing,
Footsteps resound.
I listen—
A shadow glides across the water.
I look up:
Before me in the sunlight stands a woman—
Frank! A woman!—in the noonday haze
I see the gleam of Marie’s golden hair,
The tender smile of Marie's lips.
"Twas not a likeness—no, a miracle,
An act of mercy! It seemed my wife, her very self!
A fever seized me for my long lost joy.
“O God,” T cried, “if Thou art merciful,
Give her quite back to me!” . . . . .
And now to-day I spoke with her,
My heart aquiver, rackt with doubt—
And greatest of all wonders:
"Twas Marie’s voice that sounded from her lips!

FRANK
An unknown woman in deserted Bruges?

PAUL
I know not who she is—

I asked her here, into my lonely house;
She’s coming, and in her
My Marie, my dead Marie, comes back to me!

15



Frant
(exnit)
$or, Paul, du wagft gefahrlid) Spiel.
Du bift ein Traumer, Geifterfeher —
Y & feh die Dinge, feh die Frauen
S0 Ivie fie find. Willjt du
Bum Perrn bdid) itber Tod und Qeben {dwingen?
€in lebend Sein gur Puppe des BVerftorbnen swingen?
Befdjeibe did)! Ju lang warft du allein,
Dein Blut murrt gegen diefe Trauer.
Seis drum, umarme eine fd)one Frau,
Dod) Tote laf mir jdlafen.
Paul
(tvie einer, ber nidht gugehdrt Hat, efftatifd)
S 1oill den Fraum der Wiederfehr vertiefen,
Will fie dburd) diefe Tiire {dreiten,
Will {ie den Raum durdlendyten jebhn,
Jn dbem ihr Holder Duft nod) {dhvebt,
Der Rythmus ihres Wefens twebt.
Jn ihr, die fommt, fommt mir Marie,
Sommt meine FTote.
Srant

Du {dwdrmit fut ein Phantom!
(fat ihn bei der Hand, Perzlid))
Mein Freund — zu redter Jeit
Qat diefe Reife mid) su dir gefithrt.
Dein tief Sefithl Hat did) vberwirrt —
Dein tief Gefithl mup did) aud) Heilen.
Xd) geh — dod) bald fehr idy zuriid.
Dag Trughild weidt — bder Nebel wird fid) teilen.

itttelt Paul mit freundidafilider Gebdrde die Hand, ihm Herslid
(1% in3 uge blidend. Paul begleitet ihn aur tute)

Dritte Szene

Paul
(3um Bilde guriidgelehrt)
Rur deiner harr id), nie Verlorene!

Wer fann ihn denn verftehen,
Der Seelen tief geheimnisbollen Bund?

(breht ben Borhan I(’;mtmebet suriid. ©ein Blid falt auf die Yaar-
reliquie; er Bebt inbriinftig den @ﬁaéfd)rem Bod), der in voller GSonne

Du — Tiberlebendes von ihrer Sdonbheit —
So wirft dut wieber Hhold erftehen?

Werd tvieder id) auf teiger Stirn

Das Goldgelodte leudhten fehn?
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FRANK
(Seriously)

Paul, 'tis a dang’rous game you play.

You are a dreamer and a seer of ghosts—

But / see things and women

As they are. Dare you aspire

To gain control o’er life and death?

To force a living being to be the puppet of the dead?
Listen to reason! You've lived alone too long,

Your blood rebels against eternal mourning.

Well then, embrace a pretty woman if you will,

But let the dead sleep on in peace.

PAUL
(In a state of exaltation, as though he had not been listening)
I want to see my dream of her return accomplished,
To see her stepping through this door,
To see her lighting up this room
" In which her lovely fragrance hovers still,
The poetry of her being dwells . . . .
In her who's coming, will my Marie come,
My dear, dead Marie. '
FRANK
You're worshipping a phantom!

(Affectionately taking his hand)

My friend—at the right moment
My path has led me to you.
Your ardent love has obscured your vision—
Your ardent love must be your remedy.
I have to go—but will return ere long.
The mists will break—and the illusion pass.
(Shakes Paul kindly by the hand and looks at him affectionately.
Paul accompanies him to the door).

SCENE 3

PAUL
(Returning to the portrait)

'Tis you alone I wait for, you I never lost!

Who is there that can fathom it,

The deep mysterious bond twixt soul and soul?

(He draws back the curtain. The relic of hair catches his eye—
reverently he lifts up the glass coffer which sparkles in the sunlight)
Oh thou, that dost survive her beauty—

Wilt thou arise again?

Shall I once more behold the golden tangle

Upon her snowy brow?
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Bierte Szence
Brigitta
(tritt ein auf beiden Urmen Blumen)
Raul
(ftellt rajd) ben Sdjrein nieber)
Ja, Rofen — fo iftd redht!
(ex nimt ihr die Blumen ab, fiillt die Bafen, lauft hin und Her)
Brigitta
(adgernd)
Perr Paul — verfdleiert . . . eine Dame —
Banl
(faft {dreiend)
Und jagit ¢8 nidit? — Fithr fie Herein.
Brigitta
(ivie proteftierend)
Herr Paul — bedenfen Sie — die Welt . . .
PBanl
Wenn du mid) lichjit — {dweig und gehordje!
Brigitta
(beftiirat ab)
Ranl
(inmitten des Jimmers {tehend, {Gliept die Hugen)

Marie! Nod) einmal jaug id) deine Jiige,
Dein holded Wefen in mid) ein.

) jehe did) . . . i) fithle didy . . .

Jest, Gott, jest gib fie mir ucriid!!

Finfte Szence

(Die Tiire offnet fidh, Marietta {Hlagt ben Sdleier uriid und
tritt in Beiterer Unbefangenfeit, Yadhelnd, mit dem Anftand und der
Wiirbe, der fid) ihrer Sdhonbeit bervuBten Frau und mit der Grazie
Der Tangerin Herein. Gie fallt in der Folge dfters aus dbamenhafter
Haltung in das freie Gehaben ber Kuliffenivelt. Naib-verderbtes,
eitles, idfiidtiges, aber immer liebensimirbiges Wefen; tviederholt
bridht ein leidenjdaftlidhes erotijdes Temperament YHervor. Paul

twendet fid) um, offnet bie Augen)
Raul
(bon der dfhnlidhleit ergriffen, untvillfiirlidh)
£ mwunberbar!
(bleibt unbetvegli®) und ftarrt fie ivie eine Crideinung an)
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SCENE 4
(Brigitta enters, her arms full of flowers)
PAUL
(Puts down the casket quickly)
~ Ah, roses, that is right!
(He takes the flowers from her, fills the vases, bustles about)
BRIGITTA
(Hesitatingly)
Mr. Paul—a lady—veiled—
PAUL
(Almost shouts)

And you never told me! Show her in—

BRIGITTA
(Protesting)

Mr. Paul—consider—the world—

PAUL
If you care for me—be silent and obey!

BRIGITTA
(Goes off in dismay)

PAUL
(Standing in the middle of the room, with closed eyes)
Marie! Yet once again let me absorb
Your features and your charm into my being.
Isee you... Ican feel you. ...
Now, give her back to me, my God.

SCENE 5

(The door opens, Marietta puts back her wveil and enters the
room. She is cheerfully ingenuous, with the manner and dignity
of a woman conscious of her beauty and with the grace of a
dancer. As a consequence, she often lapses from her ladylike de-
portment into the freer manmers of the stage world, A naively
spoilt, wain, egotistical, but always amiable creature; repeatedly
showing signs of @ passionate and erotic temperament. Paul turns
round and opens his eyes).

PAUL
(Struck by the likeness, involuntarily)
Oh, marvellous!

(Remains motionless staring at her as at an apparition)
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Marietta
(Teidjt)
Ja, underbar — id) ftaune felbit,
BWeip felbit faum, wasd mid) hergelodt.
®ar bdringlid) wupten Sie zu bitten —
Und jetst fein Wort des Danfs — fein Srup?
- (reidht ihm Hut und Sdleier und twirft fid) in ein Fauteuil, umber-
Blidend)
Red)t {dhon bei Jhnen —
Sie find wohl reid)?
(exgreift einen Rofenftrauf und ried)t daran)
Und Rofen zum BWillfommen!
Sie glithen rotem Feuer gleid)!

(PBaul Hat Hut und Sdjirm, ohne dbad Auge absuivenden, in Empfang
genonumen)

RNod) immer fteif und jtumm?
Wie dasd nad) Briigge pafht!
In diefes tote Neft mit feiner diiftern Starre!
Hud) Hier ijt3 modrig tvie in einer Gruijt!
€Cin Grab gefdmiidt mit Blumen —
uff — id) erjtide.

(aufjpringend)
Dod) mid) Friegt ihr nidt unter!
¢ bin vergniigt und liebe das BVergniigen,
Qieb tolle Freuden, liehb die Sonnel

Ranl
) (auf ihr Yaar toeifend)
Die Sonne ladt in diefem Haar . . .

Marietta

(hat fidh mit gejymeibiger Beweglidhleit im Bimmer herumgedreht, ihr
Blid fallt flixdhtig auf die rings aufgejtellten Bilder- und Photo-
graphierahmen)

Und hier befdeint fie Bilder {fhoner Damen.
(mit dem Finger drohend)
Die Galerie der Frauen, die Sie geliebt?
Panl
(toie fiir fidh)
Der Stimme Silberglang — bder Sdultern
Melodifd) tviegen und ded Kopfed Neigen . . .
Marietta ‘

(gleidhfam den RLampf aufnehmend, ;ih)
Den Mantel fort — -
(Tegt ben Pantel ab)
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MARIETTA

(Lightly)
Yes, marvellous—I am surprised myself
And scarce can tell what urged me hither.
You were most pressing in inviting me—
And now—no word of thanks—no greeting? —
(Hands him her hat and wveil, throws herself into an armchair and

looks about her)
Nice rooms you've got—
You're rich, I s’pose?
(Takes up a bunch of roses and smells them)

And roses here to welcome me!
Glowing as red as fire!
(Paul has taken her hat and weil without removing his eyes

from her)
What, stiff and dumb as ever?
How that fits in with Bruges!
With this dead hole and gloomy atmosphere!
This room too, is as musty as a vault!
A grave decked out with flowers—
Ugh! it stifles me.

(Jumping up)

But no, you can’t depress me!
I'm full of life and fond of pleasure
* Of mad enjoyment and of sunshine!

PAUL
(Pointing to her hair)

The sun is laughing in your hair . . . .

MARIETTA
(Supple and nimble, has roved about the room and glanced at the

framed pictures and photographs standing about)
And here it falls on many pretty women.
(Points a menacing finger at him)

The gallery of women you have loved?

PAUL
(To himself)

Her voice’s silvery tones—the rhythmic swaying
Of her shoulders—the drooping of her head—

MARIETTA
(Abrdptly taking up the challenge as it were)
Here, take my cloak—
(Takes off her cloak)
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Bin id) nidht {Gon?
(fjtellt fich bor ihn Hin, tofett)
Nidt doner als die alle?
Banl
AN dad war fdon — Sie finds !

] ) (fitr fid)
Bei Gott — ihr Kleid —
Die gleidle Farbe — faft der gleide Sdhnitt —
(von einem ®ebanfen erfapt, tvie in unividerftehlidher Sehnjudht)
Bu diefem Reide paht ein alter Shawl,
Der hier verwahrt ift.
Darf id) ihn um die {honen Sdultern Hiangen?
Marietta
(iiberniitig)
Sie wollen mid) n o d) {honer?

Paul

(hat ausd dem Sdrant, der offen bleibt, einen Shatol geholt und legt
ihn thr gart um)

Marietta
Wie weid) die alte Seibe!
Sie madt mid) wohlig dhavern —
Bum Spiegel — rafd)! Bum Spiegel —
(bejdhaut fidh) im Spiegel)
Baul

(uniillfiitlid), wenn Marietta, die einen Moment durd) den Spiegel
gededt tvar, mieber fidhtbar toird)
Marie!

Marietta

(nod) beim ©piegelfdhrant, den fie gefdloffen Bat)
Marie? Jd) Heige Marietta.

(fleine Pauje)
Was Hhaben Sie?
Paul
Nidhts — nidhts . . . J§ bitte . . .

Berzeihen Sie . . .
(nimt bie Laute bon der Wand. Mit zarter Bitte)

Und — nehmen Sie nod) dad —

Marietta
Die alte Laute?
Sie find wohl Maler, brauden ein Modell 2

(nimmt Yadelnd und adjfelzudend, rwie um aud) diefen Gefallen zu
tun, die Raute; dann einer plogliden Laune folgend)
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Am I not beautiful?
(Stands in front of him, coquettishly)
More beautiful than any of these?

PAUL
All these were—you are!

- (To himself)

By heav’'n—her dress—

The selfsame colour—almost the same design—
(Struck by an idea, in irresistible longing)

An antique scarf that’s in the cupboard here
Would suit this dress.
May I not drape it round your pretty shoulders?

(In high spirits)

MARIETTA
You want me prettier still? -
PAUL
(Has fetched a scarf from the cupboard which remains open. He
drapes it gently round her)

MARIETTA

What soft and silken texture! .
It feels so nice and cosy—
A mirror—quick! A mirror—

(Looks at herself in the wmirror)
PAUL
(Involuntarily, as Marietta, whom the mirror had concealed for
a moment, emerges again)
Marie!
MARIETTA
(Still by the cupboard which she has closed)

Marie? My name is Marietta!
(Short pouse)
What is the matter with you?

PAUL
Oh—nothing—please—forgive—me—

(Takes the lute from the wall. In pleading tones)

And—won't you take this, too?

MARIETTA
What, this old lute?

Are you a painter looking for a model?

(Smiling and shrugging her shoulders, she takes the lute as if to
oblige him in this also; then obeying a sudden smpulse)
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Nun — zu der alten Qaute
Gebort ein alted Ried.

Panl
(iiberrajdht)
Wie — fingen Sie —2
Mavietta
Crirdglid, fagt man —
BWenns aud) mein Fad) nidt ift;
Und Trauriged am liebjten.
Boh! weil id) fonft fo itbermiitig bin.
(gefprodyen)
Goll ih? — RNun — Horen Sie.
' (fingt)
®liid, das mir perblieb,
Riid gu mir, mein freues KQieb.
Abend finft im Haag —
Bijt mir der Lidht und Tag.

Bange podjet Hers an Herz —
Soffnung fdivingt fid Himmehvarts.
Paul
(tvie verloren)

Wie wahr, ein traurig Lied.
Marietta.

Dad Lied pom treuen Lieb,

Dasd fterben muf.
- (wird aufmerfjam)
Bas haben Sie?
Paul

) fenn dad Lied.
4 hort es oft in jungen,
Sn fdyonern Kagen . . .
(gefprodyen)
€3 hat nod) eine Strophe —
Weih id) fie nod?
i i rt. Sie {pielt bie Qaut b fallt ein. <

(e fekt g:a‘ﬁiﬁagyitﬁemebeggegtéomg ﬁgelif%ultlgn b(elibc)em *
Naht aud) Sorge triib,
Ritd zu mir, mein freued KQieb.
Neig dein blap Gefidht —
©terben trennt uns nidt.
Mupt dbu einmal bon mir gehn,
®laub, e8 gibt ein Huferjtehn.

agt iittert bas t bie Bruft finfen. WMarietta blidt ihn
(185t exfdy eetft B%fte%a:eg, %Igrm fpﬁttigd) an.  Paufe)



Well, your old-fashioned lute
Needs an old-fashioned song.
PAUL
(Surprised)
What—you sing?
MARIETTA
Quite passably, they say—
Tho’ it is not my line;
And sad songs for choice,
. Because I'm always jolly, I suppose!
(Spoken)
Shall I? Well then, listen.
(Sings)
Joy that true did prove,
Hold me fast, my faithful love.
Evening closeth grey—
Thou'rt my light and day.
Heart to heart doth beat in pain—
Hope soars heavenward again.

PAUL
(Quite lost in thought)
How true—a sad, sad song.

MARIETTA
The song of the faithful lover
Who has to die—
. (Observing him)
Why, what's the matter?

PAUL
I know the song.
I often heard it sung
In happier bygone days .

(Spoken)

There’s yet another verse—
Can I remember it?

(He continues half mechanically. She plays the lute and joins .
The rays of the setting sun fall on them both)

Clouds may loom above,

Hold me fast, my faithful love.
Lie close on my heart,

Dying cannot part.

When the hour comes you must go.
You will rise again, I know.

(Overcome with emotion his head drops on his breast. Marictta
stares at him first in amazement, then mockingly. A pause)

25



Marietta
Das dumme Lied, e3 hat Sie gang verzanbert.

(Bon der Strafe lujtiges Trdllern. Gajton, Lucienne und Juliette
flanieren bdraufen bor dem Fenfter borbei, eventuell im Maridtatt
mit Spagierftod und Sdirmen aufs Pflajter {Hlagend)
Gafton
(braupen)

Diridi, diridi, diridon!
BWas foll e8, dbah du jaumig bift!
$ab did) ja heut nod) nidt geliifzt.
Diridi, diridbon — fdhon Marion.
(Rucienne und Juliette fallen bei der lepten Beile ein)

Marietta
(ift aufgefprungen, vergniigt aufjordend)
(odhrend ded Gefanges)

Ah — hord), da fingt

Man andre Jieddyen, fingt

Nus anderm Ton — gar nidht fentimental —

Gajton

(tvie borfer)

RNidt gilt der {donfte Tag gelebt,
Wenn du mir nidt im Arm gebebt.
Diridi, diribon — jdon Warion.

(Rucienne und Juliette ivie oben)
Marictta.
®Gafton ift38 — ivie er drollig jingt!
(eilt aum Fenjter und will Hinausivinfen)
Rau!
(hatt fie auriid)
Die Leute — Briigge —
Man darf Sie hier nidt jehn —
Marieita

(ohne auf ihn 3u %ﬁten, mit den Fitgen aufftampfend, ivahrend man
prauen Gafton, Juliette und Lucienne dag Chanfon pfeifend fich
entfernen Hirt)

Cr geht mit Julictte und LQucienne —
Sdlingt Arm in Yrm —

(ploplid) vergniigt, mit Beziehung und Genugtuung)
Und denft an Marion!
(ba Paul fie befrembdet anfieht, erfldrend)
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MARIETTA
The silly song, why it has quite bewitched you!
(Merry humming is heard from the street. Gaston, Lucienne
and Juliette, idling about, pass underneath the window; presently

they start beating march-time on the pavement with walking-stick
and sunshades).

GASTON
_(Outside)
Diridi, diridi, diridon!
How is that you tarry, pray?

I haven’t kissed you yet to-day!
Diridi, diridon—fair Marion.

(Lucienne and Juliette join in at the last line)

MARIETTA
(Has jumped up, listening joyfully)
Ah, hark, they're singing i
Other songs out there—a different sort— ‘E:Vl:’il: ;:";’
Not sentimental— e Shmging

GASTON
(As before)

The fairest day is void of charms
If I've not held you in my arms.
Diridi—diridon—fair Marion.

(Juliette and Lucienne as above)
MARIETTA
"Tis Gaston—Is he not absurd?
(Hastens to the window, about to wave to him)

PAUL

(Holds her back)
The people—Bruges—
You must not be seen here—

MARIETTA
(Paying no heed to him, stamps her foot as the three outside are
heard departing and whistling the refrain as they go)

lle goes with Juliette and Lucienne—
His arm in theirs—

(With sudden delight, pointedly and with sclf-satisfaction)
And thinks of Marion!

(As Paul looks at her uncomprehendingly, she explains)
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Die Freunde finds, die bor der Probe bummeln.
Nud) id) muB in3 Theater —

Baul
(blidt fie verftandbmslod an)
Sie —
Marietta
RNun ja, wir fpielen hier. Bin Tangerin.
Ranl
(tvie friiber)

Marietta
Betily, mein werter Griesgram!
Jd formm aus LQille und tang in Briigge!
€ritaunt Sie da8? Sie lieben nidt den Tanz?
£ Tang, o Raufjdh!

(fallt in Tangfdritte und Tanzgeften, Hebt leid)t bas Nleid, begleitet
Tang und Wort auf der Laute, bgtn )Dbetleib auriidgebogen. Abend-
rijte

O Tang, o Raufdy!

Quft quillt aud mir,

Brauft wild in mir,

Quift jagt den Puls

Und dehnt die iftern.

Der Wint der Hand,

Des Fuhed Sdham

Berbergen den Wunid

Und verraten ihn liftern.

€Gin Damon erhigt mid),

Beherridt, befigt mid) —

Toll und toller fdhwillt der Reigen,

Fabt mid) Taumel im Beugen und Neigen!

$Heif Treift mir dad Blut,

$Heif glithn die Triebe.

9 Tang, o Raujdy!

Ny tang die legte Glut,

I tang den lehten Qub der Riebe!

(innehaltend, wie au fid) fommend, Yeidht, nod) in der lepten Pofe
berharrend)

Sie angerin?

Und jelst, mein Herr,
et tang id) in die Probe.

Raul

(erft befrembdet und abgeftoBen ditrd) basd badantifhe Gehaben Ma-
riettas, dad ihm Laute und Kleidbungsjtiid der Toten au entiveihen

fdeint, bann immer mehr der Werfithrung ecrliegend, feiner nidht
madytig, ein Opfer der Sinne)
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They are my friends, idling about
Before rehearsal. I must be off, too,

To the theatre.
(Paul looks at her blankly)

MARIETTA

Why yes, we're acting here. I am a dancer.
PAUL
(As above)

You—

MARIETTA

Just so, my worthy croaker!

I come from Lille and dance in Bruges!
Surprised, are you? Don’t you like dancing?
O dance, O bliss!

(Falls into dancing steps and postures; daintily raising her skirt,
she accompanies dance and song on the lute, with body thrown
backwards from the waist . . . . Sunset glow).

O dance, O bliss!

Inspired, I feel

My senses reel,

My pulses throb,

With fevered rapture.

Half coy, half bold,

Now hot, now cold,

I seem to deny

While I'm trying to capture!

As one possess’d

And onward press’d

More and ever more entrancing
Grows my wild and frenzied dancing!
Hot courses my blood,

Borne on my passion’s flood—

O dance, O bliss!—

Inspired from above

I dance the last, long kiss of love.

(She stops as if coming to herself, and still remaining in her last
posture, adds lightly)
And now, good sir,
I'll dance off to rehearsal!
PAUL

(Is at first amazed and repulsed by Marietta’s wild behaviour,
which seems to him to desecrate his dead wife’s lute and scarf, but
gradually, a prey to his senses, he succumbs more and more to
tempiation).
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PMarietta — nein!
Geh nidht bon mir —
&ib Dauer diefer Stunde Traum!
Bom Himmel bift du mir gejdentt!
Crlojdnesd Gliid ftammt ouf
1nd reipt mid) dir entgegen!
Mariettal
(breitet die Arme nad ihr aus)

Marietta
Wie ftirmifd)! Madt der Tang
Dem Ddiiftern Herrn fo heiB?

(ivieber Tangbetvegungen)
£ Tanz, o Raujd)!
Raul.
(will auf fie 3u, um fie 3u umfajjen)
Marietta

(im Tange ausiveidend, verfdngt fid) in Bilbborhang, fo daf er fid)
aut Geite bewegt und dag Bild fidtbar wird, Erblidt verduht das

Bild)
Dho — das bin ja id)l?
Mit Shaw! und Qaute!?
Wen fpiel id) da?

Raul

(jtiirat vor das Bild und dedt e8 mit einer untwilltiirliden Vetvegung
bed gegen Marietta abtvehrend ausgeftredten Armes)

O laffen Sie — '3 ift eine Lote —
(ben Kopf finfen laffend, dumpf vor fidh Hin)
Sie malhnt ...
Marictta

(nimmt iYn ftarr figierend, den Shaw! Yangfam bom Halfe und wirft
ihn nebjt der Raute mit einer zornigen Gefjte auf ben Tifd. Dann,
ba fie Laul in feiner Verfunienbeit berharren fieht, ladyt fie laut auf.
Bugleid) hort man bon der Gaffe Gafton fein Liedden pfeifend)
A — Gafton —
Ranl

(immer bor dem Bild, aufblidend, medanifd)
Sie miifjen in die Probe, WMarietta . . .

Marietta

AY — Cr ift gut — Er ikt mid) fort!
a, id) mufy in die Probe, twerter Herr —
Tang die Helene in ,Robert der Teufel”,

(nimmt den WMantel, fept den Hut auf)
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Marietta—no!

Don’t leave me now—

Let this short dream live on!
From heaven you are sent to me!
Forgotten bliss flares up

And beckons me toward you!
Marietta!

(Opens his arms to her)

MARIETTA
How fiery! Has my dancing

Excited you so much?
(Dancing-postures again)
O dance, O bliss!
PAUL
(About to approach and embrace her)

MARIETTA
(Evading him as she dances, she gets entangled in the curtain
over the picturc. It swings aside and reveals the portrait. She
catches sight of it and stands arrested in amazement).

Hello! Why there am I
With scarf and lute!
Who am I meant to be?
PAUL
(Rushes up to the picture and covers it with an involuntarily
defensive movement of his arm)
O let it be—"tis a dead woman—

(His head droops and he mutters dully)
She’s warning me-—
MARIETTA

(Staring at him icily, she slowly takes the scarf from her neck
and throws it and the lute angrily on the table, Then seeing Paul
persist in his abstraction, she bursts into a loud laugh. At that
moment, Gaston is heard whistling his ditty in the street).
Ah—Gaston—

PAUL

(SHll in front of the porirait, looking up, in mechanical tones)
'Tis time for your rehearsal, Marietta . . . .

MARIETTA

Ah, he is kind— He sends me off!
Yes, I'll be off to rehearsal, sir—
I'm dancing “Helen” in “Robert the Devil.”

(Takes her cloak, puts on her hat)
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Mein Jauber — rajd) {deint er verflogen —
Cin anderer wirlt (tarfer .
Nun, mir redt —
'S ift podfte Beit, mup fort.

(tverbend, nidt ohne Anmut)
Die, die mid) lieben, wiffen mid) zu finden —
((Ei )gibt ein Wiederjehen im Theater

(e8 ift bunflexr getoorden)

Paunl

(eine Weute ividerfpredender Empfindbungen, ded Gebenfensd an bdic
ZTote, des Fefthaltens an feinen S’B%mtaﬁen, foie bed neuerwadenden
erlangens, thr aur Tiire nad), efftatijd)

O Traum der Wiederfehr, entweide nidyt!

Sn dir, die fam, fam meine Tote,

Sam Marie . . .
(Bon Begehren erfahit, auber fidh)

Mariettal

éegteift mit der Hand gur Gtirne, fallt in Hodjter Errequng in einen

Bnituhl born gegeniiber der Tiire sum Bimmer der Toten und Hebt

angftvoll bejdivdrend die Arme)

Mariettal

Gedfte Szemnce

(Rloplide Berdbuntfelung Nur Paul und dber Portratrah-
men linf3 bleiben beleudytet. Aus dem Rahmen tritt die Geftalt des
Mariens im Kleibe desd Bildesd mit Shaw! und Laute und jGvebt —
@rfd;einun%ibeé Gemwiffend und feiner Nerven — auf Paul au, der

fid), dburd die Bifion gebannt, jtarren Vlided erhebt, ohne den Plap
au berlaffen)
Marie
Paul . .. Paul . ..
Ranl
Da bift du ja, Marie — id) oufte es.
Marie
Bift dus gewip, haltft du mir nod) die Treu?
PBanl.

Jd) halt fie dir.

RNie {oandeft du aus diefem Raum . . .
Marxie

Drum nahm id) aud) mein Haar nidt mit,

AL8 fort id) muft,
Qiely dir den goldnen Sdyafs, den du geliebt.
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My charm seems to have vanished quickly—
Another’s is more potent . . . .

Well, alright—

"Tis high time I were off.

(Engagingly, not without charm)

Who love me know where to find me—
They need but follow me to the theatre.
(Off)
(It has grown darker)

PAUL
(A prey to conflicting emotions: the memory of his dead wife,
the clinging to his imaginings;, and again the newly awakened
" desires. He calls after her through the door ecstatically) :

O dream of love restored, forsake me not!
In you who came, my dead one came,
My Marie . . . . .
(Seized with desire, beside himself)
Mariettal . . . . . .

(He grasps his forehead, and in deepest agitation, drops into an
armchair in the front of the stage just opposite his dead wife’s

bedroom door. Raising his arms in piteous invocation) :
Marietta ! ’

SCENE 6

(The stage is suddenly darkened. Only Paul and the frame of
the portrait on the left remain lighted up. From out of the frame
Steps the figure of Marie, dressed as in the picture, with scarf
and lute; a phantasm of his conscience and disordered nerves. She
glides towards Paul, who, hypnotized by the apparition, rises, star-
ing at it with fxed eyes, but without moving from his place).

MARIE
Paul . . . Paul .
PAUL
Ah, Marie—you are here—I knew it—
MARIE
Are°you quite sure that you are true to me?
PAUL

I am true to you.
You’ve never vanished from this room.

MARIE

Ah, that is why I never took

My hair with me,

When I was torn away,

But left the golden tresses that you lov’d.
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Paul
) weifs, id) weif . . .

Marie
Mein Haar ftirbt nidt, ed wadt in deinem Haus.
Unfjere Qiebe war, ift und wird jein.

PBanl

Du bijt bei mir, bift3 immer, ewig.
Bift es in diefer toten Stadt,

Du tonft aud ihren Gloden,
Steigft aus ihren Waffern . .

Marie

Und dod) wirft du vergeifen,
MWad neben dir nidht lebt und atmet.

Paul
(angftboll)
Die Andere — nur did) feh id) in ihr.
Marie
Da id) dir fidhtbar, liebft dbu mid).
Paunl
) lieb nur did). Sag, dak du mir vergibit.
Mavie :
Dulieb ft mid) dod) .
Unfere Qiebe war, ift unb mtrb fein .

Banl
(efftatifd, tvie bon einer furdjtbaren RLaft befreit)
Unfere Qiebe toar, ift und wird fein . . .
Marie
(beginnt bem duntlen Qinter%t_:unpe) suguidyreiten, in Nebelfdleier
inein

Paul
(ba fie ihm ent{divindet, bon einer neuen myjteridfen Angjt crfai;t)
Geliebte, warum feh id) did) nidht mehr?
Warum ift mirs, al8 fonnt idhs nidt?
Marie
(aus ben Nebenjdleiern)

i)td) fakt das Seben, lodt die Andere —
Sdau und erfenne ,

(veridhtvindet gana)



PAUL
Tknoow . ... ITknow .. ..
MARIE

My hair will never die, but will keep watch
Where our love was, is and will be.

PAUL

You are with me, always and ever.
With me in this deserted town.

I hear you in its chimes,

T see you in its waters . . . . .

And yet you will forget her
Who does not live and breathe beside you.

PAUL
(In anguish)
That other one—'tis you I see in her.

MARIE
When you can see me, you love me.
PAUL
I love you only. Say I am forgiven.
MARIE
You do loveme . . . .
And our love was, is and willbe . . . . . .
PAUL

(In exaltation, as if delivered from a terrible oppression)
And our love was, is and will be . . . .

MARIE
(Begins to move toward the dark background into the shadozs)

PAUL
(As she disappears from him, seized by a fresh mysterious fear)
Belov'd, why do you vanish from my sight?
Why can’t I see you any more?
MARIE
(From the shadows)

'Tis life that holds you, the other woman tempts you—
Look and acknowledge . . . .

(Disappears entirely)
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(Paul fintt auf einen Stubl guriid, vifiondr die Arme erhoben. Seine
erregte Phantafle fpiegelt um ihn eine neue Crideinung vor. Der
Hintergrund erhellt fidh; man fieht ploglidh an Stelle nge n8 Ma-
rietta auf dbem Theater in mwallendem [)antafietoijtﬁm praditig ge-
fdymildt, verfiijrertidy lodend tangen. Dagu orgiajtijde Cangrythmen)

Raul
(mit einer leibenfdaftliden Gejte, ald ob er auf fie suwollite”

Marietta!
(Der Borhang fallt)
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(Paul sinks back on to a chair, his arms raised in a visionary
ottitude. His excited imagination congures up another apparition.
The background grows light and suddenly in place of Marie, Marietta
is seen in the theatre, in gorgeous and fanfastic dancing attire,
dancing full of seductive allurement to voluptuous dance-strains).

PAUL :
" (With a passionate gesture, as if to rush to her)
Mariettal
(The curtains falls)
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Jweites Bild.

(Der Borhang Yebt fid): Die Szene tft sunddft bon bidten Sdleiern
verhiillt, in weldjen im Borbergrunde Vaul in der ndmliden Stellung
wie am Sdlup bes 1. Bilbes beleudyiet, fidhtbar wird. Dazu Hort
man Binter der Saene die Exfdeinung ded3 Mariens ilhre lebten Worte
~Odau und erfenne . . .“ wiedberholen. Das Bild verblaft allmih-
li) und verfdivindet vollis. RNad einem Jijdenipiel, weldes die
Gtimmungen tviedergibt, bie das tote Briigge im Gemiite Pauls wedt,
Beben fid) langfam bdie Sdleier; aus dem Dunlel, aus nebligen Um-
tiflen wird folgender Sdauplap fidhtbar: Ein dder, einfamer Kai in
Briigge, fpdat ubends. Parallel mit der Rampe ein Nanalarm, fiber
ben im Bogen eine niedrige Briide fiihrt. Hinter Waffer und Briide
ift basd anbere Ufer bed Nai3 au fefen, auf weldem alte, fiir
!fitﬁgge d;m:a!terifitiid)c @&u{et,abaiunntet mﬁ altesd Rlnfte:ﬁ@mit fdymg’
lidem Gemduer und freuaiveife vergitterten Fenftern Hingiehn. JIn
ber Mitte des bdiiftern Gebiudes ein Glodenturm mit Mhr, deren gro-
fies Bifferblatt gunddft undeutlidy bleibt. Unierhalb diefer Whr atvei
Oeffnungen im Turm, durd) die {piter die Figuren des Uhrwer!s Her-
vorfommen und ivieder berfidvinden. Wuf dem vorderen Ufer lints
dad bereingelt ftehende Haus, in bem Marietta toohnt; die Tiire ge-
{dloffen. Banfe und brennende Glaslaternen. Reditsd alte BVaume,
Binter denen ber Weg aur Kirdje au benfen ift. Bedbedter Himmel;
abtvedjfelnd Mondidein und Yerbitlider Nebel. Glodengeliute, dad

fdon vorher, bebor das Bild deutlidh) wurbe, eingefept hat.)
CGrfte S3emne.
Raul

in einen Mantel gebiillt, ben Nragen empor en, ut in ber
( Stirn. unmbigegot dem bauiegma?}asgcabszg unhbe:bfebenb)
RWas ward aus mir?
Jbr Haus umidleid id,

Gequdlt bon Sehnjudt, Angit und Reu —
MWas ward qaus mir?

(neues Glodengelidute)

Berftumme, dumpfer Glodendor —
Sdypoarp ftitrat der Slang fid) in die Nadyt.
Shr Gloden toeintet, al8 man fie begrub —
Nun mahnt ihr mein Gewiffen.
O fpredit mid) lo8, ihr Beidtiger aus Er3!
N fofte bittre Freubden,
Graufam awiefpdltge LQuit.
(blidt 3u den Fenjtern Matriettad empor und {Hridt sujammen”

War dasd fein LQidht —
Cin doppelt Sdattenbild —7?
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SECOND PICTURE

(The curtain rises: at first the stage is shrouded in thick gausges,
fram which, in the foreground, the figure of Paul, in exactly the
same position as at the end of Picture 1, becomes visible. At the
same time the phantasm of Marie is heard behind the scemes re-
peating her last words: “Look and acknowledge” Gradually the
pictwre fades atvay and vamishes. After an interlude which repro-
duces the impressions awakened by the dead city of Bruges in
Paul's mind, the gauses slowly disperse and, out of the darkness,
in shadowy owtlines, the following scene gradually emerges: A
bleak, deserted gquay in Bruges, late in the evening. Parallel with
the footlights, a bramch of the canal crossed by a low, arched
bridge. Behind the canal and bridge, the other bank of the quay
becomes visible, skirted by a row of characteristic old houses and
an old convent with dark walls and iron-barred windows. In the
centre of this gloomy building is a belfry with a clock, the big
dial of which remains indistinct for the present. Beneath this clock
are two apertures in the tower, through which, later on, the clock-
work figures emerge and vanish again. On the fromt bank L.
stands the solitary house in which Marieita lives; the door is locked.
Benches and lighted gas-lamps. On the R. old trees, behind which
the path is meant to lead to the church. A clouded sky; moonlight
alternating with autumn mists. Chimes have begun to peal before
the picture becomes quite distinct).

SCENE 1
PAUL ‘

(Wrapped im his clogk, with turned-up collar, and hat over his
eyes, walking up and down restlessly in front of ‘Marietta’s house).
What have I come to?

Prowling round her house.
Tortured by longing, fear, repentance;
What have I come to?

(Renewed chimes)
Be silent, hollow choir of bells,
Harsh sounds that echo through the night!
Ye wept when we stood by her grave—
Now ye reprove my conscience.
Deliver me, ye bronze confessors!
Bitter the pleasures I am tasting;
Grimly two-sided joys.

(Looks up at Marietta’s window and starts)
Was not that a light?—
A double shadow there?



. L (bumpf)

Gtets fitedyt ids,

Umfang id) felbjt fie nidyt

In diefem PHaus.

Sie fehlte im Lheater.

Seh idy jie nidyt,

Fabt Sehnjudt inid) nady ihr —

Hud fie gu fehen, Gange idy nidt minder —
: (neuerlidied Glodengeldute)

Da hebt e wieder an, dad Glodenlied,

Und bohrt fid) tief in8 PHers.

O fpredt mid) lo8, ihr Beidtiger aus €r3!

(Wolfen Haben ben Mond verhiillt, ein Sturmivind fahrt durd bdie

Baume und {diittelt bie Blatter. Die Gasflammen in dben Laternen
’ fdanten Hin und Her)

Faht did) mit mir ein Sdhauer, miidbe Stadt?

€3 ftohnen deine alten Biaume,

Des Wajfers Seufzer bredjen fid)

An den jahrhundertalten Sradyten,

Sefpenftig raunft du Unpeil —!

Gine ©dar von Beghinen betvegt fid) ingwifden aus dem Pinters
énmbe iibd:grbie %tﬁég?:}ne atoei m?; Jt'gél ‘;eaotbi;g, mit {id Ioin Ots
mig baujdjender Getvandung, langjam, wie gefpenitijd, unbeutlid in
ben Sonturen, den BVaumen zu, um Yinter benfelben den Weg zur

Rirde 3u nehmen)
O Briigge, fromme Stadt!
€inft war id) eind mit deiner Reujdhheit,
So tvie du eind mit meiner Toten warft.
Nun trag id) Unraft des Begehrens
3n die Berfunfenheit und Stille deiner Nadyt.

(Dem Buge ber Beghinen, ber in den Kuliffen reditd veridivindet,
folgt al3 Tete Brigitta mit einer Beghinenhaube ald Novize)
Raul
(erfennt fie und Hhalt fie an)

Brigitta
(janft abtoehrend)

Brigittal

& geh gur Kirde
Mit meinen Klofterfrauen.
Panl

Dap toir uns trennen mupten!
Brigitta
) floh die Siinde, blieb der Toten freu —
Panl
Hudy idy verriet fie nidt —
Trof jener Frau —



(In hollow tones)
My constant dread
Unless she’s in my arms
Inside this house,

She was not at the theatre . . . . . .
When she’s away

My longing drives me to her,

And yet to see her, fills me with terror also.
(Renewed peals)

Ah, there it starts again, the song of bells,

And bores into my heart.

Deliver me, ye bronze confessors!

(Clouds have concealed the moom, @ stormwind shakes the leat
off the trees. The gas jets in the lamps flicker)

Are you too seized with horror, weary town?
Your venerable trees are groaning.

Your waters as they break are moaning
Against their ancient timeworn banks.
Ghostlike you breathe disaster!

(In the meantime, a group of nuns proceeds from the back-
ground across the bridge. Slowly they walk in couples, their
bell-shaped garments weird and indistinct in outline, towards the
trees, to take the path to the church).

O Bruges, thou pious town!

Once thou and I were one in purity,
As thou wert one with my dear dead.
But now the unrest of my passions
Is sullying the quiet of thy night.

(The rear of the procession of mnuns as it disappears in the
wings on the R. is brought up by Brigitta in the coif of a novice).

PAUL
(Recognizes and detains her)
Brigitta !
BRIGITTA
(Gently warding him off)

To church I'm going
With my convent sisters.

PAUL
To think I had to lose you!

BRIGITTA
1 fled from sin; was faithful to my dead—

. PAUL
But I am faithful too—

In spite of all—



Brigitta
Mein {@lidter Sinn verfteht dasd nidt.
(mitleidig)
Sie leiden fdiver, id) weif . . .
X&) will fiir Yhre Seele beten.
(langfam ab)

Ranl
Die alte treue Magd —
Ad, daB id) fie verlor!

Buweite Szence
(€ine @eftalt hat fih dbem Haufe Mariettas gendbert: Frant im
Mantel, be . Das n&e Leibe; it
Dranoenbes, bifieses Raiiict oiclfad in Sebhmprten Tt geputiech)
Panl.
(ftellt fid) ihm entgegen)

TWobin!?
(ber Mond ift aud den Wolfen getreten)
Banl
(erlennt Franf)

Franf — du —?
Frant

Du warteft hier auf fie.

_ ‘ Raul

X wart auf fie mit Sdhmers und Sdam —
Feant

QaB ab bon ihr!
Paul

Jdy fann nidt mebr.
Mid) 3oa8 gur Seele meiner Toten
Und id) verfiel dem Reib der Lebenbden.

Frant
(brohend)
Qaf ab von ihr!
Ranl.
(betreten)
Wie feltjam du das jagit!
Frant

(bringend, feine Ervegung berratend)
Du paffeft nidt su ibhr, _
Du, der du wijden Tod und Qeben teilft.
Sie will die b oIl e Liebe und da8 v ol [ e Qeben,
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BRIGITTA
My simple mind can’t understand.
(Compassionately)
You’re suffering, I know. . . . .

- I'll pray for your tormented soul.

(Exit slowly)

PAUL
Devoted, faithful soul—

Ah, lost to me as well!

SCENE 2
(A figure has approached Marietta’s house; it is Frank, wrapt '
in & cloak with turned-up collar. The following is a passionately

tense, gloomy, nocturnal episode, for the most part whispered in
subdued tones).

PAUL
(Confronts him)

Whither?
(The moon has emerged from the clouds)

PAUL
(Recognigzes Frank)
Frank—you?—
FRANK
You're waiting for her here—

PAUL
1 wait for her in pain and shame.

FRANK
Go, let her be!

PAUL
It is too late.

Drawn by my love’s departed spirit,
1 fell a victim to a living body.
FRANK
(Threatening)
Go, let her be!
PAUL
(Dismayed)
How strangely you say that!
FRANK
(Insistently, betraying his agitation)
You have no right to her.

You who can vacillate twixt dead and living.
She needs a man’s whole love and all the wealth of life
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Das fie durd) alle Fenfter ihres Rorpers
Und ihrer Seele ftromen laft!

Panl
Des fiindgen Rorpers und der fiindgen Seele!

Frant
Und dod) — weil fie jo
®ang Heifes [eben ift,
Sm LQaden ihrer Sdonbeit,
Crhohet jie dad Qeben.
‘©o toie ir nur im Traume fliegen,
Sliegt fie mit wadjem Sinn
Bmwingt uns ald Pierrotd zu ihren Jiigen,
Und Colombine tanst
Und ladht bie Siinde weg,
Beraufdht im Raujd) uns . . .

Paunl
(befrembdet unterbredhend)
Und — Hat aud) did) beraujdht —1?

Frant
Laf ab von ihr!
®eh heim —— zu deiner Toten!

Panl
(erregt)
Jd) warte hier auf fie —
grant
Dudarfit es nidt —
Panl
S darf es nidht?
Und warum nidt?
Frant
Weil — yeil . . . id) ihrer harre!
Panl
(beftiirat)
Wie — du —7?
Frant

(mit biifterer Reidenjdhaft)
Hud) i) bin ihr verfallen —
Und wenn fie did) betriigt —
So jei8 mit mir !
Paul.
Was fagit du dal?
4



Which radiates from every open window
Of her fair body and her soul!

PAUL
Her sinful body and her sinful soul!

FRANK
And yet—because she is

So full of throbbing life,

The laughter of her beauty

Exalts her whole existence—

" Thus as we only fly when dreaming,

She flies in actual life,

Drives us like Pierrots at her feet to grovel,
While Columbine doth dance

And laughs the sin away,

Bewitching us with—

PAUL
(Interrupting him in surprise)
And—has bewitched you too!

FRANK
Go—let her be!
Go home—go to your dead!
PAUL
(Excitedly)
I'm waiting for her here—
FRANK
You dare not—
PAUL
1 dare not?
And why, I ask?
FRANK
Because . . . . I'm waiting for her!
PAUL
(Aghast)
What—you?
FRANK

(With gloomy passion)

I also am her victim—
And if she plays you false—
Then let it be with me!
PAUL

What'’s that you say?




Frant

Raum mir den Plag, Unfeliger!
Bort — fiehjt du nidt?

(3eigt ihm ben Sdliifiel)
Den Sdlitfjel gab fie mir —

Raxnl
er den Sdliiffel!
(entreifit ihm mit Getwalt den Sdliifjel)
Frant

(taumelt guriid)
I bin dein Freund nidt mehr —
(wantt ab)

Deritte Szene

(Man bort die fid) in BVoten ladjend und fingend ndhernde Tiinger-
gﬂ)ellid)aft. Paul berbirgt jid) hinter den Baumen tecbéé. Der nadht
lidge Otmmel hat {id) aufgehettert; Mondidein, Ein Boot, mit Lam-

iond beleudytet, fahrt dburd) ben Kanal. JYm Boote: Biftorin, der

egiffeur, § rip, der Pierrot, nod) im Koftiim und mit feiner Laute
bon der %oﬂtelhmg Per, Cucienneund Juliette, die Tangerin-
nen, in Wbendmanteln ilber dem Ballerie g:i'un, Graf Alberxt.
Bioei teitere BVoote mit WMitgliedern dber Xanagefelidaft fommen
nad). Die bdiefen Booten Enijtiegenen bleiben im Hintergrunde. —
Die gange Szene traumhaft toie die vorigen, ftilifiert burleft. Bald
ftreng rothmifierte Beivegung, bald Critarren gu Vildhaftigleit. Rei-
der bunter Wedhfel in Stellung und Gruppierung. Spiele desd Lidhts)

Nlle

(nod) im Boote, iibermiitig)
Sdaume, jddaume
Tolles Tinzerblut.
Aller Sdyranten ledig —
Krdume, fraume
Didy auf nadtger Wafferflut
Nad) Benedig.

(Das Voot hat angelegt. BWictorin {pringt ald Eriter Heraus, die
anberen folgen)

: . Bictorin
Und died die Piagzetta,
Wo {ie wohnt, Marietta.
Graf
Famoje Mife-en-fcene!l
$Hody Bictorin!
Bictorin

Und Hody der graflide Micen!
(bie anderen fallen ein)
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FRANK
Give way to me, unhappy man!
Go—don’t you see?
(Shows him the key)
This key she gave me—

PAUL
Let me have it!

(Snatches it from him violently)

FRANK
(Staggers back)
1 am your friend no longer—
(Staggers off)

SCENE 3

(The party of dancers is heard singing and laughing as they
approach in boats. Paul conceals himself behind the trees on the
R. The moon is shining and the sky is lighter.

A boat, illuminated with paper lanterns, passes through the canal
In the boat are Viktorim, the stage manager; Frits, the Pierrot,
still in his stage costume with his lute; Lucienne and Juliette, the
dancers, with opera cloaks over their ballerina dresses; and Count
Albert. Two more boatsful of members of the ballet follow.
IVhen the latter have landed they remain in the background. The
whole sceme as dreamlike as the preceding omes—studiedly bur-
lesque. Strong rhythmic movement agltermating with the rigidity
of statuary. Rich, highly coloured variety in postures and group-
ing. Lighting effects).

' -ALL

(Still in the boat, in rollicking spirits)
Gladly, madly,
Do we drift down stream.
All convention flouting!
Floating, boating,
Quite Venetian, so we dream,
Is our outing!
(The boat has reached the bank. Viktorin is the first to land—
the others follow)

VIKTORIN
This is the Piazetta

Where she lives—Marfetta.
THE COUNT
A splendid mise en scéne!—
Three cheers for Viktorin! )
VIKTORIN
And three cheers for our princely patron!
(The others join in) ‘
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Luciensne
Bedenfet — Briigge — Fein Gejdrei!
Die Polizei —

Juliette

Die betet —
Die Kunit ijt freil

Alle

Die Kunft — pit pit —

(bampfen fid) felber au leifem Ton)

tit freil -
Bictorin
(¥rm in Arm mit den Grafen)
Bei Feft und Tang
Obne {ie fein Glang,
Die Gottlide,
Unerjdttlide,
Smmer Bergniigte,
Befiegend-Befiegte,
-Mit allen Phrynen
Und Kolombinen
Und Phyllis
Und Willis
Um die BWette
Bezaubernde Mariette.
Bris
at fid) an eine Qaterne gelehnt, Halb {Hrodrmeri a Ybit~

(Bat fic ironie, beggleget f?d) afx‘? ber me?' Y; th it Selbit-
O Mond, vernimm bdie traurige KLQitanei:
Mit wem brad) fie mir heute wohl die Treu?
Dasd Herz der Unbeftandigen
St nimmermebhr 3u banbdigen.

Lucienne und Juliette
(tangeln auf ihn zu)
Du guter, treuer Pierrot,
Feblt dir Gafton nidt irgendoo?

Sie und der Wohlgelenige,
Sie tretben arge Rinfe.
(Tadyen)

Bictorin
(bon ber anberen Seite fommend)
Stiren ir verliebte Spiele,
Sdeudien twir fie auf dem Pfithle.
Nad) der Wafferpromenade
Srommt die artge Serenabde.
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LUCIENNE
Be careful—Bruges—not so loud!

The police—
JULIETTE
Is at church—besides,
All art is free!
ALL

Yes, Art—hush, hush—
(Subdue their voices)
Is freel
VIKTORIN
(His arm in the Count’s)

Yet in every scene

Is not she our Queen?
Indefeasible,
Unappeasable,

Full of rapture

Born to conquer and capture—
She outrivals Phyllis;
Doth outshine Columbine
And Amaryllis!

Queen of the Piazetta
Enchanting Marietta !

FRITZ
(Leaning against o lamp-post; half sentimental, half tronical,
accompanies himself on the lute)

O moon, give heed unto my plaint and say:
With whom can she have played me false to-day?
The heart of this inconstant soul

Is getting quite beyond control.

LUCIENNE AND JULIETTE
(Trip up to him)
Poor faithful Pierrot, tell us this:
Is it not Gaston whom you miss?

She and that Gaston supple,
Are they not a madcap couple!

(They laugh)

VIKTORIN
(Coming from the other side)

Let us then be up and doing,

Stop their billing and their cooing;
It s time this spot were raided,
They shall now be serenaded.



(alle begleiten fid mnf ben Gtioden ober &Iﬁtmen — @rit auf der
Laute — zum Standdjen)
$ore, du Reigende,
Gilbernen Qautenflang —
Deine Getreuen,
Die alten und neuen,
Sdmadjten {Gon lang!
Fithrit dod) den Reigen
Bei tollem Geniefen —
Pore den Sang!
Somm did) gu zeigen,
Somm zu verfitgen,
Somm zu den Deinen,
Somm 3u gefallen,
RQaffe den Einen,
Sdente didy Allen!
Mavietta

(1ft wdfrend bed Gtanbd)ené rm in Arm mit Gafton, bon riidmwaris
fommenbd, auf ber Briide im Riiden der Singendben eridnenen und Hat

Bier frohlidy augehirt)
Jd fomm gu den Meinen,
X fomm zu gefallen,
RQaffe den Einen,
Sdjente mid) Alen!
(ladht faut auf)
Alle

(tvenbden fid iibérmid’)t um und begriiBen jubelnd die unter fie
Tretende)
Mariettal Hodh! .
Lucienne

BWo warft du, Marietta?
Marietta
$at heute Feine Quit su proben —
Bing mit Gafton aufs Land. .
Juliette
Und er, dein Freund, der Diijterling —?
Marietta
Bin durdgebrannt.
Man will dod) einmal atmen.
(ladjelt Gafton bedeutjam an)
Bictorin
(ftellt bor)

$err Graf Albert, ein Freund ‘ -
+ Der Sunjt ausd Briiffel. :
Qud und ju Wein und ledrer @'d)uﬁel
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(They all accompany the seremade on sticks and sunshades—
and Fritz on the lute)

Hearken, thou charmer,
To the lute’s silvery strain,
Round you we hover
Each man your lover,
Pining in vain!
Hark to our pleading,
Thou should’st be leading
Our merry refrain!
Thee we are needing
Our hearts lie bleeding,
Come back to please us,
Come back to tease us,
One man will bore you—
We all adore you!
MARIETTA
(During the seremade she has come from the back, and now ap-
pears on the bridge behind the singers, her arm in Gaston’s, and
listening merrily)
I'll come to please you,
Pll come to teaze you,
One man might bore me—
You all adore me!

(Bursts out laughing)

ALL
(Turn round in surprise amd welcome her in the midst with
effusion)
Marietta! Hurrah!
LUCIENNE
Where were you, Marietta?
MARIETTA
Not in the humour for rehearsing—
Gaston and I slipped off.
JULIETTE

And what about your gloomy friend?

MARIETTA
I ran away!

One must be let off sometimes.
(Smiles meaningly at Gaston)
VIKTORIN
(Introducing)

Count Albert—a visitor from Brussels—
Patron of Arts and fond of pleasure,
Expects you all to supper, at your leisure.
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Marietta
Sdyon, feiner Sraf!
Was fannft du fonjt nody?

Graf
] Qieben!

Marietta
Brav fo. WMad)s nur redt toll!
®ibts Selt?

Wollt ihr bet mir gededt?
Dod) nein — hier draugen — das ift neul

Graf
Die Sunft ift freil
(Marietta blidt ihm ladelnd in die Augen. Gafton mit einer gro-
teffen Pirouette auf Qucienne und Juliette gu, die fid) in thn einhdn-
gen und an ihn {dHmiegen)

Lucienne: und Juliette
(3u Gafton)
Sdon fingt fie ihn mit einem Blid.
Kehrit du gu und uritd?

(Fris, der Pierrot, hat einen Korb mit Selt und Glifern aud dem
Boote geholt und fd)ma&)tet Narietta feufzend an. Bictorin fdentt
ein, verteilt die Gldfer ——Ba[fféé lit.l;)ttallmbaft rafder Sprungs
aftiglei

Marietta
(fpringt auf bdie Banf)
Sdad) Briigge!
Und Sdad) der dumpfen LQiige!
(alle mwiedberfholen)
Und nun PWujit!
Cin nidt zu Heiter, nidt gu traurig Stiid.
Mufit, die wie im Tanz fid) wiegt,
Sanft lodend durd) die Mondnadt fliegt,
®Gang leife rithret und verfithret.
(fpringt von ber Bant und fdhlagt Pierrot auf dbie Sdulter)
Pierrot auf! Du triffit ed fein!
€in Deutider bift du, bift vom Rbpein!
Brig
(berneigt fid) tief)
Da 3hr befehlet, Konigin,
Fitgt gern fid) Pierrotd freuer Sinn.
(Gingt. Die anbern phantaftiid) um ihn gruppiert, sumeift vorge-

beugten Qauptes, ftarr die Augen auf ihn geridtet. 1nbetveglidh twie
im Lraum)




MARIETTA
‘Thanks, little Count!

What else can you do?
COUNT

Make love!

MARIETTA
That’s right. Lay it on strong!
Any champagne going?
Will you sup in my rooms?
No—out here, much more fun.

COUNT
Art is freel :

(Marietta looks into his eyes, smiling. Gaston pirouettes gro-
tesquely up to Lucienne and Juliette, each of whom takes an arm
and sidles up to him).

LUCIENNE AND JULIETTE
(To Gaston)

She’s caught the stranger with her smile,
Won't you come back to us meanwhile?

(Frits, the Pierrot, has produced a hamper with champagne and
glasses from the boat, and is casting languishing glances at Marietta.
Viktorin pours out the wine, hands round the glasses—all in the
swift spasmodic movements of a dream).

MARIETTA

(Jumps onto a bench)
A fig for Bruges!
And hollow subterfuge!

(All repeat it)

And now some music!
But not too merry nor too sad a tune—
A strain, as when in dainty dance,
Elves frolic 'neath the Summer-moon,
A measure smiling and beguiling,
(Jumps down from the bench and taps Pierrot on the shoulder)
Pierrot, wake up! The task is thine!
A German art thou, from the Rhine!

FRITZ
(Bows low)

My gracious queen, it shall be as you say,
Your faithful Pierrot gladly will obey.

(He sings. The rest are grouped phantastically round him, most
of them with heads thrusi forward and eyes staring at him.
Motionless as in a dream).
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Mein Sehnen, mein Waibhnen,

€8 traumt fid auriid.

Jm Tange gewann idy,

Berlor id) mein Gliid,

Jm Tange am Rbeine,

Bei Mondenfdjeine,

@eftand mir aus Blauaug

€in inniger Blid,

Gejtand mirs ihr bittendes Wort:
© bleibe, 0 geh mir nidt fort,
Bewahre der Heimat

GHIl blithendes Gliid —

Mein Sehnen, mein Wihnen,

€8 traumt fid) guriid . . .

Bauber der Ferne

Warf in die Seele

Segenden Brand,

Bauber des Tanges

Lodte, ward Komddiant.

Folgt ibr, der Wunbderfitgen,
Lernt unter Trdnen fiifjen.
Raujd) und Not — und Wahn und Gliid:
Ad), das ijt Gautlers Gejdid . . .

(finft Marietta au Fiigen)

Marvietta
Brav, guter Pierrot,
Du darfit mid) FHiffen.

(bietet ihm die Wange, die Pierrot lange Hift)
Dir Bictorin die Hand —
(reidit ifm fie gum RKuffe, bie Victorin ergreift und lange Hift)
gilr Sie, Yerr Graf, die andere —
(Graf wie Bictorin)
~ Marietta
(mit Genugtuung)
BWenn id) winte, wie fie paden!
Gafton
(mit dbem Sprunge ded RKroteftidngers su Marietta Hin)

Marietta

Unbd wasd dir bleibt? — Der Naden — —
(Gafton Hift fie in den Naden)
it b inige A blide in diefer Pofe. Dazu
gl £§§‘z‘f“w§§?:‘?’;§a§‘3;%igt‘; ) in%&m, :’m fid biaper
3 Tujtv iebfofungen Bingegeben, mit ein

eidjlofjenen Tuge nbtﬁta!esetn @ebarbe I%B)
Krollt eud), Faunel
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I'm yearning, I'm sighing,
I'm dreaming in vain,
Of how I won heaven
And lost it again:
'Twas during the dance,—
Two souls entranc’d,—
A whispered confession—
A suppliant glance—
Her voice murmur’d close to my heart:
“O tell me we never need part,
“And true to your Rhineland for ever remain!”
I'm yearning, I'm sighing
And dreaming in vain . . . .
Tempted by travel, I left my native town;
Lured by her dancing, I joined her troupe asclown . . ... .
Caught in Marietta’s tresses,
Learnt to love mid tears and kisses . . . . . .
Wealth and want,
Love and hate,
That is poor Pierrot’s fate!
(Sinks down at Marietta’s feet)

' MARIETTA
Well done, my Pierrot,
Now you may kiss me.

(Offers him her cheek on which he imprints a long kiss)
Here Viktorin, my hand for you—
(Offers him her hand—he seizes it and imprints a long kiss on it)

For you, Sir Count, the other one.
(Count as Viktorin)

MARIETTA
(With self-satisfaction)
How they come running, at my slightest sign!

GASTON
(Bounding up to her in grotesque manner)
What's left for you? My neck, sir!
(Gaston kisses her neck)

(AUl five of them remain in this pose for a few moments. Soft
languorous music. Then ‘Marietta, who has hitherto been emjoying
the embraces with closed eyes, suddenly wrenches herself free with
o rough gesture).

Enough, you young devils— L T o



RNun bin id redit in Laune.

Quft quillt aus mir,

Braujt wild in mir!

BWill tangen — ftaunt Bagage! —

Will tanzen ohne Gage.

X fehlte bei der Prob heut als8 Helene —
So mad) id) in ,Robert der Teufel”

X ept meine Saene.

Bictorin
€in toller Einfall, den idy Iobe!
X halte mit!

Das Klofter, die Beleudtung pafjen.

Frig
@ hol das Segeltud) al8 Totenlatfen.
(lauft au Boot)
Bictorin
(3u Gafton)
Du bijt Robert!
Lucienne und JInliette
Wir find die aufervedten Nonnen —
(tverfen bie Manteln ab)

Bictorin
Und lodt mit Grazie zu Erdentwonnen.
Bri
(auciidgelehrt)
ier das Segeltudy!
Marietta

(geigt auf einen ber Baume)
Dort hangt der Jauberziveig.
(Frib Hat bas Segeltud) Marietta umgehangt)

Bictorin
Und diefe Bant hier fei der Sarfophag!

Marietta

(indem fie fi® auf dbie Bant legt)

$elene ftredt fid) drauf ald Qeide —

[Bictorin
Und pieife id) bad Stidywort der Mujif,
Crivad)jt du aus dem Todesdidlaf.
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Now I feel in the mood for revels!

Inspir’d, I feel

My senses reel!

Dancing you shall see and miming,

Dancing far beyond your dreaming,

And as I cut to-day’s rehearsal,

I'll give you my scene now

From “Robert the Devil”
VIKTORIN

A mad, delightful inspiration!

I'll do my part!

The convent and the lights are perfect.

FRITZ

I'll use the sail-sheet as a shroud. 4

(Runs to the boat)

. VIKTORIN

(To Gaston)
You must be Robert!

LUCIENNE AND JULIETTE
We'll be the nuns—the resurrected—
(Throw off their cloaks)

VIKTORIN
Who bring temptations unexpected.
FRITZ
(Returning)
Here is the sail!
MARIETTA

(Pointing to a tree)
There hangs the magic branch.
(Fritz has hung the sail round her shoulders)
VIKTORIN
And let this bench be the sarcophagus—
MARIETTA
(Lying down on the bench)
Upon it Helen’s corpse lies stark—
VIKTORIN

And when I give the cue beneath my breath,
You must awaken from the sleep of death.
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Matictta
(fidh ein tvenig aufridtend und auf dben Arm ftilend)
Berfithr al8 auferftandne To:
Robert, da8 Sdaf. . g
(febt fid nody einmal auf, mit bamonijdem Ausdrud)
@ wills nidt fehlen Iaffen! Kos!

(Aus ber Sirdje, in der der Gotiesdienft beendet ift, fallt bon fern bie

Orgel ein. Die Veghinen ttfg)eimn in gefpenitifd lautlofem Bug

toie borfer und nehmen im Riiden der Imn%t nden Perfonen, tvie der
Borginge nidt adjtend, dben Rildiveg ilber die Briide gum NKlofter)

Bictorin
(pfeift bad Wufivedungdmotive aud ,Robert der Teufel”)
. Marietta
(exhebt fid) lanfam bon ihrem Lager, mit @egéeunb Mimi¥ einer aum

Leben ertvaditen Koten, und fdreitet mit nben, berfiihrerijden
Betvegungen auf Gafton zu)

(Im Nofter find ploplidh mit einem Sclage die Fenfter belerichtet.

gn ben Fenftern cr{cb?tlnm ﬁeg%tunm itt@tct?ei m % algd un-

etveglid) ftarrenbe Jeugen ber Ereigniffe. Dasd erleudytete Jifferblatt

ber Ubhr %lccthgt Mitternadt. Die ;ﬁ:(‘;odicbcn Figuren ded Ubrtverls

betvegen aud bder einen Oeffmung Heraud in die anbere Ginein.
Dagu fiiemijder Wollengug am Slmmd. Aufge: 8 Gloden-
getitmmel. m £:Pt toijdien den n Paul, d einen ber-
eingelten Qidjtftrahl beleudjtet, ftarren Blided bdaftehend)
Paunl
(ftiirat Hinter den Baumen Hervor)
Halt einl . . .
Marietta

(bie fid nidt ftoren lakt)
D u biftd] — Kommit grade redht!
Du bift der ridtige Robert —

(beginnt ihn damonifd-berfithrerijd au umiangen)
Panl

(fafit mit eifernem Griff Marietta bei ber Hand, fie um Stilljtehen
givingend und ihr ing Gefidht jdHreiend)

Dul — Dul Du eine auferftandene Tote ? Nie!l

(reifit ibr das Qafen bom [Qeibe. Die Beghinen und Erfdeinungen
find veridwunden, das Klofter duntel)

Marietta
Narr!
Gafton
(pringt mit einem groteffen Tdngerfprung bon ber einen Seite Hingu)
Bictorin

Buriid von ihrl
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MARIETTA
(Raising herself slightly on one arm)
And, risen from the dead, seduce
Robert, that ass.
(Sits up once again; with demoniacal expression)

I won’t omit a detail! Right!

(From the church, in which the service is now ended, the organ
peals out. The nuns appear as before in a ghost-like, silent pro-

cession. At the back of the actors, and unheeding of ' their actions,
they take their way back across the bridge to the convent).

VIKTORIN
(Whistles the awakening motive from “Robert the Devil”)

MARIETTA

(Rises slowly from her couch, impersonating in pantomime, a
dead woman come to life, and goes up to Gaston with seductive,
beguiling gestures).

(Suddenly, all the convent windows are lighted up, and nuns in
white night-attire appear in them, motionless staring witnesses of
the sceme. The illuminated clock-dial shows it to be midnight.
The allegorical clock-figures move out from ome aperture and into
the other. Stormy clouds obscure the sky. The bells peal tem-
pestuously. Between the irees, lighted by a single ray, Paul is seen
standing with staring eyes). ’

PAUL
(Rushes out from behind the trees)
Forbear!
MARIETTA
(Without allowing herself to be disturbed by him)

You, Paul! You're just in time!

The very man for Robert—

(Begins to dance round him in a fiendishly seductive manner)

PAUL
(Seizes her by the hand with iron grasp, forcing her to stand
still, and shouting into her face)
You! You! Arisen from the dead! Never!

(He tears the sail from her body. The nuns and apparitions have
vanished—the convent is dark)
MARIETTA
Fool!
GASTON
(Comes bounding forward from the side grotesquely)
VIKTORIN
Stand back from her!
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Frig
(bon der anderen Seite)
Buriid!

Graf
(Baul entgegen)
Die Hand bon diefer Dame!

Marietta

Qait nur, Bajazsi, lah e8, Grdflein, fein —
Mit dem twerd fertig id) allein.

Seht! Gebt nad) Haus!

Adieu, adieu!

Dag Feft ift aus.

(ba bie anderen mit Gebdarden remonitrieren)
Genug getollt. Ruh will der RKai.
(3um @®rafen mit Beziehung)
Perr Graf, es gibt ein Wiederfehn . . .

Graf
(tiift ihc die Hand)

(ba3 Gafjenliedden trillernd, entfernt fid) die Gejelljdhaft. Marietia
und Paul allein)

Bierte Szence

Marietta
(mit freder Rube)

Pu madyft mir eine Szene —?
Spitrft mir nad) —
Ranl

(Todbredjend)
Berlogen und perderbt bift du —
Wirfit zudtlos did) und jdamlos weq —
Nahmit mir fogar den Freund —
Du haltftd mit Franf!

Marietta
(tropig)
Das ift nidt wabhr!
Panl
Cr felbft geftand e§ — furz uvor.

Yier —
(9ebt ben Sdliiffel empor)
dies entrify id ihm!
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FRITZ

(From the other side)
Stand back!

COUNT
(Goes up to Paul)
Hands off this lady, sirrah.

MARIETTA

Thank you, good comrades, thank you, Count, let him be;
I'm not afraid—leave him to me.

Go! All go home!

Goodbye—goodbye.

The party’s over.

(As the others show remonstrance)
We've fooled enough. ’Tis time for rest.
(To the Count meaningly)
Goodnight, Count, till me meet again.

COUNT
(Kisses her hand)

(The company disperses, humming the street-somg. Marietta and
Paul alone)

SCENE 4

MARIETTA
(Calmly insolent)
You’ve come to make a scene?
Spy on me—
PAUL
(Unable to restrain himsclf)

Depraved and shameless that you are—
You give yourself to any man—

You even took my friend—
You go with Frank!

MARIETTA
(Defiantly)
That is not true!
PAUL
"Twas he confessed it—he himself—

See—
(Holds up key)

What I snatched from him!
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Marietta
(tviitend)
RNun — wenn dus weipt —
Was aibt dir Redyte iiber mid)?
& fu, was mir gefallt.
Panl
(gebt drohend auf fie [08)
Du — hiite didh!
Marietta
: (3udt H3hnijd bie Adfeln)
Du bift groteff!
Panl
(auBer fid))
Crniedrigt Haft du mid) mit deiner Niedrigleit,
Betrogen meinen Traum,
Marietta
(troden)
Dann geh — id) halt did) nidt.

Banl
(feiner faum madtig)

Und glaubit du, Elende, id) liebte didy?
Pein Fleild) begehrie id),
Dein tiffendes Liebfofen!
Nie, niemals liebt id) did) —
@ liebe eine Andere.
Marietta

Die jagte did) dody fort?
Wer bielt ed aus mit dir?

Banl
Sdyweig oder hor, was did) zeridmettert!
Berninun mein grauenvoll Geheimnis!
X titfte eine Tote nur in bdir,
QiebIoft in deinem Haar nur dHad der Andern --
Crlaufdt in deiner Stimme nur dieihre —
Fithlt, did) umarmend, nidts al8 ihre Haut,
Nur ihre Warme, i hren Duft.
RNur fie allein liebt id) —
In dir liebt id) nur meine T ote!

Marietta
(beifst fid auf die Lippen)
BVerdbammt — dad Bild — dein toted Liebdjen?
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MARIETTA
(Furiously)
Well—since you know—
What right have you to hinder me?
I'll do just what I please—

PAUL

(Goes up to her threateningly)
I dare you to!

MARIETTA
(Shrugs her shoulders mockingly)
You are absurd.
PAUL
(Beside himself)

You have degraded me by your vulgarity,
Cheated me of my dream—

MARIETTA

(Dryly)
Then go—I do not care—

PAUL

(Past all self-control)

D’you think, unhappy girl, ‘twas youx I loved?
It was your flesh that tempted me,
Your lightly given kisses!

No, you I never loved—
I love another woman—

MARIETTA"
She chucked you, did she not?
Who could put up with you?

PAUL
Silence, or hear what will dumbfound you,
And share the horror of my secret!
It was my dead love that I kiss’d in you;
When I caress’d your hair, it was the other’s;

Your voice I heard, but thought that she was speaking:

Embracing you, 'twas but her skin I felt,

Her warmth, her fragrance sweet.

"Twas she alone I lov’d—

In you I only loved my lost one—
MARIETTA
(Biting her lips)

O damn—the picture—your dead sweetheart?
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Pan!

BWags nidht — fprid) nidt von ihr!
'S war meine Gattin! Eine YHeilge!
Du gleid)jt betorend ihr,
Bift ihr unwiicdig Ebenbild!
Begreifit dbu nun, wad du mir warft?
€in Nidits, ein leerer Sdatten
Fiir meine ewig, heif Geliebte!
Wie Hhaffe, wie veradt id) did),
Die meinen edlen Sdymerz befledt,
Den reinen Wahn mir hat befdmupt!
J& bin gefuntfen, tief gefunfen!
Dod) nun Hhab id) mid) wieder,
Hab abgeredinet, bin befreit —
€rloft bin id! Wir awei find fertig!!
(bridht in lauted {dludjzen aus und finft auf die Bant Hin)
Wie ungliidlid) bin id!
(ber Mond tritt aus den Wolfen)
Marietta :
nabert fid ifm lauernd, ben Moment der mwade benitpend. Legt
(nafert fih 1 bie Hand janft auf Paulsd %%uﬁ?t) be ¢

Du leideft, Paul.

So wild du mid) befdimpfit —

Du dauerft mid). Was ift gejdehn?

Du iibertreibft. Man jtellt mir nad).

Jd feh nidt itbel aus, hab Hheiges Blut.
Bin jung — bin jung!

Sd bin vergniigt und liebe das Bergniigen.
Bin Tdngerin, gehor der Welt

Und braud) den Raufd) fitr meine Kunijt.
Was willft du denn? Du Undantbarer!
Hab idy nidt gliidlid) did) gemadt?
Sehore idy nidht dir —

Mein Leib, dep Duft didy fo beriidt,

Mein Haar, dad deine Hand durdyviihlt —

Baul.
(bertviret)
Ja, jal ... Der Duft, da3 Haar . . .
Marietta
(fih neben ihn fepend, {dhnell)
€in wenig liebft du mid) ja dod) —!
Panl
(fdtvady)
Nein, i) begehrte dih —
64




PAUL
Dare not to speak of her!
She was my wife! A saint!
You chance to be her living image,
Her most unworthy counterfeit!
D’you see now what you were to me?
Nothing—an empty shadow
In place of my eternal-loved one!
How I despise and hate you now
Who have defiled my noble grief
And soiled my pure and holy dream!
I have sunk low, sunk very low,
But now I am myself once more,
I am delivered and am free—
Redeemed at last! We two have finished!
(Bursts into loud sobs and sinks doum onto the bench)
Unhappy that I am!

(The moon emerges from the clouds)

MARIETTA
(Approaches him, furtively, taking odvantage of his momentary
weakness. She lays her hand gemtly on his showlder)
You're suff’ring, Paul.
However you insult me,
I pity you. What's all this fuss?
You magnify . . . I'm popular,
I have a pretty face and hot, young blood.
I'm young—I'm young!
A merry soul and fond of pleasure,
A dancer and I need the world
And need excitement for my art.
What do you want? Ungrateful fellow!
Have I not brought you happiness?
Given myself to you—
My arms, whose fragrance charmed you so—
My hair, your fingers would caress—

PAUL
(Confused)
Yes, yes! Your arms—your hair . . . .
MARIETTA
(Sitting down by his side, quickly)
You love me just a little, after all?

PAUL

(Weakly)
No, 1 desired you.
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Narietta

. (jdhmeidhelnd)
Und willjt mid) nun nidt mehr —?

Panl

. (verjtdrt)

Qafy mid)y — loB mid —
(tvie um fidh vor fid) felbft su entjdhuldigen)
Gntiveiht hab id) der Toten Redyt!
Hielt id) aud) fern did) ihrem Heim,
Marietta

Cntioeiht Hab id) fie jdon in dDeinem Haus.
Und mwas du gabit, wasd du gewahrt,
at graujam Holden Troum gerjtort.
Nidts ijt gerftort, nidts ift gefdehn.
Beliigit didh felbft.
Criehnten Troum, erfehnted Glid —
enoffet dud nidt fith und warm?
Gab i d) dirg nidht und feine andere?
Winft es dir weiter nidht in meinem Arm?
Du bift verdiiftert, armer Freund,

(auf bas Waffer tveifend)
Dem dwarzen BWaffer gleidyjt du hier,
Fitr das der bleide Mond foum jdeint.

(iym das beleudytete Gefidht zutvendend)

Dod) midy liebfoft der eie Strahl, *
Wie mir erft red)t die Sonne Hold.
Und feldbft fo reidy Dejdentt sum KLebendmahl,
Sdjent id) dir PMonbdesfilber, Sonnengold!
(mit allem Bauber der BVerfilhrung, umfakt ihn, {dmieqt fid) an ihn)
Sieh in8 Gefidht mir, da3 du fo geliebt —
Deiniftd! Und dein mein Aug,
Und dein zu heifer Stund
Der duritge, lujtgeidoellte Mund —

Paul
(ftohnend)
Dein Mund — dein Mund —

. Marietta
(auffpringend und ihn mitreifend) -
Hier, nimm und trinfel
Ran!
(fintt an ihre Bruft. Langer Kup)
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MARIETTA
(Coaxingly)
And don't you want me now—?

PAUL

(Troubled)
Leave me—leave me—

(As if to justify himself in his own eyes)

I have profaned my dead wife’s holy name!
Altho’ I would not take you to her home
Alas, I have been false to her in your’s;

And what you granted, what you gave

Has harshly wrecked my lovely dream.

MARIETTA .
Nothing is wrecked, nothing is lost.
You cheat yourself.
The long’d-for dream, the yearned-for bliss—
Did you not bask in them with me?
With me and with no other woman?
Have you no further longing for my arms?
You have grown morbid, my poor friend,

(Pointing to the water)
You're like the inky water here
That scarce reflects the pallid moon.
(Turning her illumined face towards him)

Yet on my face the white rays shine,

Just as the sunlight does my limbs enfold;

Myself so rich in all life’s gifts divine

I bring you moonbeam-silver, sunlight gold!

(With all the charm of seduction she throws her arms around him,
clings to him)

Look in my face, then, that you loved so once,

'Tis yours! And yours my eyes,—

And yours whene’er you will

My thirsty lips to drink your fill—

PAUL
(Moaning)
Your lips—your lips— .
MARIETTA
(Jumping up and drawing him along)
Come then and drink!
PAUL

(Falls on her bosom—a long kiss)
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Marietta
Willft du nod) fort bon mir,
Mid) opfern deiner Toten?
Paul
(an ihrer Bruft)
Betorend Weib,
Bin dir verfallen,
9n did) gefettet . . .
Unlogbar . . .
Gibit mir den Rauid) . . .
Marietta
Des Qebens und der Liebe Madht
Sie Palten did
An mid) gefettet - . .
Unls8bar . . .
Sdliirf voll den Tranf
Der Hhod)jten LQuit,
Den fitgen Rauld,
Bergelfenheit.
Ranl
(feiner nidht madtig)
Bertah mid) nidt — id) liebe didy . . .
Geh nidht bon mir!
Marietta
(9o aufgeridhtet, triumphierend)
So fprid):
Wen fiffeft dbu in mir? :
Ranl
Nue did), mrdid —!
Marietta
BWeh Haar liebfofeft du?
Ranl

Dad deine nur dad deine —!

Marietta

(bamonifd fliiftexrnd)
©o fomm — —

Panl
(il um Haufe Mariettas)
Bu bdir, ju dir!
‘ Marietta
(abiwehrend, mit groBter damonijdher Leidenidaft)
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MARIETTA

D’ you wish to leave me now?
To go back to your dead?

PAUL
You are a witch!
You have enslaved me,
Chained by your magic—
Past saving. .
You set my blood on fire . . . . .
MARIETTA

The pow’r of life, the pow’r of love
'Tis they that keep you

Chained to me,

Past saving.

Drink deep the draught

Of bliss. supreme,

The magic spell,

Oblivion.

PAUL
(No longer in control of himself)

O stay with me—I love you—

Go not from me!

MARIETTA
(Erect, triumphant)
Then say:
Whom do you kiss in me?
PAUL
You! only youl!
MARIETTA
Whose hair do you caress?
PAUL
Yours, only yours!
MARIETTA

(Whispering with almost devilish frenzy)

Then come—
PAUL
(Making for Marietta’s house)
In here, in here!
MARIETTA

(Refusing, with intense frenzied passion)
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Nein, nidt su mir!
Y will did) fortan ganz!
SmPaus der Toten fude id) did auf,
8u bannen dag Gefpenit fitr immer!
Nie wieder foll e8 fiegen —
S will gu die!
Bum erftenmal au dir!l
Pan!
(elitatifd, feiner md)t madjtig)
(gleigeitig)
ﬂBo!)m o willit —
&ib mir den Tranf,
Gib mir Bergeffenbeit,
Den fitgen Raujdy!

Marietta
So fomm —
Und trint Vergeffenbeit
Jm fitgen Raujd
Banl

(nimt fie um bden RQeib und jtirmt mit ihr iiber bie Briide ab)
(Der Borhang fillt rafd)
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No, not in here!
From now you’re wholly mine!
I'm coming to you in your dead wife’s house,
To banish that pale wraith for ever,
Never to rise again!
I'll come to you!
To you for the first time!
. PAUL
(Ecstatically, quite beside himself)
Where’er you will—
Give me the draught,
Give me oblivion,
The magic spell! (Together)

MARIETTA
Come then— '
And drink oblivion. :
The magic spell!

(Paul seizes her round the waist and dashes off across the bridge
with her)

(Curtain folls quickly)
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Drittes Bild.

(Dexr Borhang geht mit den erften Tatten ded Vor{pield auf und ggeigt

bie Biihne wieder mit Gﬁleiem in roter Vele be::gf: t. enn
fid) bie ©Sdjleiex Heben, e cl;ein;}e ber 6()!)4:119!«8 bes 1. Bilves. Fahler
orgen

Crite S3emne

(Die Tiire dffnet fid). Marietta erideint in weifem Morgengetvande

und berbarrt furge Beit regungalod auf ber oberjten Stufe. Dann

ftiizat fie mit wilder BVetegung vor dad Bild, dasd fo unverbiillt ift
toie gum Sd)luf des 1. Bilbes)

Mavietta
Did) fud) id), Bild!
Mit dir hab id) au reben!
(betradtet bad Portrait Mariens)

Sdon bijt dbu und gleidjt mix —

Gag, gleidit dbu mir nod)?

Wo ift deine Madt?

Bum aweitenmal ftarbft du,

Du ftolze Tote,

An mir, and der Qebenden

Qiebesnadt!

Die ihr abgejdyieden —

Bredyt nidt den JFrieden,

Dringt nid)t ind Qeben!

Qaft uns, die wir atmen

Nnd leiden und ftreben

Die fpringenden Bronnen,

Die Stiirme und Sonnen,

Dasd trunfne Getriebe

Bon Luft und Qiebe!l

(@3 ift Bell getvorden. Bereinzelte Glodentone. Aus der Ferne dringt

Teife in unbejtimmien Rldngen eine myfterisg-traumbafte Marfdtoeife,

bazu der Gefang der RKinder, die fid sum Ausgangspunit dber Pro-
aefjion begeben)

RQinder

(braufen)
O fitger Heiland mein,
Cinjt werd id) um did) fein.
Sn deiner Qiebe Hut
Werd ruben id) Jo gut.

Marietta
Die Kinder finds. Sie jammeln fid)
Bur heilgen Progeffion
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THIRD PICTURE

(The curtain rises with the first bars of the prelude and shows
the stage once more shrouded in gauzes, lighted red. As the
gauses rise, the scene of Picture 1 appears to view. Grey morning).

SCENE 1

(The door opens: Marietia appears in a white morning gown and
remains motionless on the top step for a short while. Then she
rushes wildly up to the portrait, which is uncovered just as it was
left at the end of Picture 1).

MARIETTA

Ah, here’s the picture I was wanting—
A word with you!

(Examining Marie’s portrait)
You're beautiful and like me—
Well, are you like me still?
Where is your pow’r now?
You've died a second time,
You proud, dead soul,
Through me, who clasp’d him in my living arms,
My living, loving arms . . . . . .
Ye who are departed
Be ye great-hearted,
Break with the living,
Forgetting, forgiving!
Let us who live and suffer
Enjoy what life can offer:
The fathomless sources,
The sun- and storm-courses
The ever full measure
Of love and of pleasure!

(It has grown light, chimes are heard at intervals. From afar
float the indistinct tomes of a mysterious, dream-like march-tune,
accompanied by the wvoices of children who are proceeding to the
starting-point of the procession). .

CHILDREN

(o)

O sweetest Saviour mine,
One day we shall be Thine. ' '
In Thy love’s tender keep :
How safely we shall sleep.

MARIETTA
The little ones, collecting there
To join the holy throng—
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Und rufen mit de8 Qebens Wort
Mid) bon der Toten fort.

Rinder
(braugen)
€injt fagft dbu: Lomm zu mir
Xns felige Revier,
Bu blithn am Himmeldrain
€in leudptend Bliimelein.
Marietta
Der Rinder Sang — er jdivingt und qutlIt
Beftirtt des Lebens Drang.

Bweite Szemee

PBaul
(ftiirat verftort YHerein)

Marietta
(bie Sdmollende fpielend)
A8 id) ermadte, warft du fort —

Banl
(biifter, den Blid ju Boben gcﬁ"rt?tg& )bon Getvifjendangit gequalt vor

Du hier —°?

Midy trieb e8 in die Strafen,
Die Andad)t und Gebet erfiillt.

Marieita
Und id) hatt Langeweile ohne did).

Da ftieg id) in dad untere,
In8 interefjanire Stodwert,

Bejudyte deine Tote —
Panl
~ (auf{dredend)
Jort, fort bon hier —!
Marietta

Empfingft du felber mid) nidt I)let,
Dasd erfte Mal?
Paul

Ja, dbamals. »

(fat fie bei der Hand)
Fomm fort!
4

Dod) heut —




They call me from these thoughts of death
With their sweet simple song.

CHILDREN
(OfF)
Once Thou wilt bid us come,
To share Thy blesséd home, !
To bloom in heav’n above,
A flow’r of light and love.

MARIETTA

It soars and swells, the children’s song,
And makes life brave and strong.

SCENE 2

PAUL

(Rushes om, terribly upset)
You here?—

MARIETTA
(Pretending to pout)
When I awakened, you were gone—

PAUL

(Gloomily, his eyes fixed on the Roor, tormented by pangs of
conscience, mutters)

I felt impelled to roam the city
Where piety and pray’r prevail.

MARIETTA

And I was bored up there without you.
So I came down one storey lower,
—A more interesting storey,—
To visit your departed—
PAUL

(Startled)
Away, away from here!
MARIETTA
Why you received me here yourself
When first I came!

PAUL
Yes, that day—
But now—
(Takes her by the hand)
Come away!
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Narietta
(fidy lodmadyend)
Nein, id) bleib da.
Gebn wir dod) aud) den Umaug beffer hier.

Paul
Somm — id) befdwore didy!
Marietta
Den Heinjten Wunid verfagft du mir!
Bergift fo rvajd du, was du jdwurit,
Was id) dir gab —°?
(fdymiegt fidh fdmeidylerif an ihn)
Banl
({dad) tverbend und nervds um fid) blidend)
£ {dweig —
D bie traumbafte Mar it ei t, bie basd N
écstgﬁg:g t?na!tunlt):gt Sie efttglingt gic mﬁﬁ%ﬁfﬁb i)etée %olgeng?:;l
Marietta
~ (3um Fenjter eilend und bdie Hanbde ujammenidlagend)
D ie Menjden!
Das ijt nidht Briigge heut, die tote Stadt.
(ill ba3 Fenfter offnen)

Banl

(balt fie guriid)
Was fallt dir einl
BWenn man did) fah!

Sdyon wieder!
Sdamft did) nod) immer meiner!
(toenbet fid) exaiirnt ab)
Panl
(nadygebend)
& 6ffne halb — ftell didy sur Seite —
Gededt durd) mid —
Marieita

(toirft fid) drgerlid) in einen Stulhl)
Run will id) gar nidhts fehn!
Baul
(beidvidtigend)

Marietta

Sei Hlug! Sei gut!
(fid erinnernd)
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MARIETTA
(Freeing herself)
No, I'll stay here—
And we'll see the procession better here.
' PAUL

Come—I implore you!

MARIETTA
My slightest fancy you refuse!

Have you forgotten what you swore,
What I have given?

(Clings to him cajolingly)
PAUL

(Weakening and looking round mervously)
Oh, hush—

(Outside the dream-like march-tune has recommenced, heralding
the approach of the procession. It is audible in muflled tones
throughout the following).

MARIETTA
(Hastening to the window and clapping her hands)
What crowds out there!
This doesn’t seem like Bruges the dead, to-day.
(About to open the window)

PAUL
(Restrains her)
For Heaven’s sake!
If you were seen! i

MARIETTA
What again!

Ashamed of me still, are you?
(Turns away angrily)

PAUL
(Yielding)
I'll open half—stand over here—
Concealed by me—
MARIETTA
(Throws herself crossly into a chair)

Now I won’t look at all!

PAUL

(Pacifyingly)
Be wise! Be kind!
(Remembering)
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“pyqugaquoy AG
Dod) id) vergal der Qidyter,
t in be int nd. b t ei nt und entnimmt i
S i S 5 S e
e

Marietta

(beginnt wdhrenddeffen gelangteilt auf ihrem Stuble vor fidh Hin-
gufingen)

Mein Sehnen, mein Waibhnen,

€38 traumt fid) auriid.

Jm Tange gewann id),

Berlor id) mein Gliid.

Sm Tange am Rbeine,

Bei Mondenfdeine . . .
(froplidy)

Qieb fang er das, mein Pierrot.
Sa, der brennt lidjterloh!
Paul

(fid) bom Fenfter umivendend, wie bejdwirend)

Der fromme Jug!

Marietta

(ofhne BHingubliden)
Qaf mid) aufrieden!
Behalt fie, deine fromme Mafferade!
(mit den Fiiken wippend)

Wie fade!l
Bleib du in deiner Qoge — id) fing mir eins.

(trallert)
Diridi, diridon,
MBas foll e8, dbag du ferne bijt?
Pab did) ja heut nod) nidt geliibt.
Diridi, diridbon — Safton!

(fpringt auf)

®ajton, Gafton! Bu ihm, 3u ihm!

Ranl

(3ornig auf fie au, fie brutal auf den Sif niederdriidend)
Du jdpoeigit und bleibft mir, o du bijt!

Marietta

(blidt ihn Halb iiberrafdit, Halb trobig an und folgt ihm mit den
b Bliden, m%l’;tenb er gum JFenjter geht)
(Bon der Gtrafe dringt dumpfes Gerdujd: die Menjdenmenge, bie
fid angejammelt Hat, um bdie Progeffion au erivarten. Die b=
toeife tird lauter. Der fidh nahende Bug bannt Pauld Aufmertjam-
feit. Gr gibt fid) ber jeinen {eelijfen Biviefpalt beidividhtigenden
fronumen Beremonie bin, o bag er bie Anivefenheit Marietias au ver-
geffen {deint. Aus der Marfdmufit, die immer tveiter geht, Ioft ficdh
ber Gejang der Kinber lo3)

8
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But I forgot the candles
That are the custom.

(Goes to the background, opens a cupboard and takes out two
candlesticks with wax candles which he lights and places on the
window-ledge).

MARIETTA
(In the meantime, bored, starts singing to herself on her chair)
I'm longing, I'm sighing
I'm dreaming in vain,
Of how I won heaven
And lost it again.
"Twas during the dance,
A suppliant glance—
(Merrily)
How well he sang, my Pierrot,
Yes, he is full of fire!
PAUL.
(Turning round from the window, and entreating her)
The pious crowd!
MARIETTA
(Without looking)
Leave me in peace!
Enjoy it, your pious masquerade!
(Swinging her feet)
How deadly!
You stay there in your box—while I sing here—
(Hums)
Diridi, diridi, dirfidon!
How is it that you tarry, pray?
I haven't kissed you yet to-day!
Gaston!

(Jumps up)
Gaston, Gaston! I'll go to him!

PAUL

(Goes up to her furiously and pushes her back roughly on te her
chair)

You'll hold your tongue and stay with me!

MARIETTA
(Looks at him half surprised and half defiantly and follows him
with her eyes as he goes back to the window)

(A mufled noise is heard from the street: the crowd, which has
assembled to await the procession. The march-tune grows louder.
The approaching procession holds Paul’s attention. He is so en-
grossed in the pious ceremony, which has a soothing effect on his
mental agony, that he seems to have forgotten Marietta’s presence.
From the march music which goes on steadily, the children’s song
detaches itself). :

<
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Rindber
(braufen)
P fitger Heiland mein,
BWir, deine Kindelein,
@eleitert treu und gut
Dein foftbar heilig Blut.
Baul
(beim Feniter)

Die Kinder find e8 an der Spite.

qn ihren fdhimmernd toeigen Rleiddyen
Umtrippeln fie ein jdneeig Ofterlamm.
Gtatuen jegt und Rirdenbanner,

Bon Monden bor fid) Hergetragen.

Mondye
(braugen)
Pange lingua gloriofi
Corpori8 myjterium.
Banl

Nun die hiftorijde Sruppe!
(Der Marfd) betommt Hellere ritterlidhe Farben)
Die alten frommen Perrn bon Flandern
qn Kreuggugsdriiftung und Brofaten.
Patrizier bon Briigge ftellen
Sie dar in alten Pradtfoftitmen.
AR ob die Helden, YPeiligen und Krieger
Der Memling und BVan Eid,
€rivadyt gum Qeben, durd) die Stragen jdritten . . .

(3u Marietta)
So fomm und jdau dod), Marietta!
Marictta
(berharrt in finfterer Rube)

Raul

(tvieber abgeaogen und in den ihn feelifd berwegenden Anblid verfin-
fend, wdhrend der Mar|d auéggptégt)eren bieratifdgen Charatter an-
nimmt

€in flutend Meer bon goldnen Mepgewandern!
Und zwijdendurd), Blutdtropfen gleid) veriprengt
Dasd Chorhemdrot der Sangerfnaben,

Die Weihraudfdijer jdivdnien,

Den heilgen Duft fredengen

An myftifden Kadenzen.

Beraujdend toogt die farbge Flut.

Und unter jdmwantendem Baldad)in

Der Bifdof tragt den goldnen Sdyrein,

Den fleinen Dom, befegt mit Eheljtein.
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CHILDREN

(of)
O Jesus sweet and mild,
See ev'ry little child, .
In rev’rent sanctitude
Escorts Thy holy blood.

PAUL
(At the window)

The children head the whole procession,

Clad in their dainty, gleaming garments,

They cluster round a snow-white pascal lamb . . . .
Statues come next, and sacred banners

The monks are bearing elevated.

MONKS
(of)
Plange lingua gloriosi
Corporis mysterium.
PAUL

Now the historical group!
(The music assumes & more martial character)

The ancient pious lords 6f Flanders

In silks and rich crusading armour—

Patricians of Bruges city

Are representing them in costume,

As though the heroes, holy saints and warriors

Of Memling and Van Eyck, )

Restored to life, were marching through the city ...

(To Marietta)
Do come and see them, Marietta!

(Marietta persists in sullen silence)

PAUL

(Once more detached and absorbed in the impressive sight, while
the march assumes a distinctly sacerdotal character)

A surging sea of golden vestments!

And in between, scattered like drops of blood,
The crimson surplices of choir-boys.

Their incense-censers swinging,

The holy fragrance flinging,

Their mystic cadence singing . . . . .

The rainbow-tinted column sways,

And ’neath the slendor canopy,

The bishop bears the golden shrine,

The small Cathedral set in precious stones . . . .
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QUnbrunft exgieht fid) dburd) die Straken.

Des Glaubens felig fitge Frenefie

Bwingt alle8 auf die Sniel

(neigt gd) unillfiiclid) mitgerifjen, tief sur Exde. Der Hinter-
rund desd Bimmers wird trandparent. Ein gefpens

?tiidg Traumbild: Der !8“1‘:!% bie Rinder, dbann bdie Nreujritter, die

@eijtlidleit und die Ehor en, wie e3 Paul befdrieben Hhat, {deinen

im ﬁintetgtnmbe porgujdreiten. Dasd BVild wdidit ?Iu grdpter, jtrah-

Tenbder Helligleit an, um ploplid) au verblaffen. Wolljtandige gebheims

nidvolle Stille)

Marietta
(fieht Paul Hhalb ironi{d, Halb tvie mit neuertvadtem Jutereffe an)
Du bijt ja fromm!
(ndbert fidy ihm dimoniid)
Ja, er did) liebt, mug teilen
Mit toten und mit Heilgen.
(ploglidy)
& aber will did) g ar nidt — oder ganz!
(umfafit ihn und aiegt ihn vom Fenfter tweg)

Seb, lap das Sdaugepringe!

Get did) zu mir. Dann bin id) wieder gut.
Wie hitbjd) dir die Verflartheit jteht!

Riig mid), mein Junge.

Panl
_ (abiwehrend)
RNidt jept — nidht hier — '
Marietta
(berfithreriid) hingegeben)

®erade jeht — gerade hier —

(Der Marid) fept voll dréuender Difjonangen ein. Der Bug er{deint

neuerlid im Hintergrunde in rotaufflammendem Lidht, diedmal in be-

egungalofer Erftarrung: alle, wie im ©dreiten begriffen, die Korper

nad) bortvdrts geneigt, dbie fugen bdrohend auf Paul geridytet, die
Yrme gegen ihn erhoben)

Ranl

(entfet auffahrend, taumelt riidtvaris)

Der fromme Sug — er dringt in8 Jimmer —
Dringt drohend auf unsg ein —
Furdtbar Sefidit — lag mid) —

(itogt Marietta zuriid und bededt die Augen mit dben Hanben. Die
Grideinung ift berjdiounden) .




Devout faith spreads among the masses,
The sweet and blissful -frenzy of religion,
Sends all onto their knees.

(Unconsciously influcnced, he makes deep obeisance. The back-
ground of the room grows tramsparent. An eerie dream-picture.
The procession, the children, then the crusaders, the clergy and
the choir-boys, as Paul described them, appear to pass by in the
background. The picture increases in intense radiant brilliance, till
it suddenly fades away. Complete mysterious silence).

MARIETTA

(Looks at Paul half ironically, but with newly roused interest)
How devout you are!

(Approaches him demoniacally)

Whoever loves you, has to share you
With dead and saintly beings!
I'll have you not at all—or quite!

(Throws her arm round him and draws him from the window)

Come, leave that gaudy pageant!
Sit by my- side and I'll be kind again.
How well that rapt expression suits you!
Kiss me, my boy.

PAUL

(Resisting)
Not now—not here—

MARIETTA

(Seductively)
Yes, just now—just here—

(The march breaks into crude discords. The procession appears
once again in the background—this time in a flaming red light, and
frozen into rigidity: all standing as if about to march, with bodies
poised forward, eyes fixed menacingly on Paul, arms raised against

him).

PAUL
(Starting back in horror—siaggers backwards)

The pious crowd—into this room ’tis thronging— .

Thronging and threat’ning us— ‘

(0] fea_rsome sight—leave me—

(Pushes Marietta away and covers his eyes with his hands. The
vision has disappeared).
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Marietta

. (gereit)
Du fiehft Gejpeniter.
Dad mad)t der Mond bdiefed Raums,
Dein dumpfer Aberglaube —

Baul

(fid faffend)
Aberglaube?
Mein Glaube ijt die Treue,
Mein Slaube it der Liebe ewge Weile.
Und heilig diefer Glaube!
€r weiht aud) diefen Raum,
Erfitllet ihn mit felgem Traum.
Und unfiditbar ragt ein Altar,
Bor dem Jid) niederivirft
Mein Sdmerz um bdie, die war.
’ Marietta
. (leidbenjchaftlidy)

Und wieder die Tote —
Wie dbu mid) erniedrigjt!
Gie {dldaft dodh) und fithlt nidt,
Nidt Untreu, nidt Qiebe.
Id) aber, id) lebe
Und fithle die Qranfung.
@ gab midy dir frei —
S ie mwar deine Sattin.
S ie lebte geborgen —
X & fam aus der Gaffe,
®etreten, gehohnt!

(tveidjer, tvie einer ehrlidien Regung folgend)
Der Erite, der mid) Qieb gelehrt,
Wars aud), der mid) berriet, geritort’ . . .
Die Zahne bi im Troge id) gujammen,
Qitt, ftritt, gewann, verlor —
Rang unter Qualen mid) empor —
Entivand mid) einer Holle flammen,
Sprengt dad veridlofine Tor
Bum Garten lidter Qebenslujt,
Grrang mir an mid) felbjt dben Slauben. ..

(mit tranenerftidter Stimme, die Hande auf die Augen geprept)

Soll — darf die Tote mir ihn rauben?

Panl
(tvie betGubt vor {id) hin)
Rein war fie, rein —
Bergleid) did) nidt mit ihr —
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MARIETTA

(Irritably)
You're seeing phantoms.
It is the close air of this room—
Your gloomy superstition—

PAUL

. (Controlling himself)
Superstition? No!
'Tis my belief in faith,
In love’s eternal glory, now and after;
And holy is that feeling.
It sanctifies this room
And fills it with a rapturous dream,
And all unseen an altar stands
On which I offer up
My grief for her who's gone—

MARIETTA

(Passionately)
Oh always your dead—
How you humiliate me!
She sleeps and cannot feel
Your love or your desertion,
But I, I'm living
And feel your insults.
I gave myself to you—
She was your wedded wife—
Her life was protected—
I came from the gutter
Despised and insulted !

(More gently, as if moved by an honest impulse)

The first who taught me how to love
'Twas he who ruined me—betray’'d me—
I set my teeth in dogged, grim defiance;
Bled, fought, retrieved, went down,
Managed to struggle up again—
Escaped from days of hellish torture,
Forced my way through the bolted gate
That leads to reckless joy of life,
Recapturing my self-reliance . . . . .
(Her voice suffused with tears, her hands pressed om her eyes)
Shall—may the dead despoil me of it?

PAUL

(To himself, half stunned)
Pure—she was pure—
You can’t compare with her—
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Maricita
(tvieber lodbredjend)

Du Heudyler!
Bor wenig Stunden nod) Haft du
Mein LQafter angebetet
Und ihrer Reinbeit nidht gedadt!
Und wenn idh) will,
Qiegft wieder du ju Fiigen mir,
Mir, die du unrein {diltit,
Gierft nad) gejdmabter Riifte Madyt,
Und teilft mid) mit den Pierrots,
Mit deinem Freund und jedem erften Beften,
Der mir gefallt . . . !

Banl

(brofend auf fie au, ihr die Tiir tweifend)
Berworfne, fort aud dem geweihten Raum —!
Marietta
(fi groh aufridtend)
3hr weiden? — Niel
Bum Qampf mit ihr!
(ftiirat leibenidaftlidy bor bas Bild)

Und offnen ugs, Weib gegen Weib,
Peipatmend QLeben gegen Tod!
Bin id) nidht {don,
Gtrafit Jugend nidt der Glieder Prad)t ?
Nehm ih3 nidt auf mit ibr,

(deutet auf dasd Bild)
Mit dem gemalten Sdhemen —?

Raul

Marietta
Bin id) nidt {don,
Und madit mid) meine Qunfjt nidt ftarf?
Und hebt fie mid) nidt itber jene
(greift nady einer der PLHotographien)
Und iiber blajfes ADbbild
Bon dem, was war?

Sdjoeig!

Raul
(entreifit ihr Heftig die RHotographie)

QaB dad und geh!
Marietta
(toild)
Wo ftett ibr Sauber
n diefer oden Trobelfammer —?
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MARIETTA

(Bursts out again)
You humbug!
A little while ago, and you
Were worshipping my frailty,
Oblivious of her purity!
And if I like,
You'll grovel at my feet again
I whom you call impure,—
Panting for pleasures you condemn,
And sharing me with Pierrots,
And with your friend and with the first young fellow
That comes my way . . . . . !

PAUL

(Threatening her, points to the door)
Abandonéd creature, leave this sacred spot—!

MARIETTA
(Drawing herself to her full height)
Yield to her? Never!
I'll fight it out with her!
(Darts up to the portrait passionately)
Now open-eye’d, woman ’gainst woman,
Life, throbbing life confronting death!
Am I not beautiful,
Comely and radiant with the charm of youth?
Can't I compete with her,
(Points to the picture)

That painted phantom?

PAUL
Silence !

MARIETTA
Am I not beautiful,
And does my art not make me strong?
And lift me far above that woman,
(Taking up one of the photographs)

Above this pallid likeness
Of her that was?

PAUL

(Roughly snatching the photograph from her)

Which fills this musty den, I wonder?

(Wildly)
What is the magic ‘
MARIETTA

Give me that and go!
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Qd) werde mit ihm fertig —
b fdooes, id) Jdoors —

(ibr Vlid falt mg die th;%;xl})tltcu e, fie cé’ltt‘ abt:f diefe au, offnet fie
Ap, was ift bas ¢
Banl
(ftiixat auf fie au)
Riihr das nidt an —!
Das ift geheiligt —!
Marictta

(ladyt im jdhen Ghnmmngémedﬁe[ fdrill auf, lauft bor Paul um den
Lif I;emm babvon, die §F cI)te in beé:’ Hand Hhod) emporfhaltend, Raul

(fmcenb)

(triumphierend)

Xhr Haarl
Lah mid) vergleiden —
ot ift8 und ohne Glang.
St meins nidyt feidiger, nidt weider ?

Banl

(auBer fid), verfolgt fie, um ihr die Fledte su entreifen)

&ib her — nimm did) in Adt —!
Pein Peilighum — entweih e8 nidt —!

Jhr Haar?

Marietta
(ladjend)
Der tote Tand — ein YHeiligtum?
Du phantafierit!
Panl

(tvie borher)
&ib her — gib her —
Dag Haar — es wadt und droht —
Mavieita
(immer ladend)
Du {dentjt mir das — nidt wahr?

PBaul
(Teudyend) :
Das Haar — der goldne Sdhap, den fie mir lieB —
€3 wadt in meinem Haufe —
&8 wad)t und radt —!
Rimm did) in At —!




‘T'll get the better of it—

I swear I will—

(Her glance falls on the crystal coffer, she hastens to it, opens
it quickly and takes out the plait of hair)
Why, what is this?
PAUL

(Rushing at her)
Leave that alone—!
That is a relic—!

MARIETTA

(In an abrupt revulsion of feeling, she bursts into a shrill laugh,

runs round the table in front of Paul, holding the plait high up
tn the air. Paul pursues her).

(Interrogatively)
Her hair?

(Triumphantly)
Her hair!
Let me compare it—
Dead—and has lost 'its sheen.
Is mine not silkier, not softer?

PAUL
(Beside himself, pursues her, trying to snatch the hair from her)
Take care—give it to me—!
My sacred relic—defile it not—!
MARIETTA
(Laughing)

This lifeless trash—a sacred relic?
You're raving mad!
PAUL

(As above)
Give it to me—
Her hair—’tis keeping guard—
MARIETTA
(Still laughing)

You'll give me that—won’t you?

PAUL
(Panting)

Her hair—the golden treasure she bequeathed—
Keeps watch within my house—

It will avenge—!

Take heed, I say—1
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Marictta K

(fpringt laenartig auf die podiumartige Erhohung, {dlingt fidy die
Fledyte tvie eine Stette wm den als und Bhalt fie nut beiden Handen
feft. Beginnt dbabei hohnladend zu tanzen)

M tang die legte Glut der RQiebe,

S tang den legten Qui —

Ny tang die Madt ded Lebens —
Ranl

(ber eine Beitlang tvie fassiniert, jtarr augefehen, erfabt fie, gerrt fie
in ben Bordergrund und wirft fie zu Boden)

&ib ober ftirb!
Marictta
(fidh auf der Abtvehr auf den Clbogen ftitgend, tropig jdreiend)
Nein! — Nein! — Du tuft mir weh —
Du bift verritdt —
Raul

(exdroffelt fie im Ringen mit der Haarfledjte)

Mavietta
(aufidreiend)
Aph!l
(fallt entfeelt auriid)
(furze Paufe)
Paul
(ftarrt entfept die Tote an)

et — gleidyet jie ibr gang —
(auffdreiend)

Mariel ‘

(Duntelfeit toie aum Sdlup bed 1. Bilbes. RKurzed Biijdenipiel.
Aud dem Duntel hat guerit allein die Gejtalt Pauls Hervorauireten,
ber in eben Derfelben ©tellung tvie sum Sdlup des 1. Bildesd au fehen
ift; damn erhellt fid) allmahlid) die ganze Umgebung. Dasd Jimmer

genau fvie im 1. Bild.)

Dritte Szence
Ranl

(Bffnet langfam bdie Uu en blidt um ﬁc% [faf)rt mit dber Hand zur
©tirne, judt die telIe foo in der on die Tote lag)
(Iangiam nod) verfvirrt)

Die Tote — wo —
Qag fie nidht hier —
Berzerrt — gebrodnen Augd — 2
(exblidt die Rriftalltrube, die ein Monditrahl beleudhtet)
Das Haar — unangetaftet leudtets wie zuvor —
Wie wird mir — wasd hab id) erlebt — gejdaut —?
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MARIETTA

(Takes a cat-like jump onto the platform, winds the plait round
her neck like a necklace, and holds it tight with both hands. At
the same time she breaks into a mocking dance).

I dance the last long glow of love—
I dance the last long kiss—
I dance the pow'r of life—

PAUL

(Who has waiched her as though hypnotized for a while, seizes
her, drags her to the foreground and throws her onto the flodr).
Give it to me or die!

MARIETTA

(Resists him, propping herself on one elbow, shouts defiantly)

No! No! You're hurting me—

You're raving mad—
PAUL -
(Wrestles with her and throttles herfulh the plait)

MARIETTA  §°

(Screams) ;| A‘
Ah! 2

(Falls back dead)
(A short pause)

PAUL
(Staring at the corpse in horror)

Now—she is quite like her—
(Shrieks out)

bied

Marie!

(The stage is dark as it was at the end of Picture 1. Short
Intermezzo. From the darkmness Paul’s figure must be the first to
emerge by iiself; ha appears in the same position as he was seen at
the end of Picture 1. The whole surroundings gradually grow lighter
and the room is seen just as in Picture 1).

SCENE 3

PAUL

(Opens his eyes slowly—looks round—presses his hand to his brow,
and looks for the spot where, in the vision, the dead woman was
lying).

(Slowly and still bewildered)
The body—where—
Was it not here—
A corpse and glassy-eyed?
(Catches sight of the crystal coffer, shining in the moonlight)
Her hair—untouched and shining as before—
Where am I? What have I been through—beheld—?
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Drigitt
(offnet die Fiir i int d und fellt eine brennenbde
ffnet bdie Fiir im Hin “mau?unf%iid) )fad)te ne
Die Dame bon vorher, Herr Poul —
Gie Tehrie an der Ede um —

Panl

(fie liebeboll anblidend)

Brigitta — du — in alter LQieb und Treu —
Marictta
(tritt erein, in Erideinung und Haltung genau ie fie au Ende des
1. Bilbed fortging, leidht und liebensiviirdig)

Da bin id) wieder,
Kaum daf id fie verlaffen —
Bergah den Sdirm und meine Rofen —

(ladelnd, mit Veziehung)

Man follt e8 fiir ein Omen nehmen —

€in Wint, al8 ob id) bleiben jollte —

(Da Paul ftumm und in fid) gefehrt bleibt, wenbdet fie fidh nad) einer
Pauje — deutlides mntomim%id)eé Gpiell - — die Adfel audend, mit
feinem ivonijden Ladyeln, fofett den Sdhirm {dhwingend und an bem
Rofenftraup riedend, gur Titre. Dort trifft fie mit dem eintretenden
grant gujamumen, bder fid ftumm vor ihr verbeugt. Sie nidt ihm

Tiebenaiviirdig (ddyelnd au. Ab)

Frant
D a s aljo war dasd Wunder —!
(auf Raul 3u, deflen beibe Hande faffend und ihm ing Auge blidend)

€3 war da3 Wunder —
Jd lefe es in deinem Aug —
It e3 nidit mebe.

Ranl

(langfam, tiefernit)

g erde fie nidyt wiederfehn.

€in Traum hat mir den Traum zerftort,

€in Traum der bittren Wirklidhfeiten

Den ITraum der Phantafie, ded jiilen Trugs.
Die Toten jdiden jolde Traume,

Wenn wir zu viel mit und in ihnen leben.
Wie weit | o [T unjre Trauer gehn,

Wie weif darf fie e3, ohn’ unsd zu entiourgeln?
Sdymerglider Biviefpalt des Gefiihls!

Frant
. (Beralid)
Sd reife wieder ab —
Sag, willit du mit?
Fort aud der Stadt des Todes?
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BRIGITTA

(Opens the door in the background and gently places a lighted
lamp on the table in fromt)

The lady who was here just now,

Has turned back at the corner, sir—

PAUL

(Looking at her affectionately)
Brigitta—you—devoted as of yore—

MARIETTA

(Enters exactly the same in deportment and manner as she went
out at the end of Picture 1, jaunty and amiable)
Here I am again—
Scarce had I left you—
Forgot my sunshade and my roses—
(Smiling and with meaning)
It almost seems to be an omen—
A sign as if 1 ought to stay.

(As Paul remains dumb and absorbed in thought, she turns away
after a pause—(very plain pantomimic action here)—shrugs her
shoulders with an ironical little smile, twirls her sunshade coquet-
tishly, smells her bunch of roses; and moves towards the door.
Here she comes face to face with Frank who is fust entering
and bows without speaking. She gives him a pleasant nod and
goes off).

FRANK
So that’s your miracle!
(Goes up to Paul, takes both his hands and looks into his eyes)
It was the miracle,
For I can read it in your eyes—
It is no more—
PAUL
(Slowly and with intense seriousness)
I shall not see her any more. ,-'f
A dream has dashed my dream to earth, !
A dream of crude realities has killed !
The dream of phantasy and sweet deception.
Such dreams are sent us by our dead
If we live too much with and in them. n
How far should we give way to grief,
How far dare we, without disaster?
Harrowing conflict of the heart! ]

FRANK

(Heartily)
I have to leave again—
Paul, will you come?
And leave this city of death?
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Panl
(auf den Stuhl uriidfinfend und fdmeralid) dbad Haupt fjenfend)
S wills — id) wills verfudyen.

Frant
(gibt Brigitta ein Beidjen fid) mit ihm guriidauziehen und Paul allein
au lajfen)

Paul
(allein bor fid Hin) .

@liid, das mir verblieb,

ebe wobhl, mein treued Lieb.

Qeben trennt pom Tod —

Graujames Sebot.

$Harre mein in lidten Hohn —

Oier gibt es fein Auferftehn.

(€r erbebt {id), fdlieht mit langjamer Feierlidfeit bie jum Jimmer

ber Toten fithrende Tiir ab, nimmt die fie jdmiidenden Blumen ab,

berhiillt bad Bild und nimmt aud) Hier die Blumen an fid), fie an bie

Brujt driidend. Dann lift er die Gardine ded Feniterd Herab, er-

greift die Tifdlampe und {Hreitet gefentten Haupted auf bie Aus-

gangstiive im QHintergrunde zu. Wenn ex fie erreidht gat, Bffnet und
Abidyied nehmend uriidblidt, fallt langiam der BVorhang.)

Ende.
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PAUL

(Dropping back on his chair, his head drooping sadly)
I will—I'll make the effort.

FRANK
(Signs to Brigitta to leave the room with him and leave Paul alone)

PAUL
(Alone, soliloquizes)
Joy that true did prove,
Fare you well, my faithful love.
Life and death must part
Heart is torn from heart—
Wait for me in higher sphere—
There is no second life down here.

(He rises, slowly and solemnly, locks the door of the dead
woman’s room, takes down the flowers that deck it, draws the cur-
tain across the portrait, and takes the flowers from this, too, holding
them to his heart. Then he draws the window curtain, takes the
lamp and, his head bowed, goes towards the door in the background.
When he has reached it, opened it and given one parting backward
look, the curtain falls slowly).

THE END
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