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ROBERT. Who says I'm not? 

BERTIIE. Oh no, monsieur. Oh no! It's obvious, monsieur, 
if I may say so, it's obvious to the naked eye. 

ROBERT. Alright, Berthe. Thank you for our chat. Would 
you mind giving me some peace. 

BERTHE. Very good, Monsieur. 

ROBERT. It's gone just a little bit too far it's ... just a little bit 
too much. 

BERTIIE. Very good, Monsieur. 
ROBERT. Goodbye, Berthe. 
BERTHE. Goodbye, Monsieur. 
ROBERT. Goodbye! 
BERTHE. Goodbye. 
ROBERT. Goodbye! 
BERTHE. Goodbye. 

ROBERT. Well. I think I'd better go into the other room. 
BERTHE. You do what you want. 
ROBERT. I'll have a little rest. 

(exits through Dwr #5) 
BERTHE. They pitch up from the provinces, totally out of 

their depth. 

GRETCHEN. Bernard Iiebling! 

(GRETCHEN enters. She is in her Lufthansa uniffffm 
and is dragging a large laundry bag.) 

Berta! 

BERTIIE. Alt, Oh! Mademoiselle Gretchen. You're here 
already. 

GRETCHEN. Ja. I came as fast as I could. If you only knew 
how happy I am to be home. 

(She kisses BERTHE on the lips.) 

BERTHE. I can see that. 

GRETCHEN. Herr Bernard isn't in? 
BERTHE. No, no. He's gone out- on business. 
GRETCHEN. Oh! 
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BERTHE. But he'll be back in a minute. 
GRETCHEN. Alee you sure i 
BERTHE. Oh yes. It's nothing very serious. He went out just 

before you telephoned. 

GRETCHEN. Alld is he happy? 
BERTHE. He's marvellously happy. You know how he looks 

forward to seeing you. 
GRETCHEN. Do you think he loves me as much as I love 

hiin? 
BERTHE. Well, now, that I don't know. I mean, how could I 

know a thing like that? 
GRETCHEN. Doesn't he talk about me when I'm not here? 
BERTHE. Oh, yes, he never stops talking about you, but I 

can't tell you if he loves you as much as you love him, 
if I don't know how much you Jove him. 

GRETCHEN. But Berthe, darling, you know I adore him. 
BERTHE. Well, that's all right, then. He adores you too. 
GRETCHEN. And I've got three whole days this time. Isn't 

that wunderbar? 

(She thmws her laundry bag and other belongings out 
Dwr#l.) 

BERTHE. Wunderbar. 
GRETCHEN. Herr Bernard will be pleased. 
BERTHE. I can't wait to see his face. 
GRETCHEN. You can't realise how marvellous it is to be 

back. It seems ages since I've seen him. Though I 
think of him all the time. In Melbourne. In Allkara, in 
Colombo. I am always dreaming of our little flat, and 
my little Bernard sitting here all alone thinking of me. 

BERTHE. It's beautiful. 
GRETCHEN. Alld when we're up about nineteen or twenty 

thousand feet, roaring away at six hundred miles an 
hour, and if I've nothing special to do, do you know I 
creep back into the luggage hold. 

BERTHE. Good heaven~ above. 
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GRETCHEN. I'm all alone there, you see. And I look out 
of the porthole and stare at the stars dancing and the 
moon out there in the sky. And I say to myself that my 
Bernard is looking at them too. And I feel as though 
we are looking into each other's eyes across the layers 
of planets and meteorites and the nebulae. I'm madly 
romantic, you see. 

BERTIIE. I can see you are. Madly. 

GRETCHEN. And does he do that too? 
BERTHE. Do what? 

GRETCHEN. Stare at the moon while I'm away. 

BERTHE. Oh, I'm sure he gives it a glance now and then. 
Mind you I'm not always there when he's doing it. 

GRETCHEN. No. I suppose he prefers to keep it a secret. 
BERTIIE. And I should hope so. I mean life's complicated 

enough without dragging in the nebulae. 

GRETCHEN. But you understand these things, don't you, 
Berta? I always like talking to you. You know about life. 
You're a woman. 

BERTIIE. Well, thank you very much, Mademoiselle. I'm 
more than that I'm a domestic servant. And believe 
me, Mademoiselle Gretchen, we domestic servants get 
to know a great deal. And what we know we keep to 
ourselves - we never say anything. Mind you, very few 
people ever ask us. 

GRETCHEN. Nein, you're something very special, Berta. 
BERTIIE. Do you think so? 

GRETCHEN. I am certain. You're the virgin in the legend of 
the Grail in the story of the Nibelungen. 

BEIITHE. Well, I've been called worse. 

GRETCHEN. You're a guardian. You keep me alive in 
Bernard's thoughts. You keep the flame of love burn
ing in his heart~ 

BERTHE. I do? 

GRETCHEN. You're like me- capable of great passion. 
BERTHE.It's very nice of you to say so. 
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GRETCHEN. I love him so much! Every time I come home, I 
seem to love him more, and every time I go it just tears 
me to tiny pieces. 

BERTHE. You're vety intense, aren't you? 
GRETCHEN. I'm worse than that- I'm passion itself. 
BERTHE. Don't get yourself into a state. Save your passions 

for Monsieur Bernard. He'll be back soon. 
GRETCHEN.Ja . .]a. You're right. Oh no, I have forgotten to 

buy cigarettes. Would you, could you, would you? 

BERTHE. Straight away. I'll be back in five minutes. 
GRETCHEN. You're a darling, Berta. I'll get settled in while 

I'm waiting. I'm mad wit11 happiness. Berta, mad with 
happiness! 

BERTHE. And so am I, Mademoiselle, so am I! 

(GRETCHEN goes out Door # 1 and closes the door as 
BERTIIE goes out Door #4. Enter ROBERT DoiYr #5. He 
goes to the bathroom and washes his face. With a trrwel 
round hi.s should en he impersonates Bernard. He tries 
some of Bernards aftmhave which he accidentally spmys 
in his ,ryes. He sits d<Jum with the towel 011er his head to 
rmwve ihe aftershave. GRETCHEN comes out of Door # 1 
and not '/!'cognizing ROBERT throws herself at him.) 

GRETCHEN. My love! My darling lover! You're home. 

ROBERT. Oh God! 
GRETCHEN. Excuse me. Sorry, sorry. 

ROBERT. No, really. Don't mention it. 
GRETCHEN. Bu~ oh Monsieur, I'm so sorry. 
ROBERT. No harm done, Mademoiselle, on t11e contrary. 

GRETCHEN. What are you doing in my flat? 

ROBERT. Your flat? Don't you mean Bernard's flat? 
GRETCHEN. If you like. But it's still mine - mine or 

Bernard's, it's the same thing. 
ROBERT. I'm an old friend of Bernard's, An old school 

friend. 
GRETCHEN. Oh? 
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