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SCENE

The scene is divided into areas which can be lighted into
existence. '

'Left' and 'right' in the directions are from the audience's
point of view.

Downstage left there is the personal area, with a table
covered with scores, easy chairs and a chaise longue.

Upstage right a wide staircase leads up to a great Roman
arch - this will represent the entrance to public life, the Vienna
State Opera house, concerts etc. Lights beyond the arch (where
other steps descend out of sight) give it at different times a
mellow or a forbidding or a glaringly hostile appearance, accord-
ing to the requirements of the script.

The space upstage of the personal area is raked and will
be used to suggest outdoors.

The action does not always follow a straight chronological
development. ALMA particularly is called on to speak from
different periods of her life - to be the woman who remembers
(in her forties) as well as the woman remembered (in her
twenties); and she is seen at her death at the age of 85. GUSTAV
is seen between his 44th and 51st year (the year of his death) And at

times they are speaking to each other long after their deaths.

GUSTAV MAHLER was born in 1860 and died in 1911,
ALMA MAHLER was born in 1879 and died in 1964.
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PART ONE

GUSTAV MAHLER is simultaneously
getting into tails and composing. One
operation is at the expense of the other:
he is tangled in his jacket, one arm in
the sleeve and one not, tranquilly
writing, bent over the table from a
standing position. He is totally con-
centrated.

GUSTAV MAHLER, in his middle age,
is small, pale and thin, with a rather
long face and an unusually steep fore-
head. His hair is intensely black, his
eyes strikingly aware and penetrating
behind their spectacles, which give
them an extra severe look. He has an
irregular way of walking - he tends to
stamp his feet, to stop suddenly and
then rush forward headlong again:
something is always pulling or halting
or propelling him, it seems.

ALMA MAHLER appears from the right
and stands watching him with awe. She
is twenty, taller than he and fair. She
already has something of the wonder -
fully self-assured magnificence of the
later years.

He's the director of the Vienna State Opera and I'm
his wife! I touch him! I kiss him! feel his breath
on my hair! Cabbies recognise him in the street.
And he's old enough to be my father, which I don't
care about because no man my age could be that
successful. It takes a lifetime to build an empire.
Look at the funny blind way he does everything,

(as MAHLER begins strolling round, searching for
another phrase in his mind, his tails still hanging
on him)

(subsiding into a chair) Yes!

I don't mean money. Though I don't despise money.
Anyway, he hasn't got much. What I mean by
success is -

(He begins writing, and a suggestion

of 'Alma's theme' steals over the
speakers - that is, a sound representa-
tion of MAHLER 'thinking towards' the
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second subject in the first movement of
the Sixth Symphony. The entire sound
decor of the play is in this form of

uncompleted musical thoughts)
Oh Gustav! That's what I mean!

(suddenly looking up as the music fades) You don't
mind if I don't give you a wedding ring do you?

(with great disappointment) No!

I think it's bad taste. I mean we're already
married - always have been -

Spiritually, you mean.

With the whole of us - not just spiritually - with the
whole of our destinies!

Yes.
And you can't seal that with a ring. I hate the idea.
(suddenly looking at her again) You don't care for
rings do you?
Oh no!

(He concentrates on his music again)
(to herself) I adore rings!

(He begins dressing for a concert.

Ideas constantly interfere with this and
he gets tangled up in his sleeve.

ALMA watches him with some impatience.

Then he is ready to mount the stairs to
the arch, where a bright light sweeps up
accompanied by the exciting sound of an
audience and a tuning orchestra. It is
larger than life for a moment - as
perhaps ALMA hears it. He walks up the
stairs in an haphazard way, still thinking
over his composition)

(relaxing into an older woman) An American woman -
the Gibson girl she was called - she stank of money -
no brains at all but very beautiful, if that's possible -
she asked me in her car one day on Fifth Avenue,
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What made you marry that hideous old man? I admit
he wasn't looking very good at that time. It was a
year before he died. I sat in the car and talked and
talked - I tried to say all of his music, as my reason
for marrying him. But of course it didn't mean a
thing to her.

(MAHLER is nearly at the top of the
stairs. He stops in an absent way and
looks blindly down towards ALMA)

You don't want a ring do you?

(vehemently) No, my darling, no! Just conduct for
me! Think of me with every beat! (he moves on)
And look at his trousers ...

(stopping again) After all it's only a stone.

(He goes on and descends the steps on
the other side, and out of sight. A
great burst of applause drowns the
orchestra)

Listen to them! Listen!

(The applause becomes deafening as if
to represent ALMA's way of hearing it.
Then it fades sharply and there is a
rap of the baton on the conductor's
desk, off)

After all, he was only fifty when she said that. He
looked so beautiful when he died. Pale, so pale!
Like a god! Burning black eyes - so huge!

I married twice after that, apart from a near-
marriage with a painter. That would have made
four. I admit it was rather a lot of husbands. A
composer, an architect, a novelist, and as I say a
painter. And every one of them world famous.
Somebody once said that every artist needs a
woman behind him. Well, four of them needed me!

(All sound has ceased from beyond the
arch.

MAHLER appears suddenly from upstage
of the staircase in a dressing gown,
barefooted)
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You surely can't mean that?

(startled) You're supposed to be conducting
Fidelio!

That was seventy years ago.

What? Gustav! (they stare at each other) It really
is!
Did you mean what you said to me once - we were

walking in the woods near Grinzing - you said -

(They join each other and stroll along
arm in arm in the open area, laughing)

(a girl again) I love a man's achievement - that's
what I love! The more there is of it the more I love
him!

(professorial next to her 22 years) But that's a
terrible thing to say! What if somebody came along
with more up his sleeve than me?

I'd love him more. I'd have to.

Well, I've got nothing to worry about for the time

being. I'm only forty-four - and there's nobody
in the world with more to offer than I have!

I'll go and get your bath ready.
(She leaves, left)

(watching her go) What a cheap mind she has in
many ways. That's whatI love. It's like an
animal. I feel safer than with all these society
people. I've always loved animals. Thank God
Mozart isn't alive. She'd marry him like a shot.
But perhaps she wouldn't. He wasn't successful
enough. His bitch of a wife married somebody
else a few weeks after he died.

(offy Gustav! Your bath's ready!

(going off left) I'm coming!

(The Viennese song ACH DU LIEBER
AUGUSTIN! surges over the speakers.
ALMA hurries on, a young girl in a
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sumptuous evening gown. She is
carrying a handmaid table cloth and a
candelabra. She flings the cloth over
the table and sets the candelabra in the
middle)

Vienna in 1901 (nineteenhundred and one) was soft
and easy-going and malicious. Of course I wasn't
malicious - I was just nice and twenty-years-old!

(off)y Sssh!

(clapping a hand to her mouth) Woops! He's compos-
ing! He mustn't see or hear a human being while
he's composing. (the table set) There! Well, one
day on the Ring, who should bump into me and my
mother but the Zuckerkandls! They asked me to
come and meet the great Mahler! AndI didn't

want to! (laughing) I hated the way he conducted
his First Symphony. And I hated his First
Symphony! But Mahler cancelled the date anyway.
And when they asked me a second time, for

another Sunday, I said yes! I accepted! I accepted!
Oh Gustav I accepted!

(She dances round to the music. She
stops suddenly, afraid for her appear-
ance)

(touching her hair) My hair! My face! My dress!
My shoulders are knobbly! My hands are twitching!
My -!

(The music has ceased. She stops
spellbound as MAHLER, imposing
and remote in evening clothes, with
cloak and top hat and cane, enters
from the left. He takes his hat and
cloak off slowly and throws them on
the chaise longue. He bows to the
table perfunctorily and sits down.

ALMA steals to her place at the other
end of the table. No chair has been
placed there for her and she drags
one across with a schoolgirl glance at
MAHLER.,

He fixes her with his eyes and stays
that way, intrigued and captive)
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I wish he'd take his eyes off me! No I don't!

(She talks silently to invisible guests,
MAHLER's eyes still on her. She laughs
at something said, and she laughs!)

(laughing involuntarily) Can't we share the joke down
at the end there?

His poor neighbour - he didn't get a word out of
Mahler all evening. (nodding and laughing) My
neighbours were Gustav Klimt the well-known
painter and Max Burkhart, the great theatrical
director. We burst ourselves laughing!

(craning forward to hear a guest) You've just been
to a violin recital? Jan Kubelik? I think he plays
like an angel, yes.

(abruptly ceasing her laughter, and addressing
MAHLER's end of the table with the utmost serious-
ness) I don't like soloist's recitals!

Nor doI! Nor do I!

(Silence. They are gripped by each
other. They gaze into each other's
eyes)

(unwillingly dragged into conversation by an invisible
guest but still gazing at ALMA) Beauty? I think
Socrates was probably beautiful. (rising and wander -
ing off into the open area downstage right) And I
suppose you'd call him old and ugly. Well, he was - !

(also rising) I think the composer Alexander von
Zemlinsky beautiful for instance.

(swivelling round) No. That's going too far. He's
the most atrociously ugly man I've ever set eyes on,
even for a musician.

(approaching him) Why haven't you ever done his
ballet The Golden Heart, Mr. Mahler? I happen to
know that you promised him you would!

(startled) Because I can't understand it!

Would you like me to explain the whole thing to you?
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(He gazes at her. She becomes increas-
ingly confused)

~ (smiling) Very well.

What lovely white teeth he has ...
I believe you study music?

Yes, I study under the most atrociously ugly man
you've ever set eyes on!

Alexander von Zemlinsky? That's why you love him!
Would you like to bring some of your work along to the
Opera one day and show me?

When I have something -

Come to my dress rehearsal tomorrow morning -
The Tales of Hoffmann.

IfI can get my work done first.
(ironically) Under Zemlinsky ?

(She leaves with a flourish, right.
He stands gazing after her)

(seeming to address her) I'm so lonely, you see.
By the way, this opera doesn't really give the spirit
of Hoffmann's story at all. Just the corpse. I
could hardly get to the end of the second act today.
But with you there - tomorrow! I'll do it for you!
Read that little story of his - Rath Krespel: you'll
see what I mean. That soprano of mine's quite good
- the Schoder girl - but she makes Antonia die of
consumption! That bloody cough of hers! (imitating
her cough) Antonia does NOT die of consumption!
She just gives up her personality, her body, which
we are all trying to do - it may take a lifetime, and
it may take millions of lifetimes. Antonia's an
artist you see! She melts away!

(off) She drifts into the endless night!

What? Oh how bogus she is! (with a shrug) But
then she's a woman. You see, if you really come
along to my rehearsal tomorrow you can find out

about music -
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(off) Oh! Generous of you!

There's no such thing as reality you see - all this
you see around you, it's just a magic formula - it
disappears when it has served its time - the only
real thing is the soul - I apologise for the word but
how can you have a single word for what can't be
described, only demonstrated. And music demon-
strates it, voila!

(off)y That day you conducted the Meistersinger - I
didn't know you then - you looked like Lucifer -
eyes burning like coals - your face so white!
(excited) Lucifer! Demon!

(smiling) Yes, they always call me that. How else
could I have controlled vast operatic productions -
pig-sties of singers, cattle sheds of musicians?
It's the bad ones always hate me - you see, they
know that all I have to do is look inside me for the
answers and I'm always right! And all their study
doesn't get them anywhere near it! All their
intrigues, their worms of ambition gnawing their
entrails out! Are you there? (silence) She's dead.
She's been dead a good - oh I don't know. She died
over fifty years after me. Imagine that! I formed
her, really. Alma! You needed me, didn't you?
For your other men! Do you remember a few days
before I died, we joked about who you'd marry - and
I went through a whole list? and at the end of the
list I said no, I'd better stay alive - you don't want
any of that lot! But you did get one of them. Old
Gropius. Wasn't he something ghastly like an
architect ? Remember when he sent you a telegram
from every station along the Toblach-Vienna line -
and I was at the receiving end - and my darkness
was back again - the early horrors! - you brought
them back! - you broke me! That's why I died!

(off, with horror) No!

(quietly) But it doesn't matter. You were only an
instrument. It was time for me to go. We have
nothing creative about us. That damn silly word.
We find, and we tell what we find. And then when
we've told our bit we go. And become somebody
else. Are you ready yet?

(off) Not quite.

Your changing was always a long business, I remem-
ber.
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(off) Tell them about your life, Gustav. There was
always something so modern about you. The people
round you seemed so stagey and heavy and self-
important compared with you!

(sitting down) Well - I started life as a Jew. That

means something rather dark for me, to speak quite
honestly. I always had them on my shoulders -
brothers, my mother, my sister! Especially my
sister Justine - oh my God! We were too close!
Marrying you was like divorcing her. You see, I
never really woke up to the kind of life I was living
- I just worked from one production to the next -

I can't tell my life, Alma! I can't! It's these
dreams - it's - !

(A pistol shot, off.

MAHLER leaps to his feet, staring
upstage, aghast)

Otto! Otto!
(ALMA rushes on from the left,
dressed rather gorgeously in a
dierndl.)

Gustav!

(subsiding) I'm tired. I thought it was my brother
Otto!

It was a child outside - a balloon -

He was a marvellous composer, you know. I found
a couple of symphonies in his drawer. I felt a
terrible remorse when he shot himself, as if my
music had stolen his life and there couldn't be two
of us! Then why was he born at all? And Ernst -
I loved him so much - he died of heart trouble -
and five of the others died - all children - and now,
the re st of the family - so many debts -

I'll settle them all. I'm going to put everything in
order,

How much do I owe by the way?

Fifty thousand crowns.

1.9
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It's a big debt to marry.

You're the biggest capital I could think of.

- (looking at her dress with a smile) That's what took

all the time.

(The Funeral March in the Manner of
Callot (the third movement of the
First Symphony) steals over)

Do you hear that?

(disappointed at his scanty attention to her dress)
What?

The Funeral March - I wrote it whenI was 33 -
Sometimes you frighten me! And I'm so young!
Poor Otto! Do you hear! (catching her) Listen!
But I can't hear!

The critics called my music sterile, trivial, extra-

vagant, an unholy bloody noise. (as the music fades)
You know, I thought I'd never be able to love proper-
ly - give everything - I often tried to and something

always went wrong - but you lifted me out of that.

Why funeral marches then?

And why are you so frightened of funerals? Don't
you realise all these little terrors are going to save
you from the worst part of yourself - the rich
man's daughter ?

It's true what Max Burkhart said - you're going to put
out my flame with yours! You wrote me that terrible
letter, forbidding me ever to compose a song again!

(sharply) Nobody can forbid you to compose! Compos-
ing pours out of the skin, it can't be stopped! Do you
think my composing could be stopped? It goes on all
the time! All these shrivelled little thoughts - do away
with them! (going to her) I was harsh like that with
my mother. I used to play the piano and if I saw her
stealing into the room to listenI used to stop and sit
stock-still until she'd gone again. And your little
face reminds me of her. Only it's healthier.
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Is that wrong?

I suppose I like to see the mark of sorrow -

- It's there - on your face. I've seen it so often - at

the opera house, when you're conducting.

I did exactly the same as my father did - I loved her
but I didn't show her any feeling! He used to scream
at us both! Can you imagine the horrors of that
family - the daily horrors? Thank God I became a
Christian! Thank God for the light! All that hell of
belonging - no! I got my freedom! I found the silence
of silences inside. (touching her face) IfI love you,
my child, it's because of the Christian light in you,
which you know nothing about. My sister said to me
once, 'You're flesh of my flesh!' I said, 'Dirt of
your dirt, you mean!' Do you remember that morning
you came to the Tales of Hoffmann rehearsal? - the
second time we saw each other - and you wouldn't look
at me?

I was feeling malicious.

You little cat! And I called out to you from the desk,
'Miss Schindler, how did you sleep last night?'

And I said, 'Perfectly - why shouldn't I?"
And I said, 'I didn't sleep a wink all night'.

(They gaze at each other, in perfect
stillness)

(with a glance behind him) I need you - I ache for
you all day - when I'm out of Vienna I feel sick!

I hear your name all the time! Do you feel the
same?

Yes! Yes!

We've got to marry - the fever's got to end - did you
tell your mother?

Yes.
I feel everything's for you - all the music - the opera

- every time I tap the desk - the sound of your dress -
it's all bound up together!
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ALMA: It's so overwhelming! You've got so much behind you
- and I'm so poor!

MAHLER: Do you know how I'm going to celebrate our engage-
" ment? I'm going to give you a dress rehearsal of The

Magic Flute! Just you - the only audience! in secret!

ALMA: But Mr. Director!

(He buttons himself up and walks towards
the staircase)

MAHLER: (turning) Will you be there?
ALMA: Oh yes, yes!

(Dim house lights go up beyond the arch
and a tuning orchestra sounds again)

MAHLER: (on his way up the stairs) Mr. Director, she calls
me. Chills me to the bone. How could she do it?
(stopping and gazing down at her) A girl of twenty!

- and she could take me down into the jaws of hell,
with the tips of her fingers! Thank God she doesn't
know it - or perhaps she does. Her stepfather,

Karl Moll, the old bastard, told her not to marry me.
He said I was ugly and poor in health and unpopular
at the Opera and badly in debt and anyway my music
stank. (triumph) And still she wants to marry me!
Can you beat that? Am I too old then? I don't know
what to do with someone so young - look at her! -

the way she darts around - if only she'd had an affair
or lost a husband or something! (shouting up
towards the arch) All right, all right, you'll be
playing soon enough, don't worry! Damned buffaloes!
(looking down at ALMA again) How precious she is.
More so every day, since that first dinner party,
where she baptised me into life! (addressing the
arch again) Don't worry, you won't get rid of me for
a long time yet - at least five years! I've put Mozart
on the map - nobody could sing him until I came
along! Is she still there? Miss Schindler!

ALMA: (startled) Yes?
MAHLER: Why the devil do you want to marry me?

ALMA: Well -
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Do you remember where Faust sings, 'Past under-
standing are God's works, and fair as at the birth of
light'? That's why you're marrying me! Because my
music is bright like country air - clean like the day -
that's what you want to marry - not me!

But I still don't like your Fourth. T like it as little
as your First.

Oh, liking has nothing to do with it!

(He disappears quickly through the
arch. The tuning quickly fades. We
hear him tap the conductor's desk
sharply with his baton)

Marrying him because of something in Faust? What
do these men think? And he's got the most

horrible friends! There's that Pole Siegfried
Lipiner who looks like a gorilla with his beastly bald
skull. His eyes are so close together (burlesquing
his appearance) they're like cufflinks threaded
through his nose sideways. Nietsche thought him
very fine, so did Wagner, so does Gustav Mahler.
And even Brahms once said, 'That lying hound of a
Pole interests me.' Well, he doesn't interest me.

I can see right through him to the seat of his dirty
pants! And it isn't as if there's just one of him.
There's his first wife, his second wife, his mistress
who Gustav Mahler is supposed to share! Yes,

they mount the same whore and think I don't know!
The cat! The cow! The look she gave me that first
day in his office - and Mahler nibbling at her hand
every time she said something stupid, the poor
trussed-up overdressed sallow-faced bitch! Then
there's the Pole's first wife's husband, who looks

as much of a gorilla as he does. And he thinks I
want to marry that lot! And this faded whore comes
up swinging her arse and says, 'Do you laike Gustav's
music?' Do like it! The cheek! And he stands
there laughing! Well, I know one thing, there won't
be any of that crew near him in a month from now!

I know how to deal with great artists - young as I am
- I've got the hang of it already - all you do is see
they have a room ready for them, and peace and quiet,
and meals on time, and the rest you organise yourself!
His life's going to have a huge DON'T DISTURB
notice written right across it from now on! We'll see
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who's the better bitch of the two, that tired instrument
on which so many Viennese musicians have played or
me, avirgin. I've never been played on, and she's
already out of tune! My little jewel is intacta, and so
it remains until the greatest man in Vienna seizes
hold of it! Yes! (dashing up the staircase) I'm

late! (stopping in the archway and looking down the
other side) Oh look! He's like a king! So small and
still, and everybody silent round him. They're
supposed to hate him but look how they hide their
horns! Those second violins are a bunch of malicious
old cats, but look at them now, they're purring! And
he dares to ask me why I'm marrying him! I'm marry-
ing you for love, you absent-minded fool! I love you,
oh how I love you, my little prince of music!

(She slowly descends the steps on the
other side, out of sight.

Instead of music the deafening clatter
of a railway station comes over the
speakers.

MAHLER bustles in from the left in a
travelling coat, snow on his hat and
shoulders. He stamps the snow from
his overboots. The personal area
has become a railway compartment.
He sits down puffing, tired. He opens
his overcoat, takes off his hat, cleans
his spectacles. He takes out a book,
looks at it, sniffs, glances round.

ALMA, also in travelling clothes and
equally covered in snow, comes
staggering in with her arms full of
hand luggage)

(briefly looking up) Ah, there you are.

(He returns to his book. She settles
the hand luggage. He puts his book
down, sighs with pleasure. She takes
off her travelling coat. Suddenly they
seem to see each other for the first
time. They hug each other and kiss.
They look into each other's eyes and
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laugh. They can't stop laughing. It is
a long delighted laugh, a release of
their joy which seems to have been
pent up until now.

Then with a great sigh ALMA unclips
her skirt, and the corset underneath)

There! I needn't play the virgin any more!
You played it well.

Do you think mummy suspected anything?
Of course. Mummies always do.

(touching her tummy) He feels happy to be going to
St. Petersburg.

(also touching her tummy) And his mama - what
about her?

Oh! You tell me! Look in my eyes!

I read a certain - well I suppose it could be happiness.
(They hug and kiss again, they laugh)

People outside are looking at us.

And you love it. You're cheeky, you're impossible!

I saw you laughing when I fell up the altar steps

this morning.

It was funny! Even the priest laughed.

(gazing out of the window) Do you think all those
people are going to St. Petersburg?

(busy with the hand luggage again) I don't know. All
I know is that we three are!

Perhaps they're all going to my concert.
(ALMA takes out bread and sausage,
a thermos flask full of coffee, lace

napkins etc.)

I didn't know you brought all that stuff.
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You talked to me while I was packing it. You poured

the coffee yourself.

~ Good God.

(ALMA offers him some food)

I'll just have coffee. You haven't got an apple have

you?
(pouring his coffee) No.
(again looking out of the window) We're off.
(handing him his coffee) Here. Your coffee.
Ah!
'Ah!' Well I'm going to eat.
It's so hot in here.
(ALMA eats ravenously)
Mm!:

They overheat these compartments. (loosening

his jacket)
Oh Gustav!

(The whistle goes and the train pulls
out with a steady nineteenth century
boom and clatter)

Wouldn't it have been nice if somebody had waved
us goodbye? Mummy for instance? Or Karl Moll?

To hell with Karl Moll. I see him every day.

But not to hell with mummy!

I'm sick to death of all people except one. I have
them all and every day, remember - orchestras
of them, choruses of them. AndI'll have them
again as soon as I step off that platform at St.
Petersburg.

(her mouth full) Yes I suppose so!

I do hope you don't start a sore throat! -
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(A phrase from the Seventh Symphony

comes over. His mouth is open, he is
gazing before him, conducting slightly
with his right hand.

ALMA gazes at him, a piece of bread
poised)

Are you composing?

(He comes to suddenly and the music
fades away)

It'll be years before I write anything like that.
Anything like what? I didn't hear it.

Ah no, of course not. Funny isn't it - I can imagine
it - hear it - but it goes when I've got the paper in
front of me. It's in the tragic mood - it's for later
- later in life -

Tragic? Is the future going to be tragic?

(He simply gazes before him. She
finishes eating and settles deeper
into her seat. She leans her head on
his shoulders, then closes her eyes.

Again the phrase from the Seventh
steals over, softer now. His right
hand comes up almost imperceptibly
again, twitching. He shakes his head
to the music, beguiled, drugged with it.

It fades again, leaving the clatter of the
train)

You like a bit of glitter don't you?
(blinking awake) What?

Do you know why there are rich people? They need
to be rich! To cover up their emptiness! They have
to gild their human poverty! God couldn't allow
them to exist otherwise! It would sort of crack the
world. I mean, you like dinner parties a bit, don't
you - and little men like the President of the Society
of the Friends of Music?
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(Silence between them. Battle is brew-
ing. She slowly levers herself away
from him)

Isn't that Siegfried Lipiner's story, thatI flirted with
the President?

Why do you hate Lipiner?
Hate him? I adore him as a matter of fact!
He doesn't think so.

He never thinks. Nietzsche and all sorts of other
writers think for him - he gets all his talk out of
their books.

It's marvellous talk, though.

I agree. That's why I adore him. So why does he
spread a lot of horrible stories about me?

He doesn't!

He told you I flirted with the President of the
Society of the Friends of Music all through your
Fourth Symphony the other day.

But that has nothing to do with what I said - I said
you liked the big world - I didn't say you shouldn't
- I meant that the President represents that world
perfectly -

In other words the President's an idiot - and I'm an
idiot - and all your friends are geniuses! (bursting
into tears) He's been a friend of my family for
years.! Years.

Oh for God's sake don't cry! I can't stand the sound
of a woman crying!

Oh yes! It's always what you can't bear isn't it?
I mustn't cry because you can't bear it! It's always
you! '

Alma, I meant I couldn't bear the suffering behind
e A

Oh, suffering! It's natural! You've got to face up
to it - you talk just like Dostoevsky! - and you're
both egoists! Egoists can never bear the thought of
suffering! »
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(She sobs herself to dry eyes)

Well, instruct me then. We murder millions of animals
for our food, mothers go through agonies in childbirth,
the animals kill each other with frightful cruelty, there
are hordes of poor people who can't even clothe their
children, and there are the rich who are much less
happy than anybody. What do you make of it all?
Nothing's settled for a moment. There are quarrels all
the time, assassinations, bankruptcies, suicides.
We're making love one minute and quarrelling the

next.

We wouldn't have quarrelled if you hadn't started it.

(with a laugh) So you won't tell me what the answer
is! (settling back again and gazing before him, then,
with extreme sadness) Perhaps He will one day.

Who?
(MAHLER gazes out of the window.

ALMA closes her eyes again. She nestles
into him. The train clatters on.

A frightening passage from the Seventh
comes crashing through. He does not
conduct this time. He stares before
him tensely, as it were aghast at these
tremendous sounds. ALMA appears to
hear nothing.

The music melts into the slowing of
the train, with its screech. There
are the sudden bright lights of the
station, much larger than life. They
seem tobe the climax of the music.
He is terrified. He starts, stares
out of the window. The music ceases.
He subsides: it is just a railway
station.

ALMA sleeps. He unleans her from
him gently. He mops his brow. She
goes on sleeping. He rises and leaves
the compartment.

There are the sounds of a busy railway
Station.



ALMA:

MAHLER:

ALMA:

MAHLER:

ALMA is woken by them. She starts
when she sees that MAHLER is not at
her side. She sees his greatcoat. She
jumps up, dashes to the window)

(calling to him) Gustav! Gustav! Come in! You're
mad! Come in at once! Gustav!

(There is laughter outside.

GUSTAYV stumbles back into the com-
partment, hatless, his collar open,
covered with snow, panting. He simply
throws himself into the seat, unable to
speak)

Gustav, how could you? It's 30 below outside!
Gustav! Do you want to die?

(He is shivering. She covers him with
his own greatcoat.

She looks up at the window, where
people are staring in and laughing, and
she makes a face at them)

Oh go away and stop giggling, you silly people!
If all the Russians are like you, the country's a zoo!
(attending to MAHLER) My darling!

(He gradually recovers himself.

The whistle blows outside and the
train booms out of the station. He
gazes out of the window with weak eyes)

I had such a painful throat. These trains are over-
heated, terribly overheated.

You've got a fever. And you go out in the freezing
cold! Gustav, look at me. You're always talking
about nature, then why aren't you closer to your own
body? You don't seem to know what to do with it!

(gazing at her for some time, and then smiling) I do
what I feel I ought to do. I needed the air. And I do
feel better. No, I don't understand my body.

(She dabs the sweat off his upper lip
and brow.
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They nestle up to each other again and
sleep. Some time passes. Again with

a great flash of lights and the screeching
of brakes the train pulls in at a station.
MAHLER starts awake, stares out of the
window. He mops his brow, gasps. And
again he quietly unleans ALMA from his
shoulder and leaves the compartment
hatless and coatless.

ALMA starts awake)

ALMA: He's gone again! Oh well let him! I'm going to eat
and sleep - for the little one.

(The sound of a tuning orchestra comes
up beyond the arch. The conductor's
desk is rapped, and there is silence)

It's started! Oh dear!

(She gathers all the hand luggage frantic-
ally, puts his hat on top of hers, throws
both her and his overcoat on. She
staggers across the stage under the

load, towards the arch)

(stopping to look upstage) Look, the Neva's frozen
over! There are tramlines across it! Gustav!

(The Liebestod steals over. She stands,
grotesque in centre stage, enchanted.

MAHLER appears under the arch in
rehearsal clothes)

MAHLER: (hoarse) Listen! (we lose his other words)
ALMA: What?
MAHLER: (waving the orchestra impatiently to silence) I say old

Wagner fits everywhere doesn't he - even raw Russia -
these spaces! Ah Richard! The one and only, the
greatest!

ALMA: Oh Gustav! How ever are you going to get through three
concerts with a throat like that?

(She begins stumbling up the steps, all but
enveloped in greatcoats, hats, hand luggage.
Her struggling becomes a burlesque as he
talks)

MAHLER: (still hoarse) Do you realise these Russians look down
their noses when you mention Dostoevsky? Of course
we all know that real work never gets its due until long
after you're dead. When most people talk about art
they mean objets d'art, just a product.
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(slumping down on the top step) What a lot of stairs!

Oh you're young! But real art's got something
accidental yet hardworked about it. It might take a
hundred years to sink in with all its unspoken secrets!
It takes no account of time at all! Because it comes
from the other side - Wagner, Dostoevsky - !

I'm expecting!
(They sit surrounded by hand luggage)

Such a funny old cow that archduchess from Moscow,
wasn't she? But they're nicer than our aristocracy,
on the whole. Because they aspire harder, I suppose.
She asked me to tell her what death was like.

Did she find such a lot of it in your music?
I imagine she did. I felt rather complimented.

(The light changes to something mellower
as they gaze before them, thinking. In
the background Ach Du Lieber Augustin!
drifts over)

(his voice normal again) Alma, why did they stare at
us when we were driving through the streets of St.
Petersburg in an open troika?

Because it was 30 degrees below zero and open troikas
aren't for that sort of weather. And secondly because
we look funny. People always stare at us.

Do you remember Crefeld? where I did my Third
symphony? You had one of those reform dresses on -
for pregnant women - and children called after us in
the street - and we had to pour water on their heads
from the hotel balcony -

You seem to be rather good at that sort of thing don't
you? Do you remember when you poured water on to a
group of fashionable ladies at a restaurant?

Impossible!

That was from a balcony too! You wanted to wash
your hands so you leaned over and tipped the water
jug on to your fingers! There were shrieks from
below, and do you know what they said when they
saw you? - They said, 'Oh, it's only Mahler.'

And they moved to another table, to get out of your
way. Then you wanted to wash your hands a second
time, so you thought you'd go further along the
balcony so as not to inconvenience that party of
ladies again. You tipped the jug over your hands -
right on to the table they'd moved to!
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(She enjoys this greatly.

Silence)

‘What a lot of travelling we seem to do. Crefeld,

St. Petersburg, Vienna! Your second name must
be Baedeker.

At least, this is home.

(pointing through the arch) Is that your apartment
down there, with the broken down door?

Yes, we're nearly there. Are you tired, my little
treasure?

No - just terribly old! I feel twice as old as you!
I seem to have been through so many experiences!
And those walks you go in for. All over St.Petersburg,

I swear that's why the streets were so icy hard, we
walked on them so much!

It does you good, my darling. (rising) I'll go ahead
and see that everything's all right.

(He goes through the arch)
Gustav!

(returning) Yes?

Please take these bags.

(taking them) Ah yes.
'Ah yes'.

(He goes through the arch with the
hand luggage, and disappears)

(calling him) Gustav! .

(off) Yes?

Why do you look shabby in the most expensive clothes ?
(off, with a laugh) I'm always in love, my darling -

with you - with Mozart - or the Rhine maidens!
Yes, that's how I am!
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(She continues gazing through the arch)

How clever your absent-mindedness is. You absent-
mindedly get me pregnant a month before we're even
engaged, so as to demoralise me, get me nicely under

- your thumb, stop other men looking at me - and then

of course I have to marry you! Don't tell me you
haven't eyes in your backside, Mr. Director, because

I know you have'! All artists have! Well (rising) we'll
see if you can get away with it! We'll see who gets the
upper hand! (calling after him) You're jealous of my
youth! - my beauty! (stopping) Why do I have these
thoughts ? He's such an angel. Why can't I be one?

(MAHLER enters the downstage area
below the staircase, minus his great-
coat and the hand luggage.

ALMA disappears through the arch.
Simultaneously with MAHLER's entrance
a gramophone screeches out a Viennese
waltz. The record is scratched and
worn)
(aghast at the noise) Oh no! Isay! (making towards
the personal area on the left) I say! Take that
record off! Take it off!

(ALMA dashes in from the right; now
dressed in a 'reform' dress for pregnancy)

What the devil's that?

(shouting) It's that blasted captain - the one who shares
the flat!

(shrieking) Captain?
He's got a room at the end of the corridor!

A what?

A room!

A woman?

No, a room, a room!

A room? And what's that got to do with this ?

What ?
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in.

Why - this - noise?

Because he hates me! He knows I'm a composer,

and I can't stand noise! So he puts it on when I come
in'

Oh he does does he?

(She storms across the stage and exits
left. MAHLER gazes after her.

The noise continues.

Then it abruptly ceases)
Good Lord. She's killed him.,

(ALMA strolls back)
He's out,

QOut? Who?

The Captain. It's his batman puts the record on.
He has orders to start it up whenever you come in.

I know. I told you that myself.

No, you didn't. You said the captain put it on.
Anyway I guaranteed him a little income for not doing

1.25

it. He'll just put the record on when the captain happens

to come home.
Well, you seem to have established yourself already.

(She begins pushing the furniture back
to the old positions from the 'railway
compartment' positions.

MAHLER watches her)

You said you were tired just now. You don't look tired

now.
(She subsides into one of the chairs)
I think it's lovely.

You do?
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Yes I do. I don't know why you needed me.

(going close to her) You've got little tears in your
eyes. Why? (taking her) Tell me why!

I thought it wouldn't be nice. You're famous for your
absent-mindedness and I thought it would be a dirty
bachelor's den, sort of thing. Then I could have done
lots of things to it. You have to be on top all the time!

Don't you see that you're the only thing the apartment
lacked? and therefore it had no light until you came in?
so of course you call it lovely, because you've brought
your own light in, your gaiety and your truth!

Before, there were just a couple of men angry with

each other. You've brought the spring in. It was always
winter before. And the captain's going to eat out of your
hand, like his batman did.

And then you'll accuse me of flirting.

Only if you do flirt!

When our house on the lake's ready we'll go there,
won't we, all the summer, and be alone, and you'll
compose, and I'll orchestrate your scores, and we'll

work and work, and forget eve rything else except our
baby! |

Do you know, my music is only that - what you've just
said - being alone - and getting nearer to God - and -!

(The awful waltz blasts out again)
(shouting) I thought you'd - !
What?
I thought you'd stopped him'

(at the top of her voice, as she strides out left)
The captain's come back!

What ?

(stopping to stamp her foot with rage) The captain!
The captain's come back!

(She goes off.
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MAHLER makes rather frantic movements as
if these will exorcise the dreadful noise.

Then suddenly the record ceases again)

MAHLER: ‘Ah!

(He strolls quietly to his chair left,
and takes up a score page)

(beginning to write) And now she'll find out how charming
the captain is.

(He sighs.

The music he is composing steals over - a
snatch from the Fifth. It ceases as he
ceases to write.

He writes again and a further phrase from
the Fifth comes over: it is the Adagio.

He ceases again and now we hear birds
outside. And there are the playing cries

of children in the distance. There is the
country sound of hammering. echoing

voices, a splash as someone dives into the
lake. We are at Maiernigg on the Oorthersee.

MAHLER gazes before him, pleasantly
exhausted. He has written himself out. He
is hot. He flings off his jacket, rises and
stretches.

The third movement of the Sixth comes over
and seems to merge and take up the distant
cries of children, being in fact a musical
representation of two children playing in the
sand and stumbling about. MAHLER seems to
be criticising it in his mind, though without
movements of the face or hands. He is simply
concentrated, as he strolls up centre with

his hands in his pockets.

The music fades. He stands quite still,
seeming to listen. Then the last movement
of the Sixth Symphony comes up swiftly and
relentlessly)

MAHLER: (shouting) Yes! Yes! The three blows of fate - one, two,
three! (a sweep of his hand) And the hero falls, there, at
the third blow! Zuk!
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(The music ends. A clock on the lake

strikes midday and he walks upstage behind
the staircase.

The Sixth comes up again, drowning
everything with its three blows of fate.

A great splash as he plunges into the lake.
And then his cry of pleasure. He laughs.
The music ceases.

ALMA, in a bright summer dress on the
fantastic side, appears upstage of the
staircase with a bath towel under her arm.
She is no longer pregnant. She gazes
upstage across the lake.

We hear MAHLER whistle her from the
distance. She smiles and waves)

ALMA: Gustav! Gustav! Not so far out!
(We hear the children again, the birds.

MAHLER makes another cry of pleasure
from the distance)

MAHLER: (off, in the distance) Almschili!
ALMA: That's enough!
She goes to his table, looks at his
score. The Adagio from the Fifth sweeps
over triumphantly. She is delighted. It
dies away quickly as she turns to hurry
back to the edge of the lake with his towel)
MAHLER: (closer, off) It's so good!
(She watches him approach land)
(off) Ah'
(She throws him the towel, off)
(off) I'll dry in the sun.
ALMA: No, it can't be good for you, it's at the top of the sky!

MAHLER: (off) How's Putzi?
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Asking for you!

(He enters with the towel round him)

Why do you sacrifice yourself like that? swim out so

far? You had a haemorrhage a year before we married.

You give your attention to everything except me. You
hardly look at me.

But it's different now! We're together - we're side by
side - not looking at each other - we're working side by
side -

It's different because I'm working in the house all day.
and there are two children to look after! and everything
has to be on time! If your breakfast isn't there in the

hut at seven sharp -
Oh for God's sake don't cry over trivialities'

They're NOT trivialities for me, because I DO them!
Don't you understand that? I change their nappies -

I order the food - and stand over the maid - and arrange
the house - and keep people away from you!

(quietly) Don't you remember how I am inthe winter, at
that blasted 'Ministry of Music' night and day, and aren't
I supposed to be here for a rest? And you know I never
take a rest, aren't I working at my music here - ? Alma!
Isn't my music the best devotion you could wish for? I
thought we were closer than that!

Yes, yes! I know!

If I didn't plunge ahead with the work - would there be
money ?

I know!

(They sit in silence. He gazes before him)
Explain to me more - what you mean.
You give your singers more attention than you do me.

(laughing) Well - what sort of operas would we get if I
didn't?

I'm afraid of losing you every time you go to rehearsal.
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And when I'm working here - in the hut - what are you

MAHLER:
afraid of then?

ALMA: Gustl, I looked at the Adagio,

MAHLER: Did you like it?

ALMA: Oh Gustl! -

MAHLER: Would you like to copy it for me?

ALMA: Yes!

MAHLER: It's only a sketch - you can fill in the gaps - only you
can do that -

(They are silent again. There are the
cries of the children. He gets up)

ALMA: Go to your Putzi.

MAHLER: Do you mean that nicely ?

ALMA: Oh yes!

(He leaves - upstage of the staircase,
right)

MAHLER: (off, calling back to her) Will you come soon? Is lunch
on the table ?

ALMA: Yes! Yes! Lunch is on thetable. Everything's ready.
It always is. At the stroke. When you've been on tour
there's a hot bath waiting for you when you get back,
steaming as you come in the door.

MAHLER: (off) Isn't that what we've got servants for?

ALMA: Yes, Gustav. (after he is out of earshot) Oh, Gustav,
you've eaten me up - I don't exist - if only you knew'

MAHLER: (off) Do you think I exist ?

ALMA: (starting at his voice) No! Your music but not you! And

so I'm a slave to that too, now. I have to shush the children
quiet all the time. You love little Putzi but not me! There's
something between the two of you - something lovely, a
silent message that closes me out! And then you come out

of your hut looking like a god when you've finished your
work, shedding light all round - it falls out of your hair!

Oh Gustav!
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(The cries of the children, joined by MAHLER's
laughter, off.

ALMA raises herself disconsolately and goes
towards his work table. She slumps down

in his chair and takes one of his scores. She
reads the Adagio of the Fifth again, and it
steals over. She gives way to it - in the
sense that it expresses what she feels, all

the more poignantly because it was written

by the person she has just been complaining to.

She puts the score down again, and abstractedly
takes up another. The music fades. The first
version of the Fifth comes over: this was
over-written for percussion. It crashes over
the speakers.

She frowns. This neither moves nor pleases
her.

She jumps up. The music cuts off as she
throws the score down)

(calling) Gustl! Gustl! (no reply) Gustl!

(He appears like an alarmed child, now in
his dressing gown)

It's a terrible noise! How could you do it?

How could I do what?

You've gone mad with the drums! Mad! You've
ruined everything!

Drums? What drums ?

Here!

Here! (tapping the score violently)

(suddenly wild with delight) Not yet! Not yet I haven't
ruined it! You see, I can cut! Here - (dashing across
the room to the table) look - (grabbing his pencil and
drawing lines across the score) - out with the side-drums,
that's for a start - then half the percussion instruments
out! Now! How's that? (grabbing her and swinging her
round) And now come to lunch!. We need light at the lunch

table!

We need the sun! Oh what a lioness you are!

And sometimes a bitch?



1.32
MAHLER: I didn't say so.

ALMA: You don't call me nice things in the old way. I
remember how you called me the spring once -
‘when we started living in your Viennese apartment -
you said I brought the spring in.

MAHLER: But the spring doesn't last for ever, Almscherl. I

wish you could learn to take things in their rhythm.

Don't cling to ideas. You can't be an artist out of the
head. You've got to be natural. You've got to start

with life. If I had the children all day I'd make music

out of them - I'd make it out of dirty nappies! And

isn't it all there in my music anyway? Isn't there the
dirt and the struggle and then a blaze of redeeming light ?

ALMA: And then you make such a fool of me at dinner parties,
The last one, with all those rich people picking their
gold teeth - you have to come in half way through and take
an apple off the bowl in the middle of the table and keep
smelling it, while everybody stares at you. And then
you jump up before the last course and go to the other
room. And you know everybody's going to follow you!
And then they stop and stare at us in the street, every-
where we go - 'Look, there's Mahler and his wife! ' But
he's not with anybody'! His wife's just trailing along!

I don't know where to put my face sometimes!

MAHLER: What have I got to do - study the way they look at me,
the bloated idiots! No, you're happy, Almscherl -
happy to have somebody who doesn't give a damn. Because
you don't give a damn either! Do you remember that
sketch from the Sixth - the second subject in the first
movement? That's you! That's my Almschili music!

(The 'ALMA theme' steals over. He
beats time and sings very vigorously
da, da, dum, di, da, di! It fades)

ALMA: I'm not good enough for it. After I've been working in
the house all day I feel just a body - I don't want to Gustl! -

MAHLER: Does it help you towork on my scores - as if we were
one spirit - not one body - one spirit - doing the same
thing?

ALMA: (after a sad pause) Yes.
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(ALMA notices another score on the table.
She picks it up)

ALMA: And what's this? Songs on the death of children? What
children? What death? Oh Gustl!

MAHLER: It's a setting on Ruckert'

ALMA: He lost his child - it was the most horrible loss of

his life! Gustl! (as the harrowing Kindertotenlieder
come bursting over) How could you do it? How could
you tempt fate like that?

MAHLER: But listen to it! Listen! (grabbing her) Now!
Listen to that!
ALMA: Oh Gustl!
(She shrugs, throwing the score down.
The music fades. He takes her arm.
They walk upstage together)
MAHLER: You know, they just don't understand my music -

the Viennese, the Germans, nobody. Their cheering
doesn't fool me. And when you come to think of it
what could they make of all these primeval sounds ?
these worlds that seem to surge up and then crash
down again one after another - And there are
thousands of faces going by - an endless procession!
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