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A PREFACE

by Ingmar Bergman's Producer, Carl Anders Dymling

[CARL ANDERS DYMLING is the president of Svensk
Filmindustri, producers of Ingmar Bergman's films. He
has been a major factor in Bergman's film career from
its beginning and is largely responsible for the
development and establishment of Bergman as a
writer-director of world renown. Now in his sixties. Dr.
Dymling was previously director-general of the Swedish
Broadcasting Corporation and has also been a literary
critic and scholar.]

the first time | saw Ingmar Bergman was during the
autumn of 1942, when | had just gone into the motion-picture
business as president of Svensk Filmindustri. He was a very
young man then, tall, thin, with black hair and burning black
eyes. He was still unknown, but trying impatiently to find his
way in life and in particular to find an outlet for his erupting
creative talents. He began by producing stage plays, on a
small scale and with extremely limited resources. | happened
to see one of them at the university students theater in
Stockholm. Here, | thought, was a refreshing young talent, a
little crazy perhaps, certainly immature, but with alot of bold
and fanciful ideas.



8

| decided on the spot to find out if he was willing to work in
some capacity at the SF (Svensk Filmindustri) studio at
Rasunda. He was.

He started by rewriting some scripts, rather poor ones I'm
afraid, trying to make them worth while. He wasn't very
successful. Then one day about a year later came the first
Bergman surprise. A manuscript suddenly appeared on my
desk, not a scenario but a short novel intended as a film. (For
many years, Bergman preferred to present a film in this way
before writing the screenplay.) It was Hets, called Torment in
the United States and Frenzy in England. | read it; it was a
startling experience. Here was a very angry young manlong
before they became the fashiona writer looking at the world
through the eyes of a teen-age rebel harshly criticizing his
parents, offending his teachers, making love to a prostitute,
fighting everything and everybody in order to preserve his
integrity and his right to be unhappy. The dialogue was full
of sound and fury, and it is unfortunate that the American
audience has so far seen only a disastrously mutilated version
of Torment. The script promised to be a great success, and we
were fortunate in getting Alf Sjoberg to help write the
scenario and to direct the picture.

This is how Bergman started his career in motion pictures.
It was also the beginning of long years of co-operation and
friendship, full of triumphs and frustrations, joys and
disappointments, but aways exciting. The relationship
between a producer and a writer-director is a delicate and
complicated thing, and in this particular case the more so
because Ingmar Bergman has continued to be a rebel-child.
He has aways been a problem, not only to others but also to
himself, and | think he will remain so. He is a high-strung
personality, passionately alive, enormously sensitive, very
short-tempered, sometimes quite ruthless in the pursuit of his
own goals, suspicious, stubborn, capricious, most
unpredictable. Hiswill power is extraordinary. There are
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bound to be misunderstandings and disagreements; we both
know this, and they are soon forgotten. After al, we have a
common cause: we want to make good pictures.

This common goa has probably been the most important
element in our relationship. When | originally became
president of Svensk Filmindustri, | didn't realize how an
ambitious producer is inevitably caught up in a conflict
between artistic aims and commercia interests. My main
problem and aim as a producer has been to balance these
interests. It is the problem of everyone working in mass
media. And | feel that this search for balance has underlined
my relationship with Bergman and enabled him to use the
film as a means of self-expression to an extent which few
directorsin the world today have done.

It has not always been easy. | can remember when Bergman
got very bad reviews, when he was considered difficult,
bizarre, incomprehensible, pretentious; times when he really
needed support and understanding. And also when, among
the governing board of SF itself, | sometimes had to fight
rather hard for him. From a financia point of view, a
Bergman picture seemed a risky business until not long ago;
it was only when Smiles of a Summer Night was shown at the
Cannes Festival in 1956 that he won general recognition in
Sweden and other countries, and even with that recognition
his films cannot yet be considered great commercia
SUICCESSES.

Ingmar Bergman usually keeps me informed of his plans
and ideas long before he has put anything on paper.
Sometimes, when he is not too sure of my approval, heisin
the habit of dropping supposedly confidential hints to
members of the staff which are intended to reach me in due
time and prepare meand himfor the worst. This is how |
learned of his intention to make The Seventh Seal. His
precautions turned out to be unnecessary; | could hardly
refuse a screenplay of such quality even if | had wanted to.
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As a producer, | was quite aware of the financial risk in a
motion picture with so serious a theme. But it promised to be
an unusual, an outstanding picture. It had to be done. We
discussed the script for several days and nights during the
Cannes festival in May 1956. We agreed on some changes,
on the cast and on the budget. We fdt as if we were
launching a big ship and we were very happy.

A year or two before, he had told me the story which was
to become Smiles of a Summer Night. The idea seemed
brilliant, and | was pleased with his wish to make a new
comedy. For a long time | had encouraged him to write
comedies, but he didn't dare. His first attempt was the now
famous elevator scene in Secrets of Women; then he wrote A
Lesson in Love. But you never can tell what is going to
happen to a Bergman idea. Some disappear mysteriously and
are never heard of again. Some are dropped even after a
screenplay is written. Others change completely. The story of
Smiles of a Summer Night turned out to be quite different
from the one he had told me about originally, so different, as
a matter of fact, that he could use the origina story for
another comedy without anybody noticing the connectionif
Bergman should ever run out of ideas, which seems most
unlikely.

Asarule he and | discuss a picture in detail and at length
before he starts shooting it. Then we go on talking about it
after he has finished shooting and editing the picture. | refuse
to look at the rushes or parts of the picture. Only when the
rough cut is ready do we look at it together. It is one of my
few rules never to interfere with work in the studio. | want to
leave the director alone during the difficult time he must go
through. This is not a special privilege given to Bergman but
to any director working in our studios.

| have been asked many times by journalists from abroad,
particularly from the United States, about the unusual amount
of freedom allowed the Swedish film direc-



11

tor. This freedom is part of a heritage from the good old days
of the Swedish cinema. Svensk Filmindustri isin fact one of
the oldest motion-picture companiesin the world;

we started producing pictures more than fifty years ago. The
head of the company at the time was a man of pioneer spirit,
Charles Magnusson. He had courage and vision. He wanted
to give the public something more than cheap entertainment;
he wanted motion pictures to become a cultura force
comparable to the theater. In order to raise the standards of
production he persuaded two prominent actor-directors of the
stage, Victor Sjostrom and Mauritz Stiller, to join his
company. Magnusson, who was a photographer himself,
taught them how to use this new medium. Within afew years
they were ready for the great adventure in Swedish film
history which began with Terje Vigen, (A Man There Was),
based on Ibsen's poem of the same name, continued with The
Phantom Carriage and Sir Arne's Treasure and came to an
end with the Garbo picture, Gosto Berling's Saga.
Magnusson provided the money but did not interfere;
Sostrom and Stiller had an entirely free hand.

Thus the origins of Swedish motion-picture production had
an intimate connection with the art and standards of the
theater. Ever since that golden age of the Swedish cinema
classics, our directors have taken their ideals from the theater.
This approach has been an important influence, and it is the
reason, | think, that our attitude toward film-making has
always been and till is profoundly different from, let us say,
that of Hollywood. It is painfully true that motion-picture
making has a Janus face: it is both an art and an industry. But
the tradition established by Magnus-son, Sostrom and Stiller
has prevented the surrender of artistic aims to commercial
interests.

This difference in attitude explains a good many things. It
certainly explains why some of the Bergman pictures have
ever been produced. It may also explain why some foreign
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critics seem anxious to place Ingmar Bergman on a pedestal
as a kind of prophet, half hidden in clouds of deep mystery
and unintelligible symbolism. We in Sweden don't regard
him as a prophet. To us he is a fascinating persondlity, an
outstanding writer-director, an artist of vision but with his
feet planted solidly on the ground. Above al, Bergman is a
link in the chain which joins the past and the present in
Swedish film history.

carl anders dymling



INTRODUCTION:

BERGMAN DISCUSSES FILM-MAKING

during the shooting of The Virgin Spring, we were
up in the northern province of Dalarna in May and it was
early in the morning, about half past seven. The landscape
thereis rugged, and our company was working by alittle lake
in the forest. It was very cold, about 30 degrees, and from
time to time a few snowflakes fell through the gray,
rain-dimmed sky. The company was dressed in a strange
variety of clothingraincoats, oil dickers, Icelandic sweaters,
leather jackets, old blankets, coachmen's coats, medieval
robes. Our men had laid some ninety feet of rusty, buckling
rail over the difficult terrain, to dolly the cameraon. We were
al helping with the equipmentactors, electricians, make-up
men, script girl, sound crewmainly to keep warm. Suddenly
someone shouted and pointed toward the sky. Then we saw a
crane floating high above the fir trees, and then another, and
then several cranes, floating majestically in a circle above us.
We al dropped what we were doing and ran to the top of a
nearby hill to see the cranes better. We stood there for along
time, until they turned westward and disappeared over the
forest. And suddenly | thought: thisis what it means to make
amoviein Sweden. Thisiswhat can happen, thisis
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how we work together with our old equipment and little
money, and this is how we can suddenly drop everything for
the love of four cranes floating above the tree tops.

My association with film goes back to the world of
childhood.

My grandmother had a very large old apartment in
Uppsala. | used to sit under the dining-room table there,
"listening” to the sunshine which came in through the
gigantic windows. The cathedral bells went ding-dong, and
the sunlight moved about and "sounded” in a special way.
One day, when winter was giving way to spring and | was
five years old, a piano was being played in the next
apartment. It played waltzes, nothing but waltzes. On the wall
hung a large picture of Venice. As the sunlight moved across
the picture the water in the cana began to flow, the pigeons
flew up from the square, people talked and gesticulated. Bells
sounded, not those of Uppsala Cathedral but from the picture
itself. And the piano music also came from that remarkable
picture of Venice.

A child who is born and brought up in a vicarage acquires
an early familiarity with life and death behind the scenes.
Father performed funerals, marriages, baptisms, gave advice
and prepared sermons. The devil was an early acquaintance,
and in the child's mind there was a need to personify him.
This is where my magic lantern came in. It consisted of a
small metal box with a carbide lampl can still remember the
smell of the hot metaland colored glass dides. Red Riding
Hood and the Wolf, and dl the others. And the Wolf was the
Devil, without horns but with atail and a gaping red mouth,
strangely real yet incomprehensible, a picture of wickedness
and temptation on the flowered wall of the nursery.

When | was ten years old | received my first, rattling film
projector, with its chimney and lamp. | found it both
mystifying and fascinating. Thefirst film | had was nine



feet long and brown in color. It showed a girl lying asleep in
a meadow, who woke up and stretched out her arms, then
disappeared to the right. That was all there was to it. The film
was a great success and was projected every night until it
broke and could not be mended any more.

This little rickety machine was my first conjuring set. And
even today | remind myself with childish excitement that |
am readly a conjurer, since cinematography is based on
deception of the human eye. | have worked it out that if | see
a film which has a running time of one hour, | sit through
twenty-seven minutes of complete darknessthe blankness
between frames. When | show a film | am guilty of deceit. |
use an apparatus which is constructed to take advantage of a
certain human weakness, an apparatus with which | can sway
my audience in a highly emotional mannermake them laugh,
scream with fright, smile, believe in fairy stories, become
indignant, feel shocked, charmed, deeply moved or perhaps
yawn with boredom. Thus | am either an impostor or, when
the audience is willing to be taken in, a conjurer. | perform
conjuring tricks with apparatus so expensive and so
wonderful that any entertainer in history would have given
anything to haveit.

A film for me begins with something very vague a chance
remark or a bit of conversation, a hazy but agreeable event
unrelated to any particular situation. It can be a few bars of
music, a shaft of light across the street. Sometimes in my
work at the theater | have envisioned actors made up for yet
unplayed roles.

These are split-second impressions that disappear as
quickly as they come, yet leave behind a moodlike pleasant
dreams. It is a mental state, not an actua story, but one
abounding in fertile associations and images. Most of al, it
is a brightly colored thread sticking out of the dark sack of
the unconscious. If | begin to wind up this thread, and do it
carefully, acomplete film will emerge.
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This primitive nucleus strives to achieve definite form,
moving in away that may be lazy and half asleep at first. Its
stirring is accompanied by vibrations and rhythms which are
very special and unique to each film. The picture sequences
then assume a pattern in accordance with these rhythms,
obeying laws born out of and conditioned by my origina
stimulus.

If that embryonic substance seems to have enough
strength to be made into a film, | decide to materidize it.
Then comes something very complicated and difficult: the
transformation of rhythms, moods, atmosphere, tensions,
sequences, tones and scents into words and sentences, into an
understandable screenplay.

Thisis an amost impossible task.

The only thing that can be satisfactorily transferred from
that original complex of rhythms and moods is the dialogue,
and even dialogue is a sensitive substance which may offer
resistance. Written dialogue is like a musical score, almost
incomprehensible to the average person. Its interpretation
demands a technical knack plus a certain kind of imagination
and feelingqualities which are so often lacking, even among
actors. One can write dialogue, but how it should be
delivered, its rhythm and tempo, what is to take place
between linesall this must be omitted for practical reasons.
Such a detailed script would be unreadable. | try to squeeze
instructions as to location, characterization and atmosphere
into my screenplays in understandabl e terms, but the success
of this depends on my writing ability and the perceptiveness
of the reader, which are not always predictable.

Now we come to essentials, by which | mean montage,
rhythm and the relation of one picture to anotherthe vital
third dimension without which the film is merely a dead
product from afactory. Here | cannot clearly give akey, asin
amusical score, nor a specific idea of the tempo



which determines the relationship of the elementsinvolved. It
is quite impossible for me to indicate the way in which the
film "breathes" and pulsates.

| have often wished for a kind of notation which would
enable me to put on paper al the shades and tones of my
vision, to record distinctly the inner structure of a film. For
when | stand in the artistically devastating atmosphere of the
studio, my hands and head full of all the trivial and irritating
details that go with motion-picture production, it often takes a
tremendous effort to remember how | originaly saw and
thought out this or that sequence, or what was the relation
between the scene of four weeks ago and that of today. If |
could express myself clearly, in explicit symbols, then this
problem would be almost eliminated and | could work with
absolute confidence that whenever | liked | could prove the
relationship between the part and the whole and put my
finger on the rhythm, the continuity of the film.

Thus the script is a very imperfect technical basis for a
film. And there is another important point in this connection
which | should like to mention. Film has nothing to do with
literature; the character and substance of the two art forms are
usualy in conflict. This probably has something to do with
the receptive process of the mind. The written word is read
and assimilated by a conscious act of the will in aliance with
the intellect; little by little it affects the imagination and the
emotions. The process is different with a motion picture.
When we experience a film, we consciously prime ourselves
for illusion. Putting aside will and intellect, we make way for
it in our imagination. The sequence of pictures plays directly
on our feelings.

Music works in the same fashion; | would say that thereis
no art form that has so much in common with film as music.
Both affect our emotions directly, not via the intellect. And
filmismainly rhythm; it isinhalation and
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exhalation in continuous sequence. Ever since childhood,
music has been my great source of recreation and
stimulation, and | often experience a film or play
musically.

It is mainly because of this difference between film and
literature that we should avoid making films out of books.
The irrational dimension of a literary work, the germ of its
existence, is often untrandatable into visual termsand it, in
turn, destroys the special, irrational dimension of the film. If,
despite this, we wish to translate something literary into film
terms, we must make an infinite number of complicated
adjustments which often bear little or no fruit in proportion to
the effort expended.

| myself have never had any ambition to be an author. | do

not want to write novels, short stories, essays, biographies, or
even plays for the theater. | only want to make filmsfilms
about conditions, tensions, pictures, rhythms and characters
which arein one way or another important to me. The motion
picture, with its complicated process of hirth, is my method
of saying what | want to my fellow men. | am a film-maker,
not an author.
Thus the writing of the script is a difficult period but a useful
one, for it compels me to prove logically the validity of my
ideas. In doing this, | am caught in a conflicta conflict
between my need to transmit a complicated situation through
visual images, and my desire for absolute clarity. | do not
intend my work to be solely for the benefit of myself or the
few, but for the entertainment of the general public. The
wishes of the public are imperative. But sometimes | risk
following my own impulse, and it has been shown that the
public can respond with surprising sensitivity to the most
unconventional line of development. When shooting begins,
the most important thing is that those who work with me feel
a definite contact, that all of us somehow cancel out our
conflicts through working together. We must pull in one
direction for the sake of the work at hand. Sometimes this
leads to dispute, but the
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more definite and clear the "marching orders," the easier it is
to reach the goal which has been set. Thisis the basis for my
conduct as director, and perhaps the explanation of much of
the nonsense that has been written about me.

While | cannot let myself be concerned with what people
think and say about me personally, | believe that reviewers
and critics have every right to interpret my films as they like.
| refuse to interpret my work to others, and | cannot tell the
critic what to think; each person has the right to understand a
film as he sees it. Either he is attracted or repelled. A film is
made to create reaction. If the audience does not react one
way or another, it isan indifferent work and worthless.

| do not mean by thisthat | believe in being "different” at
any price. A lot has been said about the value of origindity,
and | find this foolish. Either you are original or you are not.
It is completely natural for artists to take from and give to
each other, to borrow from and experience one ancther. In
my own life, my great literary experience was Strindberg.
There are works of his which can still make my hair stand on
endThe People of Hemso, for example. And it is my dream to
produce Dream Play some day. Olof Molander's production
of it in 1934 was for me afundamental dramatic experience.

On a persona level, there are many people who have
meant a great dea to me. My father and mother were
certainly of vital importance, not only in themselves but
because they created a world for me to revolt against. In my
family there was an atmosphere of hearty wholesomeness
which |, a sensitive young plant, scorned and rebelled
against. But that strict middle-class home gave me awall to
pound on, something to sharpen myself against. At the same
time they taught me a number of valuesefficiency,
punctuality, a sense of financial responsibilitywhich may be
bourgeois' but are nevertheless important to the artist. They
are part of the process of setting oneself severe stand-
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ards. Today as a film-maker | am conscientious,
hard-working and extremely careful; my films involve good
craftsmanship, and my pride is the pride of agood craftsman.

Among the people who have meant something in my
professional development is Torsten Hammaren of
Gothenburg. | went there from Halsingborg, where | had
been head of the municipal theater for two years. | had no
conception of what theater was; Hammaren taught me during
the four years | stayed in Gothenburg. Then, when | made my
first attempts at film, Alf Sjobergwho directed Tormenttaught
me agreat deal. And there was Lorens Marmstedt, who really
taught me film-making from scratich after my first
unsuccessful movie. Among other things | learned from
Marmstedt is the one unbreakable rule: you must look at your
own work very coldly and clearly; you must be a devil to
yourself in the screening room when watching the day's
rushes. Then there is Herbert Grevenius, one of the few who
believed in me as a writer. | had trouble with script-writing,
and was reaching out more and more to the drama, to
dialogue, as a means of expression. He gave me great
encouragement.

Finally, there is Carl Anders Dymling, my producer. Heis
crazy enough to place more faith in the sense of
responsibility of a creative artist than in calculations of profit
and loss. | am thus able to work with an integrity that has
become the very air | breathe, and one of the main reasons |
do not want to work outside of Sweden. The moment | lose
this freedom | will cease to be a film-maker, because | have
no skill in the art of compromise. My only significance in the
world of film liesin the freedom of my creativity.

Today, the ambitious film-maker is obliged to walk a
tightrope without a net. He may be a conjurer, but no one
conjures the producer, the bank director or the theater
owners when the public refuses to go see a film and lay
down the money by which producer, bank director, theater
owner and conjurer can live. The conjurer may then be de-
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prived of his magic wand; | would like to be able to measure
the amount of talent, initiative and creative ability which has
been destroyed by the film industry in its ruthlessly efficient
sausage machine. What was play to me once has now become
astruggle. Failure, criticism, public indifference al hurt more
today than yesterday. The brutaity of the industry is
undisguisedyet that can be an advantage.

So much for people and the film business. | have been
asked, as a clergyman's son, about the role of religion in my
thinking and film-making. To me, religious problems are
continuoudy alive. | never cease to concern myself with
them; it goes on every hour of every day. Yet this does not
take place on the emotional level, but on an intellectual one.
Religious emotion, religious sentimentality, is something |
got rid of long agol hope. The religious problem is an
intellectual one to me: the relationship of my mind to my
intuition. The result of this conflict is usually some kind of
tower of Babel.

Philosophically, there is a book which was a tremendous
experience for me: Eiono Kailas Psychology of the
Personality. His thesis that man lives strictly according to his
needsnegative and positivewas shattering to me, but terribly
true. And | built on this ground.

People ask what are my intentions with my filmsmy aims.
It is a difficult and dangerous question, and | usually give an
evasive answer: | try to tell the truth about the human
condition, the truth as | see it. This answer seems to satisfy
everyone, but it is not quite correct. | prefer to describe what
| would like my aim to be.

Thereis an old story of how the cathedral of Chartres was
struck by lightning and burned to the ground. Then thousands
of people came from al points of the compass, like a giant
procession of ants, and together they began to rebuild the
cathedral on its old site. They worked until the building was
completed-master builders, artists, laborers,
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clowns, noblemen, priests, burghers. But they all remained anonymous, and no one knows to this day who built the cathedral
of Chartres.

Regardless of my own beliefs and my own doubts, which are unimportant in this connection, it is my opinion that art lost
its basic creative drive the moment it was separated from worship. It severed an umbilical cord and now lives its own sterile
life, generating and degenerating itself. In former days the artist remained unknown and his work was to the glory of God. He
lived and died without being more or less important than other artisans; "eternal values," "immortality” and "masterpiece”
were terms not applicable in his case. The ability to create was a gift. In such a world flourished invulnerable assurance and
natural humility.

Today the individual has become the highest form and the greatest bane of artistic creation. The smallest wound or pain of
the ego is examined under a microscope as if it were of eternal importance. The artist considers his isolation, his subjectivity,
hisindividualism almost holy. Thus we finally gather in one large pen, where we stand and bleat about our loneliness without
listening to each other and without redizing that we are smothering each other to death. The individualists stare into each
other's eyes and yet deny the existence of each other. We walk in circles, so limited by our own anxieties that we can no
longer distinguish between true and fal se, between the gangster's whim and the purest ideal.

Thus if | am asked what | would like the general purpose of my films to be, | would reply that 1 want to be one of the
artists in the cathedral on the great plain. | want to make a dragon's head, an angel, a devilor perhaps a saint out of stone. It
does not matter which; it is the sense of satisfaction that counts. Regardless of whether | believe or not, whether | am a
Christian or not, | would play my part in the collective building of the cathedral.

ingmar bergman

SMILES OF A SUMMER NIGHT

A ROMANTIC COMEDY

SMILES OF A SUMMER NIGHT

THE CAST



Anne Egerman Ulla Jacobsson

Desiree Armfeldt Eva Dahlbeck
Charlotte Malcolm Margit Carlquist
Petra, the maid Harriet Andersson
Fredrik Egerman Gunnar Bjornstrand
Count Malcolm Jarl Kulle
Frid, the groom Ake Fridell
Henrik Egerman Bjorn Bjelvenstam
Mrs. Armfeldt Naima Wifstrand
The cook Jullan Kindahl
Malla, Desiree's maid Gull Natorp
THE CREDITS
Screenplay Ingmar Bergman
Director Ingmar Bergman
Director of photography Gunnar Fischer
Music Erik Nordgren
Sets P. A. Lundgren
Costumes Mago
Make-up Carl M. Lundh
Sound P. O. Petterson
Editor Oscar Rosander
Production supervisor Allan Ekelund

Running time: 108 minutes
Produced by Svensk Filmindustri; distributed in the United States by Janus Films, Inc., and in Great Britain by Intercontinental Films
Ltd.

itisalate spring day in 1901.
Fredrik Egerman, attorney, closes his large ledger with a bang so that the dust flies, places it on the shelf behind his



desk, takes off his pince-nez, puts it away in its case, looks at his watch, winds it several times, sets his desk in order pens,
inkwell, ruler, writing paper and bookscombs his beard quickly with a small comb, rises resolutely and begins to whistle as
he walks into the next room, which is occupied by his notary and his secretary, who runs forward to help him with his coat.
Egerman smiles amiably to his employees; they bow respectfully.

FREDRIK: Good afternoon, gentlemen.

employees (chorus): Good afternoon, Mr. Egerman.
FREDRIK: Close up for the day.

employees: Thank you Mr. Egerman.

FREDRIK: Out in the sun, gentlemen. Summer is here.

He bids them farewell with a salute of his cane, puts his hat on his head and walks out on the street.

notary: What's happened to the boss?
assistant: Oh, | guessit's that young wife of his, making
him act foolish.
35

36
notary: Yes, yes. Yes, yes. (He makes a face and dusts off his roll-top desk)

Fredrik Egerman whistles contentedly as he walks down the street at a rapid, springy pace, occasionally greeting a
passer-by. Heis awell-known and highly regarded man in this small town.

Now he walks into Almgren's Photo Studio and is greeted at the door by the shop owner's wife, a fat, sweet-smelling
woman in alight summer gown. She curtsies politely and asks him to be seated in the outer office.

WIFE: Adolf! Lawyer Egerman is here for his photographs.

Adolf comes out from the studio. He is an elderly man with an artistic appearance, bushy hair and a beautifully dyed
mustache. In his hand he has a number of photographs, which he places on the table in front of Mr. Egerman. A white ribbon
of sunlight lies across the dazzlingly clean tablecloth.

ADOLF (proud): | must say that these pictures of your young wife are among the finest studies that have ever been made
at my studio.

Fredrik lays out the pictures side by side, one after another, and it becomes breathlessly quiet in the small shop. Adolf has
clasped his hands together and placed one of his legs forward. His head leans to one side and a proud smile is on his lips.
Mrs. Almgren stands with her arms crossed over her large bosom and looks quite touched by the many studies of the



beautiful young woman. When the inspection is over, Adolf draws a deep breath and Mr. Egerman quickly gathers the
photographs together. Mrs. Almgren rouses from her enchantment with an odd little cluck of her tongue.
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FREDRIK: An extraordinary, artistic achievement. adolf: The subject! The subject is always the most important thing.
FREDRIK: Yes, sheisbeautiful, Anne Egerman.

He cannot conceal a small tremor of pride in his voice. He places the photographs in his wallet while a bill changes
ownership.

Mutual bows.

Adolf holds the door open. Fredrik steps out into the sunlight, places his hat jauntily on his head and whistles a completely
new melody.

Now he stops outside Hermanson's Tobacco Shop and his gaze falls on a poster announcing that a renowned theater
company is in town. The evening's performance will be a French comedy, A Woman of the World, and the title role is to be
played by Miss Desiree Armfeldt.

After some hesitation Egerman walks into the tobacco shop, buys two parquet seats and an expensive cigar. He lightsit on
asmall gas flame, pays and trots out again into the sunshine.

Glancing quickly at the poster, he assures himself that it isindeed Miss Armfeldt who is playing the title role.

With slow steps and a thoughtful mien, Fredrik Egerman rounds the corner and arrives home.

Itisalong, low eighteenth-century house of two stories, surrounded by a garden with budding fruit trees.

Inside, the redheaded housemaid takes his hat, coat and cane.

FREDRIK: Ismy wifein?
PETRA: Of course! Mrs. Egerman iswaiting with tea. She asked several timesfor you, sir.
FREDRIK: I've been dightly delayed.

Fredrik goesto the large wall minor, straightens histie
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and smoothes his hair with his hands. Petra stands right behind him, watching his actions expectantly.

FREDRIK: Now summer isrealy here.
PETRA: I likefall best.

FREDRIK: Aha

PETRA: Not the late fall, but early fall.
FREDRIK: By the way, how old are you, Petra?
PETRA: Eighteen, sir.



FREDRIK: A pleasant age.

PETRA: Do you think so too?

FREDRIK: Hm! Apropos of that, has my son come home?
PETRA: Heisin the drawing room reading aloud to your wife.

Fredrik nods smilingly to Petra, who curtsies deeply and returns his smile.

The table near the window is set for tea. The pot bubbles quietly and the smell of bird-cherry blossoms comes from the
drawing-room table. In the center of a sunbeam sits Anne, dressed in ayellow gown with a pattern of flowers woven into the
skirt and a finely worked silver belt around her slender waist. The big red velvet chair embraces her small body; she is
energetically occupied with a piece of embroidery stretched across alarge circular frame.

On astool at her feet sits Fredrik's son, Henrik, a handsome youth of about nineteen. Now he readsin alow voice.

HENRIK: ... in discussing temptation, Martin Luther says: Y ou cannot prevent the birds from flying over your head, but
you can prevent them from nesting in your hair.

FREDRIK: Good day, my children.

Both of them look up. Anne, a happy look on her face, throws down her embroidery, runs forward to her hus-
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band, puts her arms around him and allows herself to be kissed.

FREDRIK: Hello, Mrs. Egerman. Forgive me for keeping you waiting for tea, but | see that you've had company.

He turns with an ironic expression toward his son. They shake hands and bow dlightly.

FREDRIK: Hello, son. How was your examination? What a
silly question. Naturally you passed it superbly.

ANNE: Henrik was praised by his professor. He said that it
was nice to know a theologian who, for a change, was not
anidiot.

FREDRIK: And your decision to become aminister is still
firm.

ANNE: Fredrik! Don't be cruel now.

HENRIK: Papal

FREDRIK: Yes, yes! But | didn't say anything.

Fredrik pulls out the theater tickets and places them in front of hiswife.



ANNE: Oh, Fredrik! How nice. Are we going to the theater tonight? What am | going to wear? How did you find time?
How wonderful. What shall | wear? Just think, you've found time to go to the theater with your little Anne. Look, Henrik, a
theater ticket.

FREDRIK: Perhaps you'd rather go with Henrik. | thought that-

ANNE: When | have a chance to go with you! You never have time. How silly you are. What shall | wear? The blue dress
with the feathers or perhaps the yellow one? Is it a comedy we're going to? Yes! | know! The white one! The white one is
suitable for both laughter and tears.
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Sheis already in the bedroom and has opened the doors of the large, mirrored wardrobes. Dresses foam out around her.

fredrik (apologetic): It was thoughtless of me to buy only two tickets, but | assumed that a comedy is too mundane an
amusement for aman of the cloth. henrik (pained): Naturally.

FREDRIK: To be able to really enjoy the performance, | suggest that we take a nap for afew hours. Will you forgive us,
dear Henrik, if we leave you for awhile? We'll see each other at dinner.

Fredrik smiles boldly, puts his teacup aside and walks into the bedroom, closing the door behind him. Henrik bites his lip
and paces around on the soft carpet. The red-haired Petra appears and begins to pick up the tea service. Henrik stops behind
the grand piano and looks shyly at the young woman.

HENRIK: Stop walking like that.
PETRA: What do you mean. Master Henrik?
HENRIK: What | say. Stop walking that way.

PETRA: How?
HENRIK: You're swaying your hips.
PETRA: AmI! How funny. Yes, look.

She looks over her shoulder at herself in the large wall mirror. Henrik pinches her arm and kisses her fiercely with his lips
tightly pressed together. He gets a quick slap. The young woman straightens the coil of hair at her ear and lifts the heavy tray
in her strong arms. Then she leaves, hips swaying broadly.

Henrik sinks down at the piano and improvises some stormy passages. The door opens carefully and from the
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twilight of the bedroom Anne emerges, dressed in a languishing, angelic-looking negligee. He stops playing and turns
violently toward her, but she puts her fingers over hislips and speaksin a whisper.

ANNE: You must be alittle quieter. Y our father is already asleep.



Henrik lowers his head and Anne gently pats it. Then she returns to the quiet gloom of the bedroom, where the drawn
shutters keep out the sharp afternoon light.

Her husband sleeps solemnly, lying on his back with his fingers entwined across his breast. He looks like a dead king on a
sarcophagusa dead king who is satisfied with his death. Anne lies down at his side and closes her eyes. The silence is
complete. A lonely fly strolls in the sunbeam across the night table. A little clock ticks eagerly somewhere in the room. Now
Fredrik Egerman turns on his side. He stretches his neck with a contented smile and curls his lips. Ann's eyes open slightly

and shelooks furtively at her slegping husband.
Y es, he's smiling quite happily, one would almost say with zest.

FREDRIK: Mmm...mum..m..m..uh...

His nose dilates, his eyebrows lower, his eyelids quiver dightly. Anne finds a completely new and secret amusement in
this. She lies on her back and turns her face toward her husband. It's difficult for her to keep from laughing-Now Fredrik lifts
his right hand and placesit quite lightly against his wife's cheek. She is completely immobile now, and when the hand slowly
begins to caress her throat and shoulder, she shivers and carefully kisses the palm.

Now the hand imperceptibly touches her breast and the finger tips search farther on across the shoulder's soft curve.

Slowly and carefully Anne moves closer to her husband. Her mouth is very close to his and in his sleep he seems to
perceive her nearness. He kisses her with sudden passion, clutches her and pulls her to him. She follows him willingly,
secretly tempted by this unknown man.

He repeats his kiss, even stronger, this time amost painfully. His mouth searches its way down the girl's throat while he
murmurs more and more passionately.

FREDRIK: Desiree. .. how | have longed for you. Desiree. . . how | havelonged . . .

Anne's eyes clear, and she trembles as if she had hurt herself. For a moment she tries to answer his passion, but tears come
to her eyes and carefully, with infinite gentleness, she pulls away from his embrace. With a sigh that discloses an undefined
state of mind, Fredrik Egerman re-assumes his attitude of a dead king on a sarcophagus. The only difference is that he doesn't
seem so contented any longer. His wife wipes the tears from her eyes and sits up in bed. She has something to think about.

The town has a very beautiful old theater where the bourgeoisie, the military and the country nobility meet ever so often to
look at themselves and each other aswell as at some high-class performances by some high-class companies.

Fredrik Egerman and his wife occupy two box seats rather close to the stage.

Anne sitsin front at the rail, her face calm and expectant. Her hands rest in her lap; she seems completely absorbed in the
play. Fredrik sitsimmediately behind his



wife and alittle to the side. Heis also dressed in evening clothes and looks more at Anne than at the play.

The stage represents an elegant salon, with an immense Brussels carpet covering the sloping stage floor on which pieces
of furniture are scattered according to the conventions of French comedy. Two extremely elegant young ladies are in the
midst of alively and quite artificial conversation.

first lady: Tell me something about the Countess. Asyou know, I've never met her, only seen her from a distance.

second lady: Your request is completely understandable, my dear Madame Vilmorac, and | shall try as best | can to depict
the persondlity of the Countess, although it is too rich in mysterious contradictions to allow itself to be described in a few
short moments.

first lady: It is said that the Countess' power over men is most extraordinary.

second lady: There is great truth in that, Madame, and her lovers are as many as the pearls in the necklace which she
always wears.

first lady: Y our own husband, Madame de Merville, is supposed to be one of the handsomest pearls, isn't he?

second lady: He fell immediately in love with the Countess. She took him as a lover for three months and after that | had
him back.

first lady: And your marriage was crushed.

second lady: On the contrary, Madame! My husband had become a tender, devoted, admirable lover, a faithful husband
and an exemplary father. | feel eternally grateful to the Countess. | sent her a few small gifts and we became the strongest of
friends.

first lady: | tremble at such alack of decency.

second lady: | assure you that the Countess lack of de-
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cency ismost moral, and her influence is very ennobling to al men, whatever their class.

Now the door opensin the rear center stage and a servant enters.
servant: The Countess Celimene de Francen de la Tour de Casas.

At that moment, Desiree Armfeldt appears in a huge, dazzling gown. The storm of applause from the darkness of the
theater reaches her like waves breaking on the beach. Fredrik applauds and Anne also lets her consent be known by a light
tapping of her gloved hands.

ANNE: Who plays the Countess?

FREDRIK: Miss Armfeldt, if I'm not mistaken.
ANNE: Isn't her name Desiree?

FREDRIK: Of course, Desiree Armfeldt.
ANNE: May | borrow the opera glasses?



Anne grasps the binoculars and carefully examines Miss Armfeldt, who has stepped forward to the apron of the stage.
Suddenly Anne turns toward her husband.

ANNE: Shelooked at us. Why did she do that?

FREDRIK: | don't think that she looked especialy at us.

ANNE: Shelooked at us and then she smiled. Why did she do that?

FREDRIK: All actresses smile when they thank the audience.

anne (fiercely): Sheis extremely beautiful.

Fredrik: Dear child, that's only make-up.

ANNE: How can you be so sure? Have you seen her offstage? Look at the necklace she's wearing! All the lovers, of
course.

FREDRIK: Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes. (Sighs)
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Anne gives her husband a dark suspicious glance. Fredrik Egerman smiles uncertainly, sticks out his chin and pretends to
return to the play. Anne moves uneasily on her chair. The silk rustles; her bare shoulders are tense. Fredrik sighs once more
but thistime quietly, to himself.

DESIREE: ... we know that every man has his dignity. We women have aright to commit any crime toward our husbands,
our lovers, our sons, as long as we don't hurt their dignity. If we do, we are stupid and have to bear the consequences. We
should make men's dignity our best ally, and caress it, cradle it, speak tenderly to it, and handle it as our most beloved toy.
Then amanisin our hands, at our feet, or anywhere else we momentarily wish him to be.

first lady: Do you think that this can be combined with real and sincere love?
DESIREE: Don't forget, Madame, that love is a perpetual juggling of three balls. Their names are heart, word and sex.
How easily these three balls can be juggled, and how easily one of them can be dropped.

Now Fredrik discovers that his wife is quietly crying, as miserably as a small child. Her round, delicate shoulders shake,
and her head is deeply bowed. Tears drop profusely over the white silk dress, and her full lower lip trembles sadly, maistly.
Fredrik leans gently over her.

anne (whispers): | want to go home!

Fredrik nods reassuringly and leads his wife out of the box after he has placed the wide evening wrap around her
shoulders with great care.

Petra looks a little touseled when she opens the gate. She has pulled her skirt over her nightgown. Her arms are bare; her
red hair is uncoiled and wells down over her shoulders.

PETRA: Isthe play over already?
FREDRIK: My wife became alittleill. Will you help her to bed, Petra.



PETRA: Of coursg, sir,

She curtsies, and her eyeslook curiously from one to the other. She has placed the candle on the table and helps Anne with
her wrap. Fredrik Egerman walks into the drawing room and turns up the gadlight. Henrik stares at his father as if he were
seeing a ghost. He sits on the sofa near the window and holds a guitar in a spasmodic grip, asif it were alife preserver. His
hair and clothes are disheveled, and his cheeks are blushing violently. On the table near the sofa stand two wineglasses and a
bottle of champagne in an ice bucket.

His father pretends not to notice the boy's confusion, but walks up to the cupboard, takes out a glass, pours some
champagne and nods to his son.

FREDRIK: Skoal, my son.

Henrik does not answer the greeting. He merely rises and looks out the window. His father watches him for a moment,
walks away and turns down the gas so that the room restsin twilight once more. Then he sits down on the sofa.

FREDRIK: So you've taken up the guitar. | didn't know that was part of the education of the high church clergy.

Henrik still doesn't answer, but he releases the guitar. Fredrik leans forward and serves himself another glass of
champagne.

FREDRIK: An excellent wine. Y ou have good taste. I'm happy that you're celebrating your examination.

HENRIK: I'm so terribly unhappy.
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FREDRIK: Yes, of course.

HENRIK: You're being ironic.

FREDRIK: You say that you're unhappy and | can't understand why. Y ou are young, it is spring, there is moonlight, you
have passed an exam, you have champagne and a girl who isreally very attractive. Y et you say that you're unhappy. Youth is
very demanding.

HENRIK: But | don't love her.

FREDRIK: Another reason to be content.

HENRIK: We have sinned and it was a complete failure.

FREDRIK: If you're thrown, mount again before you become frightened. That rule can be applied both to love and
horseback riding.

HENRIK: Oh, how sickening.

Fredrik shrugs his shoulders and sips his wine. Henrik sits down on an uncomfortable chair.

FREDRIK: Why do you have to mix up everything, my boy? Sex is the young boy's and old man's toy. Loveis... is. ..
hmm ...



HENRIK: So young men cannot love.

FREDRIK: Yes, of course. A young man always loves himself, loves his self-love, and hislove of love itself.

henrik (ironic): But at your mature age, of course, one knows what it meansto love.

FREDRIK: I think so.

henrik (ironic): That must be wonderful.

FREDRIK: It'sterrible, my son, and one doesn't know how to stand it. HENRIK: Areyou being sincere now, Father?

His father makes a small grimace which is supposed to be a smile. Henrik looks at him almost shyly.
HENRIK: You can't imagine how kind Petrawas. "Better luck next time," she said laughingly.
48

FREDRIK: What did you say? Yes, of course. The premiere is aways a miserable farce, my boy, and it's very lucky that
women don't take it half as seriously as we do, because then the human race would die out.

HENRIK: You make fun of everything.

Petra stands in the door of the bedroom. She says something into the room and then turns to Fredrik Egerman.

PETRA: Y our wife wantsto say good night to you, Sir.

Fredrik immediately rises but stops at the door and looks with amusement at the youngsters. Henrik blushes deeply and
shamefully, but Petra smiles back with happy, mischievous eyes.

FREDRIK: You are acapable girl, Petral I'll seethat you get an increase in salary from the first.

The bedroom is dark except for the soft gleam of a small, flickering night lamp. The large bed shimmers at the rear of the
room, but Fredrik can't see hiswife'sface. He is greeted by a sorrowful little voice which he barely recognizes.

ANNE: Can't you sit down over there in the chair? No, you mustn't come closer because I've cried so much that my faceis
completely swollen.

Fredrik sits down in the big chair, lights his pipe and draws some deep puffs.

ANNE: It's nice when you smoke a pipe. Then everything becomes calmer.
FREDRIK: How do you fed, little girl?
ANNE: Am | aworthless person?
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FREDRIK: You are agreat joy to many people.



ANNE: Am I realy? But one can't be a success from the very beginning, of course. Do you love me? You mustn't love
anyone else.

FREDRIK: My little child.

ANNE: That's what you always say. Have you loved many women? Were they beautiful? Sometimes | become frightened
of all your memories.

FREDRIK: Before you and | were married, | was rather lonely. Sometimes | thought that | wasn't even truly real.

ANNE: Do you remember when | was a little girl and you came to my father's and mother's home at night and told fairy
talesto me until | fell aseep? Do you remember that?

FREDRIK: Yes, | do.

ANNE: Then you were "Uncle Fredrik" and now you are my husband. (Giggles) Isn't it funny? Now | have to laugh, even
though I'm crying.

There are afew moments of silence.

ANNE: If youwon't look at me, you may come here and hug me.

Fredrik gets up from the chair, walks over to the bed, sits down at the edge and leans over his wife. She puts her arms
around him and pulls him down toward her cheek.

ANNE: Would you be jealous?

FREDRIK: Jealous?

ANNE: If Henrik began courting me? Or if | became alittle
infatuated with him? | say this only as an example.
FREDRIK: What silly ideas you have.

ANNE: Would you bejealous? Tell me.

FREDRIK: | can't answer if I'm not allowed to sit up. Yes,
I think that | would be jealous, because you are so young
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and | am so old (in a low voice) and because | love you both.
ANNE: Yes, you arereally terribly old. Why did you marry me? Can you answer that?
FREDRIK: Isthis a cross-examination?

ANNE: Maybe you thought that | was pretty.

FREDRIK: Yes, of course. Very pretty.

ANNE: Different from your other women.

FREDRIK: That too.

ANNE: And | was only sixteen years old then.

FREDRIK: Yes, yes, that too.

ANNE: And | was a good housekeeper and almost always happy.



FREDRIK: Y ou made me happy.

ANNE: So the wolf thought: | wonder how it would taste with areally young girl?
FREDRIK: Do you think so?

ANNE: Admit that the wolf thought wicked thoughts.

FREDRIK: Yes, perhaps the wolf thought sometimes

ANNE: And then the wolf was disappointed.

FREDRIK: Why would he be disappointed?

She doesn't answer, but pulls him closer and holds him fast.

ANNE: You were so lonely and sad that summer, | felt terribly sorry for you, and then we were engaged and it was | who
suggested it. You silly goose, have you forgotten?

FREDRIK: One becomes so forgetful when one gets old.
ANNE: Now I'm going to sleep.

She seeks out his mouth and kisses him passionately. He returns the kiss, but she withdraws immediately and looks
smilingly at him.

ANNE: One day | will become your wife, really, and then we will have a child.
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FREDRIK: Yes, of course.
ANNE: You must be patient with me.

Fredrik nods quietly and pulls away from her. She holds his hand tightly and presses it against her mouth. Then she
yawns.

ANNE: Areyou going to bed right away?
FREDRIK: | may sit up for alittlewhile. ANNE: Then good night.

Sherolls herself over into a sleeping position and Fredrik quietly sneaks toward the door.

ANNE: That wasn't an amusing play.

FREDRIK: But we didn't see much of it.

ANNE: | wonder how old that Armfeldt woman can be.
FREDRIK: | don't really know.

ANNE: Definitely fifty. What do you think?
FREDRIK: Oh no, | don't think so.



ANNE: Good night.
FREDRIK: Good night.

Fredrik tiptoes out of the bedroom and carefully closes the door. The drawing room is empty. The champagne bottle still
stands on the table. He begins to walk along the edge of the carpet; he is bewildered and thoughtful. The door to Henrik's
room stands gjar. From the dark corridor Fredrik can see Petra sitting in a rocking chair. She yawns and becomes rather
distracted. From inside the room a stubborn murmur is heard. It is Henrik, who is reading aloud about virtue.

HENRIK: Virtue is a continuous thing which must not be interrupted because if Virtue is interrupted, it is no longer
Virtue. Nor does newly resolved and recently acquired
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Virtue deserve the name of Virtue. Virtue always stands opposed not only to the indecent action but also, and even more,
to the shameless thought or imagined act. Virtue places a weapon in the hand of the Virtuous, and athough temptation
implies an attack, it does not necessarily mean a downfall. About all this Martin Luther says . . . But you aren't listening to
what I'm reading.

PETRA: I'm listening carefully, but | don't understand it.

HENRIK: So you sit there and think about something else. petra (hurt): No, I'm not thinking of that at all. | was thinking
about your father.

HENRIK: My father isan old cynic.

PETRA: | think that he's nice. He has such piercing eyes. When your father looks at me, | can feel all my curves tingling.

HENRIK: You are wanton and voluptuous, do you know that?

petra (sighs): It's such a pity that you're so sweet at one end and so complicated at the other.

HENRIK: What do you mean by that?

PETRA: Nothing really. You are as sweet as alittle puppy.

The girl giggles delightedly and rocks in the chair. Henrik looks at her with dark seriousness.

HENRIK: Why does temptation have a beautiful face, and why is the straight and narrow path so rocky? Can you tell me
why?
PETRA: | guessthat's because you need something nice to look at when you walk there among the stones.

Henrik sighs and shakes his head; so does Fredrik Egerman in the darkness. Petra gets up from the rocking chair and pats
the boy on the cheek. Then she yawns and walks out, up to her room. Henrik slams the book to the floor
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and is very unhappy. Hisfather steals away quietly and unnoticed.



When Fredrik enters the backstage of the theater, the night's performance has just ended and the actors are taking their
bows. The man who pulls the curtain works like amonkey on his ropes and the houselights are turned up.

Finally Desiree stands aone, acclaimed with flowers and applause. The curtain descends, she walks off, stands relaxed
with a bowed head right beside Fredrik but oblivious to him. The applause continues, the curtain goes up. Just as the actress
is about to go on again for the last curtain call, she discovers him standing there. Her face, which is small and tired, lights up.

She offers him her hand and grasps his, presses it without aword and then walks on the stage.
Now the curtain falls for the last time and the audience becomes quiet. The stage hands take over the theater. Desiree

walks off, hands her flowersto alittle lady dressed in a black smock and an old straw hat.
Desiree takes his hand again. Followed by her wardrobe mistress, she leads him upstairs and along a long corridor where

some oil lamps burn with sleepy yellow flames.
Desiree's dressing room is large but with alow ceiling. There are two small windows covered by painted window shades.

In the center of the room is the make-up table and at the far wall stands a ceiling-high mirror. A high screen, some
comfortable armchairs, a divan and a large bathtub filled with water complete the interior. On the table are four bottles of

beer and a plate of thick, tempting sandwiches.
As soon as Desiree has pulled Fredrik into the dressing room and Malla, the wardrobe mistress, has closed the door, she

embraces him with great warmth.

DESIREE: Fredrik!
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She caresses his cheeks and looks into his eyes. Sheisalmost alittle touched.

DESIREE: Fredrik. How nice. Do you want a sandwich?

FREDRIK: Yes, thank you.

Malla has served the foamy beer and beginsto take off Desiree's dress.

DESIREE: | become so terribly hungry.

Both eat sandwiches silently and drink beer. Fredrik is alittle uncomfortable at having his mouth full of food.
Desiree takes off her dress, stepping out of it asif she were Venus emerging from her shell. The stays follow it. She draws

her breath so that her ribs creak.
DESIREE: Oh God! Now | can live again. Sit down! No, not there. There!

She leads him to the divan and stands opposite him with her legs dightly apart, while she continues munching happily on



her sandwich. In her other hand she holds a glass of beer.

DESIREE: But, Fredrik, you're blushing.

FREDRIK: | guessit's because you smell so good.
DESIREE: Same perfume as always.

FREDRIK: Yes, that'swhy.

DESIREE: And you've gotten married.

FREDRIK: Yes, | haveremarried. It became a bit lonely to
livedone.

DESIREE: Get up. Come here. Now give me ancther hug.

Fredrik rises obediently and walks over to her. She puts her sandwich on the table, puts down both their beer glasses
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and wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. Then she puts her bare arms around his waist, presses him close to her
and looks smilingly into his eyes.

DESIREE: You havetroubles, don't you?

FREDRIK: Isit that noticeable?

DESIREE: You old goat, you brute, you long-nosed camel, how unusually human you look.

FREDRIK: Thanks for the compliments. DESIREE: Have you got a pain in the old pump, or the heart as most people
call it?

FREDRIK: That isn't why | came.

DESIREE: Noindeed. It has always been your most noble feelings which led you to Desiree.

FREDRIK: Yes, it's redly funny. Today when | took a nap before dinner with my wife, | began dreaming of you in
ahmmshort dream of you. Suddenly | realized that | had been whispering your name in my sleep over and over again while |
caressed my wife, Fortunately, | don't think that Anne noticed anything.

desiree (laughs): Dear Lord, how touching! "In his dreams she was aways aive."

She pushes him away from her with a dissatisfied, hurt expression and returns to her beer and sandwich.

fredrik (politely): | didn't know that you had become

cruel inyour old age.

desiree: Old, oldwhat are you saying? For the past three
years I've been twenty-nine, and that's no age for awoman

of my age.

FREDRIK: My young wife guessed that you must be around
fifty. What do you say to that?



DESIREE: What alittle shrew! (Seriously) Fredrik! I'm
sure she knows about it.
FREDRIK: What does she know?
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DESIREE: Whatever you said in your dreams about me.
FREDRIK: Now that | think about it, she was rather upset.

She cried and asked me the strangest questions. Anne is no goose.
DESIREE: She can't be if she risked marrying you.

Fredrik suddenly becomes serious. He presses his palms together and stares at his finger tips in embarrassment.
FREDRIK: If you won't laugh, I'll tell you something.

DESIREE: Do you want some more beer or another sandwich?

He shakes his head and Desiree lights a small cigar, which she smokes with satisfaction.

DESIREE: Well, what were you going to say?

FREDRIK: Oh, laugh if you want to, but Anne and | have been married for two years and | have notin short, sheis still
untouched.

Desiree splutters with laughter and gets some smoke caught in her throat. Fredrik smiles alittle sourly.

DESIREE: Now the world isreally going awry when the wolf turnsinto atender shepherd.
FREDRIK: She'sfrightened of me and | understand her.-

There are a few moments of silence. Desiree sits at her make-up table with her back toward Fredrik, but she hasn't started
removing the grease paint. The wardrobe mistress has departed.

FREDRIK: | want her to mature calmly and quietly. | want her to come to me one day, without fear, of her own free will

and not as aduty or by force.
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DESIREE: It sounds as though you love her.
FREDRIK: That'sadirtied word. But if | ever loved anyone,
itisthat girl.



DESIREE: Fredrik Egerman loves! It isn't possible.

Desiree's voice trembles a bit. Fredrik raises his head; he looks tired and old.

FREDRIK: One gets such strange ideas with the passing years. | mean things like consideration and tenderness and

caution...and...and...yes, love.

DESIREE: What aremarkable girl sheis to have enabled you to be hurt by something besides a toothache or an ingrown

toenail.

FREDRIK: When | come home in the afternoon, she embraces me and laughs because she is happy that I'm home. She is
as obstinate as a spoiled child; she has a violent temper and becomes terribly angry. She is so full of life that my old house
has started to settle and the walls have begun to crack. She is tender and affectionate, she likes me to smoke my pipe, she

likesme. .. asif | were her father.

Fredrik gets up violently and begins to pace the floor. Desiree says nothing and plays with a silver box on the table. A

smile passes across her lips every so often, but her eyes are serious.

FREDRIK: Dear Lord, I'm agrown man. The old buck only
too often raises his ugly head and brays right in my face and
then | become discontented and angry with myself because

it wasn't exactly what | intended.

DESIREE: And what do you want from me?

FREDRIK: | want you to tell me that it's hopeless with Anne.
Or the opposite. Or anything else.

DESIREE: How can | do that without knowing her?
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FREDRIK: You must help me, Desiree. Y ou must help me
for the sake of an old friendship.
desiree (laughs): Well, that's one reason, isn't it?

Fredrik stopsin front of her, takes her by the shoulders and meets her glance in the mirror.

FREDRIK: Regardless of al our magnificent moments of
love, you are my only friend in the world. The only human
being to whom I've dared show myself in all my terrible
nakedness.



DESIREE: Spiritual nakedness, | assume.
FREDRIK: Wdll, will you help me?

DESIREE: And what do | get in return?
FREDRIK: | have ayoung son; you may take him.
DESIREE: Shame on you.

FREDRIK: A riding horse, afine runner.
DESIREE: That's not enough.

FREDRIK: A string of genuine pearls.

DESIREE: I have asmany as| want.

FREDRIK: You'll get your reward in heaven, then.

Desiree pinches hislittle finger with her sharpest nails so that it begins to bleed.
DESIREE: No, Fredrik Egerman, | want my reward in this world.

There is a knock on the door and the wardrobe mistress enters. She brings some articles of clothing. The silk rustles and
from the old woman's gray arms gushes a cascade of white lace.

DESIREE: Will you excuse mewhile | dress?
FREDRIK: Of course. Do you want meto leave?

DESIREE: Don't besilly.
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She goes behind the screen and with the help of her wardrobe mistress sheis freed from one undergarment after another.

FREDRIK: It's still bleeding.
DESIREE: Have you some warm water, Malla?
MALLA: What do you think, my little girl? Here's atub full of water.

They both dive down behind the screen and loud splashing is heard.
DESIREE: Fredrik.

FREDRIK: Yes.

DESIREE: Come here amoment.

He walks up to the screen.

DESIREE: Am | as beautiful asthen? Have the years changed



me? Answer honestly.

FREDRIK: You are as beautiful and as desirable. The years

have given your body the perfection which perfection itself

lacks, an excitement which perfection does not have.

DESIREE: Did you read that in a book?

FREDRIK: You inspire me so that | surprise myself. | read

only lawbooks.

DESIREE: Thisisthe end of the demonstration. Go sit down on the sofa.

Fredrik laughs and shakes his head, but walks obediently away from the screen. Now Desiree steps out draped in a
full-length bath towel. She raises her hands and armsin aregal movement.

DESIREE: "Oh pain that | have never felt before!
Saved | myself but for awound more sore?
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Each pain | suffered in the heated course Of past love's glow, with al its cruel remorse And insult's scorch
which so unbearably bums Only foretold the way my heart now yearns."

For amoment she allows herself to be carried away by her declamation. Her eyes darken, she clenches her hands and then
shelooks up just as suddenly and smiles almost embarrassedly.

DESIREE: That was Madame Fedra, very pathetic but a bit of agambler.
Malla, who has watched all thiswith great patience from under her old straw hat, finally takes the floor.

MALLA: Desiree, do you intend to perform that way for the rest of the night or am | going to get a chance to dress you?
DESIREE: Oh, now you're becoming sour, Malla.

MALLA: Mallaisn't sour, but sheissleepy. DESIREE: If | didn't have Mallato keep after me, 1'd be a straw in the wind.

Desireeis suddenly girlish and submissive. She pats the old woman so that it can be heard and allows herself to be dressed
without protest.

MALLA: Dammit, she'sastraw in the wind anyway.

DESIREE: Do you think this gentleman is handsome and someone to be considered seriously?



MALLA: I know Fredrik Egerman well. There's never anything definite with him, we both know that.
DESIREE: No, with him there's nothing definite.

MALLA: You are coming of age, Desiree, and before you know it you'll be on the wrong side of springtime and well into
the summer.
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DESIREE: I threw away my youth on the wrong men, Malla
says.

MALLA: Recklessness hasitstime, and so has seriousness.

But you mustn't become a spinster with too many scratches

showing.

DESIREE: Where did you put my red gown?

MALLA: Areyou going to a party?

DESIREE: I'm going to a party with Fredrik Egerman. We

shall awaken old memories.

Fredrik lifts his head and looks at Desiree for amoment. Desiree returns his look, smiling alittle provocatively.
DESIREE: You are hereby solemnly invited for a glass of wine.

She disappears into her red gown, which is an explosion of gorgeous flowers and foaming silk. At the same moment there
is aknock on the door and the stage manager sticks in his thin, ulcerous face.

ferdinand: Do you intend to stay here al night, or when
can apoor, sick man close the theater and go home to
pamper his ulcer?

DESIREE: Ferdinand, you are sad! Here are two bottles of
beer. Take the rest of the sandwiches and this bouquet
home to your wife, if you have awife, and then you may
kick mein the bottom.

ferdinand: Y es, but why? There's no premiere now.

malla (sour): No, but perhaps areturn premiere.
DESIREE: Keep quiet now, Malla. Don't be silly.

Then Ferdinand grasps the situation and his strange, inebriated face is split in half by a big grin. He takes hold of Desiree



and kicks her twice in the bottom with bent knee.
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ferdinand: She has something in the behind, that girl.

FREDRIK: And something in front aswell.

DESIREE: And also at the very top, but no one believesit.

MALLA: Nordol.

They march out of the theater. Ferdinand, who seems almost intoxicated, waves goodbye and the heavy gate closes behind
them. Overhead the moon shines enormously from the clear, colorless sky. Like a little witch out of some fairy tae, Malla
patters ahead, bent over her lantern. Fredrik and Desiree follow after her, walking arm in arm in the middle of the narrow

street. The trees cast enormous black shadows. From the river the water's continuous murmuring is heard. Now Desiree
begins to sing; first she hums, and then the words come forth.

desiree (sings): "Gone are worries, grief and sadness. Thisis aplace for love and gladness. Let us then be happy here,
Take pleasure in love, my dear. Love iswisdom'slaw on earth. Loveislifein eterna rebirth."

Malla opens a heavy gate and they enter a dark passage paved with large cobblestones.

desiree (in the dark): Watch out, Fredrik, there's abig puddle here. Look out that you don't . . .

The small lantern sways helplessly and cannot light up this sudden darkness after the strong moonlight. A shuffling of feet,

asudden splash, a muffled curse and then Desiree's laughter. Malla brings the lantern to light up the sad scene. Fredrik sitsin
the puddle, wet and dirty up to his ears.
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Desiree laughs unrestrainedly. Malla offers a helping hand, but Fredrik is annoyed and gets up by himself.

DESIREE: Oh, now we can really pamper our guest. Really, really take care of him so that he doesn't catch a cold or get
an ache.

They walk across a yard where alarge linden tree whispersin the night wind, up alittle stairs and onto a porch.
Malla unlocks the door with its tinted windowpanes and then they are home.

DESIREE: You'll have to take off your clothes in the kitchen. I'll look around to see if we have something for you to
wear. Malla, will you make a hot toddy?



Light in the kitchen. Desiree brings a robe, a nightshirt and a nightcap, and disappears. Mallais busy at the stove. Fredrik
shrugs his shoulders resignedly and loosens his wet clothing; he is rather embarrassed. Malla grins and blows on the tinder.

The small drawing room is beautifully furnished in contemporary style. Desiree kneels in front of the open fireplace and is
busy making alively fire when Fredrik enters dressed in slippers, robe and nightshirt.

DESIREE: You must also wear the nightcap.
FREDRIK: Only under protest.
DESIREE: You might catch a cold. Y ou should wear a

nightcap.
Laughingly she placesit on his head and leads him to the mirror. He looks at himself with a serious expression.

FREDRIK: How can awoman ever |ove amancan you answer me that?

DESIREE: A woman's point of view is seldom aesthetic, and in the worst cases you can always turn off the light.
FREDRIK: And to whom do these clothes belong?

desiree (ironically): A man.

FREDRIK: Yes, butit'sfor

DESIREE: Would you prefer to sit here in the nude?

FREDRIK: Andif he comes?

DESIREE: Don't worry. He's on maneuvers.

FREDRIK: So he'sinthearmy.

DESIREE: And what's wrong with the military? Under their uniforms they're remarkably like other men.
FREDRIK: Is he adragoon?

DESIREE: A very handsome man.

FREDRIK: Areyouin love?

DESIREE: That's no concern of yours.

FREDRIK: Why do | sound so jealous, by the way? Hal

DESIREE: Yes. Why so jealous?

FREDRIK: Why? (Lightly) Many since that time?

DESIREE: No. Onetires of the meaningless rides which always become so lonely.
FREDRIK: So.

DESIREE: One suddenly finds oneself thinking of something else.

FREDRIK: With ayawn?

DESIREE: I don't know. Besides, one always longs for something one cannot have.

She fans the fire with apair of large hand bellows. Then something remarkable happens.



The door to ancother room is slowly opened and both of them turn around. Nothing is seen at first; then a boy about four
years old appears, dressed in along nightshirt. He marches through the room and marches out through another door without
taking notice of Fredrik and Desiree.

FREDRIK: What was that?
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DESIREE: That was Fredrik.
FREDRIK: Fredrik?
DESIREE: Yes, Fredrik.
FREDRIK: Fredrik?

DESIREE: How strange you look.

FREDRIK: Have... | ... | mean haveyou ... | mean ... it isn't possible, or isit?

desiree (laughs): Look at Fredrik Egerman now. He's terribly shaken and as pale as a pickled herring. At the same time
he's alittle nattered, touched and terribly sentimental. "Desiree, my love, have you been struggling along by yoursdlf all these
years, sacrificing everything for our love's pawn?'

Now the door opens again and the boy marches right up to Desiree, who lifts him and carries him toward the bedroom.
FREDRIK: Answer my question.

DESIREE: The child is mine and mine alone.

fredrik (hisvoicerising in a squeak): But his nameis Fredrik.

DESIREE: Named after Fredrik the Great of Prussia

She goes into the bedroom. Fredrik is still standing there, as if someone had driven a nail through him. From the darkness
of the adjoining room, Desiree's voice is heard.

DESIREE: And | can tell you onething: if | should have a child it wouldn't be with you.
She comes out again and closes the door behind her.
FREDRIK: You are not fit to have a child.

He gets alightninglike slap that sends his nightcap
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down over his ears. His cheek flames bright crimson with the mark of a strong and determined hand. At that moment Malla
enters with a steaming hot toddy made of red wine.

DESIREE: You can drink your toddy and then go.
MALLA: May | wish you both good night?

DESIREE: You're dlways the same. Dead serious when you are involved, but cynical and stupid when it comes to others.

FREDRIK: May | say something ...

DESIREE: No, you may not. Thisis a historic moment. Y ou have finaly been stricken by tremors of feeling above the
navel. Thisisterribly interesting and touching. (Angry) But | also have feelings!

FREDRIK: Calm down now, Desiree.

DESIREE: | am completely calm; it's you who's making the noise. Can | help it if | have atemper?

FREDRIK: May | say onething?

desiree (angrier): I've said no. You big baboon, I'd like to see you so ground down into the dirt that not a trace of you is
left behind.

FREDRIK: I've suffered quite a bit.

DESIREE: You've suffered! From what? Tight shoes? Lawyer Fredrik Egerman, whose head is always as orderly as his
desk.

fredrik (in aloud voice): Now | want to talk.

DESIREE: No! I'll do the talking and when | talk, I'll talk even if | have nothing to say, but | am so furious with you that |
forgot what | was thinking about and that's so typical of you. Well, what were you going to say?

FREDRIK: I'veforgotten.

MALLA: May | go to bed?

DESIREE: Good night, Malla.

The old lady departs with a sigh. Fredrik sips his toddy.
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DESIREE: Do you want sugar? predrik: No, thanks.

Silence again. The clock on the wall strikes one. Desiree sits down in one of the armchairs near the fire. She rests her head
in her hand and looks tired. Fredrik reaches out and touches her arm.

FREDRIK: Forgive my thoughtlessness.

DESIREE: I guessyou know what loneliness means too. Despite a young wife and a grown son. fredrik (smiles):



Sometimes it seemsto me asif my house is akindergarten for love.

DESIREE: That's very suitable.

FREDRIK: Thetwo of us were adults anyway. We knew what we were doing.

DESIREE: So we were adults. We knew what we were doing. Especially when we called it off. Correct?

FREDRIK: It was you who ended it. Not me.

DESIREE: How bitter that sounded.

FREDRIK: | would like to remind you, Madame, that you can on occasion be rather inconsiderate.

DESIREE: I got achance and took it.

FREDRIK: A paunchy, balding actor.

DESIREE: Hewaskind, talented, and a very good lover.

FREDRIK: And then goodbye to me!

DESIREE: What could you give me? Security? A future? Were you even in love with me? | was a nice playmate, a pretty
thing to boast about to your bachelor friends. Did you ever intend to marry me?

FREDRIK: Wdll, I ... my former wife had just died . . .

DESIREE: Don't be stupid. Did you intend to marry me?

FREDRIK: It's possible that | didn't intend to at that time. DESIREE: There, you see. Besides, you amused yourself

rather easily with other women. Do you deny that?

FREDRIK: No, but you were headquarters.
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DESIREE: When | think of how | let myself be treated, | amost become angry again. Y ou were areal scoundrel, Fredrik
Egerman.

FREDRIK: Why do you get so angry? And why do you quarrel, slap me, call me al kinds of ugly names?

DESIREE: You've always had along memory.

FREDRIK: Oh, long memory, long memory. Who was it that started to dig into the past?

DESIREE: Why does it matter to me if you love your little child bride and can't master her? Do you think that | give a
hoot if your heart is bleeding? Just let it bleed and feel how it hurts.

FREDRIK: | thought that we were friends, but now | see that I'm mistaken and | curse my honesty of a moment ago.

DESIREE: Why should | be friends with you, you who have never had any other friend but yourself?

FREDRIK: Inthat case, I'm exactly like you.

DESIREE: | havethetheater, sir, and the theater is my life and | am arather talented actress. And | don't need to ask help
from anyone on this earth, except to tie my corset.

Fredrik sets his glass down with athud and gets up. Heis rather upset.

FREDRIK: And that's why we will now say good night. In the future, my dreams will be strictly monogamous.



DESIREE: I'll be most grateful if | may be spared participation in your shameful fantasies, my dear sir!

FREDRIK: I'll try to forget that you even exist. | don't intend seeing you at the theater either, my dear Miss Armfeldt.
DESIREE: I'm extremely happy that | don't have to risk your presence on the other side of the footlights, my dear sir.
FREDRIK: Besides, | didn't think you were particularly good as the Countess. It should definitely have been played by
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one of the theater's younger members. But you still have a name. Mademoiselle Armfeldt.
DESIREE: Watch out, Fredrik Egerman, that one of your family's younger members doesn't take your role.

At that moment a heavy pounding is heard on the door. Fredrik turns around and looks at Desiree, who seems a bit
frightened for a second.

FREDRIK: Who isthat?

DESIREE: I'm afraid it's Malcolm.

FREDRIK: You mean the dragoon?

DESIREE: I guess!'ll have to go and open the door.
FREDRIK: | forbid you to open it.

DESIREE: Areyou frightened?

FREDRIK: Desiree! A gentleman can't meet his rival without

his trousers on.

Now the pounding on the door resumes, this time with emphasis. Malla's anxious little rat-face appears at the door. Fredrik
opens his mouth to say something, but sits down again, dumfounded.

DESIREE: Go, Mallg, you open it.

FREDRIK: Now you'rerelishing it.

DESIREE: | must warn you that Macolm is very jealous.
FREDRIK: Is he armed?

DESIREE: Oh, he could wipe the floor with you without a
weapon, if he'sin the mood.

FREDRIK: Maybe | can hide somewhere. . .

DESIREE: We're not on the stage, dear Fredrik.
FREDRIK: But, dammit, it's still afarce.

Now steps are heard in the hallway. A voice speaksto Malla. The steps become louder and a captain. Count Carl-
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Magnus Malcolm, enters. He is a tall, obviously handsome man with fine features and unusualy large eyes. He walks
straight over to Desiree and kisses her hand.

MALCOLM: Please excuse the dust and grime. Just outside town my faithful horse, Rummel, fell. Here are some simple
flowers which | managed to pick from a nearby garden. | didn't want to come empty-handed.

DESIREE: How delightful, dear Carl-Magnus, and what beautiful flowers. Are you staying long?

MALCOLM: | have twenty hours' leave. Three hours coming here, nine hours for you, five hours for my wife, and three
hours backthat makes twenty hours. Do you mind if | remove my uniform and put on my robe?

DESIREE: I'm sorry, but it's taken.

MALCOLM: | can seethat, but | thought that it would be available in afew moments.

DESIREE: May | present Mr. EgermanCount Malcolm. MALCOLM: Charmed.

DESIREE: Lawyer Egerman fell in the puddle just outside the door. MALCOLM: | hope that you didn't hurt yourself;
FREDRIK: Not at al. Not a scratch.

MALCOLM: I'm happy for you. Are you visiting Mademoiselle Armfeldt in a professional capacity at this time of night?
DESIREE: Weare old friends.

MALCOLM: | also seethat my nightshirt is being used. It fitswell, I hope. Not too small or too large.

FREDRIK: Thank you, it fits excellently. Neither too small or too large.

DESIREE: I'll go into the kitchen and see if your clothes are dry. Don't you think | should, Fredrik?

Desiree departs. She looks asif she were enjoying the situation. The two men eye each other coldly. Malcolm begins
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paring an apple and whistles a tune. At the same time, Fredrik strikes up a little song quite timidly. Malcolm suddenly
becomes silent. Fredrik also shuts up.

MALCOLM: For the past six months Mademoiselle Armfeldt has been my mistress. | am extremely jealous. Other
husbands are generally ashamed of this weakness. | am not ashamed. | admit frankly that | don't tolerate lap dogs, cats, or
so-called old friends. Have | made myself quite clear?

FREDRIK: Thereisno possibility of my misunderstanding you.

MALCOLM: Areyou fond of duels, sir?

FREDRIK: It's possible. I've never tried.

MALCOLM: | have dueled eighteen times. Pistol, rapier, foil, spear, bow and arrow, poison, hunting rifle. I've been
wounded six times, but otherwise fortune has been kind to me, or else I've profited from that "cold rage" which, according to



the great Commander August Sommer, creates the victorious soldier.

FREDRIK: | am realy very impressed.

MALCOLM: Do you see this fruit knife? I'll throw it across the room and the target will be the photograph of that old
lady. Her face, her eye. Watch.

Malcolm throws the knife; with a hard, dead sound it lands and sticks in its target.

FREDRIK: You ought to performin acircus.

Malcolm doesn't answer, but bitesinto his apple and observes Fredrik with his big, completely calm eyes.

MALCOLM: You are alawyer?
FREDRIK: At your service.
MALCOLM: | consider your profession akind of parasite on society.
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FREDRIK: | must express my admiration of your military
bluntness. By the way, will there be war?

MALCOLM: Why should there be awar?

FREDRIK: Yes, | wonder too.

MALCOLM: Areyou being insolent?

FREDRIK: Of course.

Malcolm changes his position and places one leg across the other. A vein swells on his temple, but he doesn't answer.
Desiree enters.

DESIREE: Well, have you enjoyed yourselves?
FREDRIK: The Count has been extremely entertaining. Are
my clothes dry?

DESIREE: Not at all.

MALCOLM: Then you may borrow my nightshirt to go

homein.

Desiree hears the tone, sees the thick vein at Carl-Magnus' temple and turns, a little frightened, to Fredrik, but the smile
still glittersin her eyes.

DESIREE: Perhapsit'sjust aswell that you accept Carl-Magnus generous offer.

MALCOLM: Therobe | will keepthat is, if you have no objections.
FREDRIK: | thank you for your generosity, but in that case | prefer to put on my own clothes even if they are wet.



MALCOLM: Unfortunately you won't have time for that, Mr. Egerman. It's very late and you arein agreat hurry.
desiree (anxiously): Do what he says.

FREDRIK: Good night.

MALCOLM: Good night.

DESIREE: Good night.

A few minutes |later, Fredrik finds himself in the hallway. After afew more moments he stands in the yard.
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It is the beginning of dawn. Birds in the large linden tree have started to sing their morning concert. The air is very fresh
and it's cold. Fredrik shivers. When he reaches the street, he hears a step behind him, and turns. It is old Malla, who comes
running.

MALLA: Here are your clothes. Desiree sends her best regards and says that you shouldn't take it too hard.

FREDRIK: Thank you. That was kind.

MALLA: Shesent her regards and said that she thought the quarrel was very stimulating.

FREDRIK: So that's what she said.

MALLA: Shesaid shewas sorry that there were obstacles.

FREDRIK: Obstacles? Which?
MALLA: She said that she had expected alot from the reconciliation, whatever she meant by that.

Fredrik stands there dlightly bewildered and looks after the old woman until the door shuts behind her. At that moment, a
policeman walks by.

policeman: Good morning, Mr. Egerman.

FREDRIK: Good morning. Constable. policeman: Have you been walking in your sleep?
FREDRIK: No, I've been to a party.

Fredrik smiles. The policeman nods and salutes. The two' men part with mutual esteem.

Early, very early in the morning, Desiree orders a hansom cab and starts out for Ryarps Castle to visit her mother, old Mrs.
Armfeldt.



She gets out of the hansom cab and walks up the steps to the terrace, into the hallway and through the big, bright dining
room. She climbs the stairs, turns down a corridor and knocks at the door of the bedroom.
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Itisavery large room and old Mrs. Armfeldt is avery small lady. She sitsin her bed, which is also enormous, and amuses
herself with her morning solitaire. When her daughter enters, she looks up, surprised.

old lady: What has happened now to bring my daughter Desiree here at seven in the morning?

Desiree leans over the old lady, who allows herself to be kissed on the cheek. She sits down on the edge of the bed and
butters some bread from the breakfast tray, which stands at the side of the bed.

DESIREE: I've broken off with Count Malcolm. old lady: Someone else? DESIREE: Maybe. old lady: Do |
know him? desiree. Maybe. old lady: Better or worse?

DESIREE: It depends on how you look at it. Besides, he doesn't know about his promotion. old lady: Now the gameis
completed. DESIREE: If you cheat alittle, it always comes out. old lady: Y ou are wrong there. Solitaire is the only thing in
life which demands absolute honesty. What were we talking about?

DESIREE: About my intended.

old lady: That's an interesting subject. (Yawns) At least for you, my girl. Why did it end between you and the Count, by the
way?

DESIREE: He threatened me with a poker. old lady: That was ungracious of the Count. But he probably had his reasons.

DESIREE: For once, | was redly innocent. old lady: In that case it must have been rather early in the evening. What did
you do?
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DESIREE: | hit the Count on the head with the poker. old lady: What did the Count say to that? DESIREE: We decided
to part without bitterness. old lady: A very good idea. A cast-off lover on good terms can be most useful. What were you
saying, by theway? DESIREE: | suppose we were talking about what we were talking about.

old lady: Things were different in my youth. Once your father threw me out the window. DESIREE: Wasit open?

old lady: No, it was closed. | fell right on the head of alieutenant colonel. Later he became your father. DESIREE: Wasn't
it my father who threw you out? old lady: He became your father later. Can't you hear me? God, how | loved him.
DESIREE: Which one?

old lady: The one who threw me out the window, of course. The other one was a beast. He could never do anything
amusing.

DESIREE: Why don't you write your memoirs? old lady: Dear daughter, | got this mansion for promising not to write my
memoirs. What were we talking about? DESIREE: | thought you might arrange a party for me. old lady: Did | promise that?
| can't recall. DESIREE: For once, dear Mother, say yes. old lady: Bring the invitation cards. Who will come? If they are
actors they will have to eat in the stables.



The old lady takes pen and ink and correspondence cards. She sits herself upright in the bed and seems a bit stimulated by
the thought of a party.

DESIREE: The Count and Countess Malcolm. Lawyer Egerman, his wife and his son, Henrik. old lady: And your
intentions? DESIREE: | intend to do a good deed.
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old lady: Watch out for good deeds, my girl. They cost
too much and then they smell rather bad.
DESIREE: You don't know how good this deed will be.

Desiree takes a few paces around the room. She seems uneasy but rather excited. The old lady sucks on the top of the
penholder like a reluctant school girl.

old lady: A lawyer is aways good to have around.

DESIREE: Sometimes | admire your muddled astuteness.

old lady: Do you redlly love that ass?

DESIREE: Which one?

old lady: Which one do you mean?

DESIREE: That one! Yes, | love him.

old lady: That'swhat I've always said. "Desiree, you worry

me! Y ou have altogether too much character, but then, you

are like your father!"

DESIREE: Which one? 1 can take my choice.

old lady: What did you say?

DESIREE: You don't listen.

old lady: I've never listened.

DESIREE: Isthat why you're so healthy, in spite of your
years?

old lady: If people only knew how unhealthy it isto listen

to what people say they never would and then they would

fedl so much better. Was it something important we were

discussing?

DESIREE: Isanything important to you?

old lady: I'm tired of people, but it doesn't stop me from

loving them.

DESIREE: That waswell said.



old lady: Yes, wasn'tit! | could have had them stuffed and
hung in long rows, as many as | wanted.
DESIREE: Aretheinvitations finished?
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old lady: | think that I've done particularly well with the
capital letters.
DESIREE: Thank you. I'll take them.

The old lady has shrunk. Desiree kisses her cheek. The old lady pats her daughter on the forehead.
old lady: Y ou can never protect a single human being from suffering. That's what makes one so terribly tired.

Desiree turns around at the door and waves to the old lady. She returns the farewell with atiny hand.

The captain. Count Carl-Magnus Malcolm, shoots fast and skillfully. Each morning he practices with a pistol on his private
range in the skittles pavilion. At his side stands his batman, Niklas, loading the weapons. He is a young scoundrel of twenty
with a shock of yellow hair and happy eyes.

MALCOLM: Niklas! niklas: Yes, Captain.

MALCOLM: Semiramiswill be saddled at nine. Understood? niklas: Understood, sir.

MALCOLM: Moreover, you will arrange to have fifty red roses sent to Mademoiselle Desiree Armfeldt with my
compliments, and fifty-five yellow roses sent to my wife without my compliments. Isthat clear? niklas: That's clear, sir.

Malcolm fires the last shot, blows the smoke from the breech of the pistol and hands the weapon to Niklas, who stands at
attention.

MALCOLM: Get on withit.
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Niklas makes a noisy click with his heels and departs. Malcolm walks up to the target, takes it down from the wall and
counts the hits. At the same time he takes out a cigarette and looks on the table for matches. Suddenly a flame flashes at the
tip of his cigarette. It is his wife. Charlotte, who offers him a light. He says "Oh" and kisses her good morning. Charlotte is
really a very beautiful woman, dressed for the morning in an exquisite riding costume. She lays her riding crop on the table
and takes one of the pistols.

MALCOLM: Watch out, it's loaded.



Charlotte doesn't answer, but aims at atarget to the left aimslong and carefully.

Aren't you on maneuvers? MALCOLM: A quick visit. Inspection?
MALCOLM: You can cal it that.

Malcolm laughs kindly. Charlotte shoots.

That was amiss.
MALCOLM: You didn't even hit the target, my dear. Y ou aimed too long.

He hands her the second pistol and sits down on the edge of the table.

Well, how was Mademoiselle Desiree Armfeldt?
MALCOLM: She had avisitor. A lawyer. In anightshirt.

What did you do?
MALCOLM: | kicked him out.
In anightshirt?
79
MALCOLM: Inanightshirt. A lawyer? MALCOLM: Egerman.
The shot goes off. Charlotte lowers the weapon. Malcolm has |oaded the other pistal.
That was better. Mal colm hands the loaded weapon to his wife.
MALCOLM: Lawyer Egerman himself. People have no morals these days.
Poor little Anne. Are you leaving today? MAL COLM: At nine o'clock. That's nice.
MALCOLM: The pleasureisall mine. And when are you returning? MALCOLM: We areinvited to old

Mrs. Armfeldt's at Ryarp for the weekend. The Egermans will also be there. That will be interesting.

Shefires her third shot.

MALCOLM: Look at thata bulls-eye. He hands her the newly loaded pistol.

Just think if | shot you instead. What would
you say then?



MALCOLM: What do you intend to do today?

It'll be aboring day, as usual.
MALCOLM: Perhaps you can pay avisit to your friend,
Anne Egerman.

That's an idea.
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Malcolm puts on his tunic and fastens its many buttons; his monocle glistens.

MALCOLM: She's probably totally ignorant of her husband's escapades. Poor Malcolm, are you so
jealous?

Malcolm touches his elegant mustache with his for