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Scene 9 
 
Yes, I’m packing.  Don’t pretend you haven’t noticed anything the last 

few days.  Nothing really matters, Fritz, except just one thing: if we 

spend our last hour together without looking at each other’s eyes.  

That’s a triumph they can’t be allowed, the liars who force everyone 

else to lie.  Ten years ago when somebody said no one  

would think I was Jewish, you instantly said yes, they would.  And  

that’s fine.  That was straightforward.  Why take things in a 

roundabout way now?  I’m packing so they shan’t take away your job 

as senior physician.  And because they’ve stopped saying good 

morning to you at the clinic, and because you’re not sleeping 

nowadays.  I don’t want you to tell me I mustn’t go.  And I’m hurrying 

because I don’t want to hear you telling me I must.  It’s a matter of 

time.  Principles are a matter of time.  They don’t last for ever, any 

more than a glove does.  (There are good ones which last a long while.  

But even they only have a certain life.)  Don’t get the idea that I’m 

angry.  Yes, I am.  Why should I always be understanding?  What’s 

wrong with the shape of my nose and the colour of my hair?  I’m to 

leave the town where I was born just so they don’t have to go short of 

butter.  What sort of people are you, yourself included?  You work out 



a quantum theory and the Trendelenburg test, then allow a lot of 

semi-barbarians to tell you you’re to conquer the world but you can’t 

have the woman you want.  The artificial lung, and the dive-bomber!  

You are monsters or you pander to monsters. 

Yes, I know I’m being unreasonable, but what good is reason in a 

world like this?  There you sit watching your wife pack and saying 

nothing. 
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