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[Lights change. Brahms begins to reflect
again, reaches out his hand to empty air]
Mama, Papa... Inthe Hamburg tenements,
we grow up fast. We live in a tiny, miserable
flat in a ramshackle building, with Mrs.
Gottlieb’s washing hanging out of her window
and prostitutes lounging in front.

[He speaks with increasing intensity, horror
growing on his face] At night, I play the
piano in the Hamburg whorehouses. The
sailors come in, drunk, lusting for the women.
[Painfully, he grips the back of a chair]
Unwashed bodies, cheap wine and stale
food—the stench sickens me. | play for the
whores’ obscene songs. I prop a book on the
piano so | can read while | play. [He acts out
his words] | read a lot of good books—when
I’m not otherwise distracted.

[He starts to chuckle, ends on a half-sob] The
women are only half-clothed. They take me
on their laps and caress and excite me. [His
voice breaks with agony] | am—still a child.
[He abruptly snaps back to present, throws
the chair down, snarls in a burst of fury] This
was my first impression of women’s love.
After that, should anyone expect me to honor
them, cursed as | was with such a childhood?
[He makes his hands into claws, stares at
them] My hands are soiled; I am unfit to touch
a decent woman. [He straightens, picks up
the chair, makes a mock bow] But | am
always courteous to prostitutes.

(Csem mensiemes. Bpamc noepysicaemcsi 6 60CNOMUHAHUS,
sbimscusas pyky 6 nycmomy.) Mawma, namna... B Tpymo0ax
I"'amOypra MbI Tak OBICTPO B3pocieeM. MBI KUBEM B
KpOIIEYHOM, 3aIyIEHHON KBapTUPKE NOJIypa3BAIIMBILETOCS
noMma, u 6enbé ppay I'otinub BeuHo Oontaercs mepen
HAIIMM{ OKHAMH, a BHU3Y JEBHIIBI JIETKOTO MTOBEICHUS
MTOJKU/TAI0T CBOUX KIIMEHTOB.

(C 6ospacmarowum éornenuem.) Tlo Bedepam st urparo Ha
MUAHUHO B MyOanyHbIX gomax ['amOypra. Sl momHio, Kak
MbsHBIE, TOXOTIMBBIE MAaTPOCHI BBAJIMBAIOTCS TOJION U KaK
UX BCTPEYAIOT HAIOMAKCHHBIE KEHIUHBL. (BHezanHwiil
npucmyn 60U 3aCMasisaem e20 CX6amumuvcs 3a CHUHKY
cmyna.) OT 3amaxa HEMBITBIX T€J, ACLIEBOTO BUHA U
HECBE)KEH MUY Sl YyBCTBYIO, 4TO MeHs TOIHUT. Ho 51
UIPAI0, s CTAPaOCh N30 BCEX CUJI AKKOMIIAHUPOBATh ATUM
BYJIbTapPHBIM KEHIIIMHAM, TOPJIAHAIINM HEIOTpeOHbIe
necud. VHorma s meITaroch yoepeubest OT Bcel 3Tor
HU30CTH U YMYJIPSIOCh UNTaTh B pabouee Bpems. a-na,
UMeHHO Tak! I cTaBiIO Ha MMAHWHO KHUTY M YUTAl0, B TO
BpeMsI KaK MOH PYKH aBTOMaTHYECKH UTPAIOT KaKHe-TO
nouuiele akkopabl. (Iloxasvieaem.) Y TUBUTEIBHO, HO
TaKuM 00pa3oM sI IPOUMTHIBAIO TOBOJIBHO MHOTO XOPOIIEH
mutepaTypsl. KoHe4YHO, Kor/ia MeHsl He OTBIIEKAIOT APYTUE
BEIIU.

(Co cmexom, nepexoosuum noumu 6 pvioanue.) YKeHIIHHBI-
TO OZICTHI TOJIKO HAMOJIOBUHY. VHOTIIa OHU CaKalOT MEHSI K
cebe Ha KOJICHU M TJIAJISIT | JlackaroT... (C .mykotl 6 2onoce.)
Bens s moutn pedeHok. (Pesko ocmanasnugaemcsi, Kax Ovl
6036PAWASICH 8 HACMOsIWee, C 2POXOMOM naddem Cmyi.)
TakoBo OBLIIO MOE MEPBOE 3HAKOMCTBO C JKEHCKOH
n000BbI0. Tlocie Takoro AeTCTBa, Pa3Be HYKHO
YAUBIIATHCS, YTO BO MHE HET HU KAIUIH YBaKEHUS K HUM?
(Cmompum na ceou pyxu.) Yl mOTOM MOM PYKH B TPSI3H, U 5
OBI HE CMeJT KOCHYTBCS UMU JIOCTOHHOMN JKEHIITIHEI.
(IToonumas cmyn u yepemonto kaawnssce.) Ho 3aTo0 s
BCEI/Ia BEXKIINUB C MPOCTUTYTKAMHU.




[He laughs without humor] Not to every
woman. Tonight another society dame
accosted me, wanting a lock of my hair. Bah!
What silly nonsense. She asked if | was
married. “Alas, Madam,” I told her. “I am
still unmarried—thank God!” [He mimics a
woman’s voice] “How do you write such
divine adagios?” one asked. “Well,” I said,
“my publisher orders them that way.” Frau
Heinrich asked me to suggest one of my lieder
for her to sing. | suggested that she try some
of my posthumous songs. “And which?” she
inquired politely. Tuesday, I laughed myself
sick; Rubenstein had to sign 200 autographs
for the Ladies’ Singing Association. Better
my ladies of the Vienna streets—Elschen,
Gretel, Eva—they lend comfort to an old man.
| find their view of life simple, quite
refreshing, and they make no demands on me.
Except, of course, for their wages. [His
voices rises] Ach! All women are whores!
[Hastily] Except Clara Schumann, of course.

(C eopwvroul yemewikou.) Co BCEMH KCEHITUHAME BEKJTHBBIM
ObITH HeBO3MOXKHO. CeroJHsi Be4epoM, HalpuMep, OHa
CBETCKas AaMa HaOpocuiiach Ha MEHs, TpeOysl OT MEHs
noxoH Moux Bojoc! Hy, He rmymocts mu? U mocrne eme
CHpocuIIa, )KeHat Jiu 5. «YBBI, MaZiaM, — TOBOPIO 1, — BCE
el1e Xo0JI0CT, cinaBa bory!» A npyras MeHs crpaiiiBaeTr
(orcenckum eonocom): «Kak BaM yaercst Iucath Takue
0o’xecTBeHHBIE aTakno?» S roBopro: «ITO MEHS M3aTEIb
3actasnsiet!» OpnHa neBuina, gpay I'eHpux, monpocuna
MOCOBETOBATH € AJIS1 HCTIOJHEHUS KaKyl0-HUOYAb U3 MOUX
neceH. Sl mpemIoXKui e monpoOoBaTh KaKOH-HUOY b U3
MOUX ITOCMEPTHBIX OMYyCOB. A OHa, ¥ IJ1a30M HE MOPTHYB,
TaK BEXKJIMBO CIIPAIIUBACT: «A Kakoi UMEHHO?» A BO
BTOPHHMK 5 XOXOTaJ J0 yHaxy: MHE paccKa3ajid, 4To
PyOunmmTeliH o 700poTe AyIIH COTIACHICS aTh
aBTorpadsl OOIIECTBY JIIOOUTENEHUI] BOKAILHONH MY3BIKH, &
UX TaM OKa3anock ABecTu uenoBek! Her, yx mydine mou
JlaMbl C BEHCKUX YJIUL — DibXxeH, ['perens u EBa — BOT KoMy
s 00513aH UCTHHHBIM YTEIICHHEM B MOEM MPEKIOHHOM
BO3pacTe. Y HUX IPOCTOU U SICHBIN B3IV HA MUD,
HEB3bICKATENbHBIC, HO TOYHBIE CYXKICHHSA U, [TIABHOE, OHU
HUYETO OT MeHs He TpeOytoT. Kpome, kKoHeUHO, nX
HeOobIIoro 3apadotka. (llosvumas conoc.) IX, Bce
skeHIUHBI — nutioxu!  (Cnoxsamuigasce.) Kpome Knaper
[IlymaH, pazymeercs.




